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Cruel Intentions 
by Nelalila 


Summary 


When college student and SI intern Peter Parker starts dating billionaire mastermind Tony 
Stark, he couldn't be any happier. That is until Tony's son Harley shows up, kicked out of 
college and with his eyes set on his father's secret boyfriend. Peter soon finds his 
relationship put to the test by the one person that could unravel his happiness, or make what 
he has with Tony stronger. Blinded by jealousy and resentment, Harley enlists the help of 
Quentin Beck to sabotage the relationship, not realizing that Beck might have cruel 
intentions of his own... 


Updated every Saturday 


One 


Chapter Notes 


Yes, I started yet another story. I’ve been excited to write this one ever since I got the 
idea for it. I guess parts of this can be considered somewhat humorous, but there will 
be a lot of angst and whump as well. I will write this from Peter’s, Tony’s and 
Harley’s POV. Please keep in mind that this story is mostly about PETER and his 
relationship with Tony, and that it’s NOT Harley Keener friendly. I’m not saying he’s 
a “dark” character per se, but he’s a spoiled rich kid obsessing over sabotaging Peter’s 
relationship. 

Some more background information: Harley is the result of a one-night-stand between 
Tony and Harley’s mom. When Harley was 16, his mom died and he moved in with 
Tony, Pepper, and his young half-sister Morgan. Tony and Pepper divorced on good 
terms when Tony came out as gay a year after Morgan’s birth. Tony’s family, friends, 
and the public were supportive of Tony coming out. 


Kudos to my beta Gypsywoman13, who also helped me come up with a summary and 
a title <3 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“Taxi-- Oh, come on!” Harley curses loudly when yet another cab drives past him without 
stopping. Although it’s not even rush hour yet, catching a cab from Grand Central Station has 
turned out to be harder than he thought. Not wanting to have to use the subway, Harley takes out 
his phone to call Happy. 


Happy picks up after the fourth ring. “Hey, kiddo,” he says, sounding surprised. ““How’re you 
doing?” 


“Hey,” Harley says tersely. “Can you pick me up from Grand Central?” 
“Grand Central?” Happy repeats astonished. “Are you coming home? Tony hasn’t said a thing.” 


Harley chuckles. “That’s because he doesn’t know yet. I, um, want to surprise him. Can you pick 
me up?” 


“Yes, sure... when are you gonna be there?” 
“T already am. Call me when you’re here, I’m going to grab a coffee. Thanks.” 


Without waiting for a response, Harley ends the call and walks back into the station. Twenty 
minutes later he climbs into Happy’s car, asking to be chauffeured to Stark Industries. 


“Tony has a bunch of appointments until 5:15 p.m., so I don’t know if he has time to receive you,” 
Happy says, glancing at him in the rearview mirror. 


Harley shrugs his shoulders. “I’m sure he’Il have a minute to spare for his only son.” Winking, he 
leans back and takes out his phone to open Instagram, seeing that he has two thousand likes on his 


coffee post so far... that’s definitely improvable for someone with almost five hundred thousand 
followers. Sure, some of his followers might only follow him because he’s Tony Stark’s son, but 
Harley doesn’t care about that too much. Now that he doesn’t have to worry about college anymore 
- at least not for the time being - he can finally dedicate his time and energy into becoming a 
successful influencer. 


Twenty minutes later Harley struts into the lobby of Stark Industries, insisting to walk over to the 
front desk and greeting some of the employees he’s known for years. When Harley was younger, 
Tony and him spent half of their father-son-weekends down in the lab to tinker with robots. Once 
Harley started going to high school, however, he’d rather hang out with his friends than spend all 
his leisure time with his dad. 


Approaching Nancy Perkins at the first desk, Harley catches sight of a cute boy standing at the 
other end of the fifty feet long reception. The boy seems to be laughing over something Theo 
Gibbins, one of the other employees, said to him before he turns to go straight towards the 
elevators. Harley doesn’t realize he has been staring after the boy until Nancy clears her throat. 


“Mr. Keener?” 


“Hm?” Harley turns to look at her. “Sorry, I-- Do you know who that was?” He jerks his head 
towards the elevators. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen him around before.” 


Nancy’s lips curl into a smile. “The boy who was talking to Theo? His name is Peter Parker. He’s 
an intern. He started working here about... two months ago. He’s a sweet kid.” 


Harley turns his head to take one last look at the elevators, but the boy - Peter - is nowhere to be 
seen anymore. “Can you tell me which department he works in?” 


“Um... sure,” Nancy says, typing something into her computer. “Oh, yes, R&D.” 


So he’s working with Quentin... perfect. “Sweet, thanks.” Harley flashes her a charming smile. 
After exchanging a few words with the desk clerks, Harley takes the elevator all the way up to the 
management floor. Natasha Romanoff, Tony’s personal assistant, tells him that his father’s next 
appointment is scheduled for 3:30 p.m. 


“Great, thanks,” Harley says, moving towards his father’s office. Twenty minutes will be enough... 
“He still said he doesn’t want to be disturbed.” 


“I’m sure that doesn’t apply to me.” Ignoring Natasha’s outraged expression, Harley reaches out to 
grab the door handle. At the last second he changes his mind and knocks. Yet he’s barely waited 
five seconds before he pushes the door open. “Hi!” 


“T told you not to-- Harley?” Tony’s sitting in his office chair, making a weird, fast movement 
with his hands. He’s gaping at his son, his cheeks unusually red. “W-What, um... what are you 
doing here?” 


Frowning at how flustered his father looks, Harley closes the door behind him. “Long story,” he 
chuckles nervously. His heart is pounding rapidly in his chest as he walks towards his father’s 
desk, knowing there’s no sense in hiding the truth from him. He just needs to get it over with. 


Tony rolls forward in the chair, closing the gap between his stomach and his desk. “Look, um, how 
about you let me finish something real quick and then we, um, grab a coffee? I really need to--” 


“They kicked me out of MIT,” Harley says hastily. He drops into one of the chairs in front of 


Tony’s desk, bumping his knees at the visual cover reaching from the table top almost all the way 
to the floor. 


For a few seconds Tony just stares at him, his eyes widening in shock. “They did what?” 


Harley swallows thickly. “They kicked me out, but it’s not my fault. They, um... Well, some of my 
classmates got caught selling midterm exam papers on campus, and... they basically claimed that J 
had hacked some of the school’s computers to obtain and sell the papers to students. Which I 
would never do.” 


Tony grits his teeth. “Harley, excuse me for saying this, but they wouldn’t kick you out if they 
didn't--" 


"You know how jealous some of my classmates are of me," Harley huffs. "They don’t like me 
because I’m your son and because I’m smarter than them. Ten fucking students falsely accused me 
of doing it, and I wasn’t able to provide an alibi, so to speak. Everyone on campus knows that I 
theoretically have the skills for it, so there was nothing I could have done to prove my innocence." 


"They still can't--" 


"The school also found some drugs when they searched my dorm room," Harley mumbles so 
quietly it was barely audible. 


Grabbing the edge of the table Tony leans forward, growling, "What kind of drugs?" 
"Nothing serious. Just... some weed and some MDMA." 


"Nothing serious? " Tony hisses, an angry vein popping out of his forehead. "Are you out of your 
goddamn mind?" 


"Well, it's not heroin or methamphetam--" 


"I don't fucking believe you." Tony buries his face in his hands. For a few seconds they are both 
silent before Tony asks, voice more worrisome than angry now, "Are you dealing with drugs? Are 
you doing them yourself?" 


"No," Harley quickly says. "I smoked some of the weed and took two pills for a party, but that’s it, 
I swear. One of the guys I hooked up with gave them to me. The school believed me on this, which 
is why they agreed on not alerting the cops if I left campus immediately." 


Sighing deeply, Tony flashes Harley an exhausted look. "All right, let's talk at home, okay?" 


"Actually, I was hoping you'd let me borrow the jet. After all this stress I could really use a 
vacation, and I've been thinking--" 


"Absolutely not." Tony's face hardens. "You’re not going on vacation for getting kicked out of 
school. You’re going to work your ass off so they’Il accept you back in the fall.” 


Harley leans back, folding his arms in front of him. “What if I don’t want to go back? I know you 
have a low opinion of Social Media and stuff, but I have five hundred thousand followers on 
Instagram. Do you know how much money I could make with one single promotion? I already got 
in contact with a beach resort down in Miami Beach. If I go there today and tag them in a few 
posts, they will let me sleep there for free and pay me ten thousand dollars on top of that. I know it 
sucks that they kicked me out, but this is my chance to follow my dream.” 


When Harley’s done, a muscle in Tony’s face twitches. “Your dream? I thought your dream was to 
take over this company one day?” 


Harley shrugs his shoulders. “I mean, yeah, but I’m only twenty years old and I expect you to be 
working for at least twenty more years. So until you retire, I could focus on building my career as 
an influencer.” 


Once more, Tony sighs deeply. “Look, son... You know I would never tell you not to follow your 
dreams, but I won’t let you throw away your education just so you can fly around the globe and 
upload photos on Instabook, and TikTube and what not. Once you’re done with college I don’t care 
what you do, but as long as you’re living off of my money, I expect you to at least try to do your 
best. I’m not saying you can’t do your ‘influenza’ thing as a hobby, but first, and foremost, you 
need to focus on your education. Without a proper education and years of experience in business 
and engineering, there’s no chance you could ever take over this company.” 


“But they kicked me out,” Harley groans exasperated. “And you don't even know if they will allow 
me to come back.” 


“Tl give them a call,” Tony says. “There needs to be a way for you to continue your studies. And 
even if their decision is final, you could still apply for another college... maybe even in New York. 
I happen to know that ESU offers a major in Electrical Engineering and Computer Science.” 


“But... it’s March. Even if they let me go back, the next semester won’t start until September.” 


“Then there’s plenty of time for you to do something useful and earn your own money for once,” 
Tony growls, leaning forward. “You’re gonna start working here tomorrow. Full time.” 


“What if I don’t want to?” Harley hisses, seething when Tony chuckles. 


“Then you will have to do a Jot of those promotions, because J most certainly won’t pay for your 
trip to Miami... Or let you live in a multimillion dollar penthouse, or a mansion in the Hamptons.” 
When his son just glares at him, Tony sighs again. “Look... I know you’re an adult, Harley, but 
you still have a lot of growing up to do. There are boys and girls your age, who have a shit ton of 
responsibilities to shoulder. Who also work their asses off in order to afford college and to support 
their families. You haven’t worked a single day in your life, and although I'll gladly provide you 
with anything to make sure you’re living well, there’s a time when you need to take some 
responsibility. And that time has come.” 


“Fine,” Harley snaps, jumping up. “Whatever. I'll do it my way then.” With big steps he’s walking 
towards the door. Before he wrenches it open, he turns around again. “All of my stuff is still at 
MIT. Please be so kind and hire some guys to bring it back to the penthouse. Thank you.” 


As soon as the door falls shut, Tony lets out a frustrated groan. He’s biting down on his bottom lip 
when he peeks under the table, looking guilty. “You okay down there?” 


“Sure,” Peter mumbles, glad to be finally able to crawl out of the narrow space. “But there’s a 
spider living under your pedestal. I’ve never struggled so hard to contain a scream.” Groaning, he 
stretches his aching back, only to blush deeply when Tony stands up as well to finally tuck himself 
back into his pants. “Do you think he... noticed anything?” 


“T highly doubt it,” Tony snorts. “Trust me, if my son had seen me sitting there with my dick 
hanging out of my pants, he would’ ve said something. Sorry you had to listen to that.” 


Peter smiles sheepishly. “It’s okay. Actually, /’m sorry that I was... eavesdropping, kinda. I 


mean... I’m sure your son had meant for that to be a private conversation.” 


“Well, I couldn’t have possibly told him that he’d just interrupted my intern in finishing his 
blowjob,” Tony snorts, flashing Peter an affectionate smile. “I guess this was a stupid idea to begin 
with. Thanks for wanting to help me relax between my meetings, though.” 


Blushing, Peter nods. “You’re welcome. Um. I should probably get going, it’s 3:25 already. Good 
luck for your next meeting.” 


“Thanks, baby,” Tony says softly, lifting a hand to caress Peter’s left cheek. “You really make my 
life a lot more exciting, you know that?” 


Peter laughs. “That was a little too exciting for my liking. Should I... make it up to you in the 
evening?” Smiling seductively, Peter wraps his hands around Tony’s neck. “I’m having my 
midweek dinner with May tonight, but I could drop by later.” 


“Fuck yes,” Tony whispers, letting his hand slide down Peter’s back. Tilting his head back Peter 
stands on his tiptoes to kiss Tony, but after only a few seconds the man already breaks the kiss. 
“Shit.” 


“What?” Peter asks, barely able to resist from grinding himself against Tony. 


“Harley. I doubt he’|l actually fly to Miami in a commercial plane, so he’s most likely gonna be 
home. And I should really talk to him, but... hm, maybe we can see each other tomorrow? I could 
sleep over at your place for once.” 


Heat flashes up to the nape of Peter’s neck. Tony had only been in his apartment once, and that was 
four weeks ago when he dropped him off after a date, feeling the desperate need to use a toilet. 
Tony had made such a fuss about the mold-infested ceiling in the bathroom, that Peter has sworn 
himself to never let him set one foot into his apartment ever again. 


“Tt’s fine, um... how about the weekend? If he stays in the penthouse, maybe we could go to the 
Hamptons? You said you wanted to show me that for a while now anyways.” 


“T wish I could,” Tony sighs, pulling away from Peter. “It’s that kind of weekend this week, so... it 
could be a while until we see each other again.” 


That kind of weekend... Meaning that Morgan would be spending it with her dad. “Oh... okay, 
yeah, sure,” Peter mumbles, nodding understandingly. 


Another knock on the door makes them flinch. “Tony, they’re all waiting for you downstairs,” 
Natasha’s muffled voice comes from behind the door. 


“Coming,” Tony shouts, leaning down to give Peter one last kiss. “Call you later. Wait a minute 
before you walk outta here, okay? I’m gonna take Nat down with me.” 


“Okay. Bye.” 


To make sure Natasha wouldn’t see him if she peered into the room, Peter hides behind the table 
once more to wait with bated breath for the minute to pass. That really was a close one earlier. 
Peter dreads to think what would have happened if Harley had actually caught sight of his father, 
getting blown by a boy one year younger than Harley himself. 


Ever since Peter and Tony started screwing-slash-dating two months ago, they’ ve tried to avoid 
bringing up the fact that Tony has children, especially a grown-up son, as much as possible. 


Although neither of them cares about the big age gap between them (Peter actualy thinksits Hep, 
there’s no point in denying that there’s a difference between knowing it and being made painfully 
aware Of it. 


Sighing, Peter eventually gets up, walking up to the door on tiptoes. He opens it very slowly, and 
only once he’s sure that there’s nobody bustling around the antechamber of Tony’s office, he dares 
to relax. 


Two minutes later Peter steps out of the elevator on the fifteenth floor, heading straight towards the 
R&D department. Just when Peter turns around the corner leading to the offices, he sees Quentin 
Beck, his supervisor, standing in the middle of the corridor, talking to none other than Harley 
Keener. Like a scalded cat, Peter ducks back behind the corner and presses himself flat against the 
wall. Did they see him? What is Harley doing down here? Does he know Beck? He is one of 
Tony’s most trusted employees, so maybe-- 


Peter snaps out of his distressing thoughts when Thomas Pattinson, one of his colleagues, walks 
by, flashing him a puzzled look. “You okay?” he asks, raising his brows. 


Grinning stupidly, Peter nods. Without hesitation he hurries off, fleeing into the bathroom on the 
other side of the corridor. Dear god. Cursing himself for being so paranoid, Peter decides to wait a 
few minutes and actually use the toilet. If Tony’s sure that Harley didn’t see him, there’s no point 
in running away from him and acting all weird. 


Urging himself to act normal, Peter eventually walks back towards the offices. Fortunately, Beck 
and Harley seem to have left, and when Peter can’t find Beck in his office either, Peter returns to 
his designated workstation to get some actual work done. 


An hour later Peter’s phone vibrates, signalling the income of a message. It’s Ned, sending him a 
stupid Star Wars meme. After sending him back a couple of emojis, Peter notices the Instagram 
notification at the top of his screen. He moves his thumb to slide it down, gasping when he reads: 
‘harleykeener2000 sent you a follow request.’ 


So much for dodging a bullet earlier... They are fucking screwed. 


Chapter End Notes 


I’m afraid this chapter wasn’t too exciting, but I hope you still liked it. Correct me if 
I’m wrong, but I don’t think this has been done before (?), so ’'m really excited about 
writing more. Please let me know what you think of the concept 


Two 


Chapter Summary 


While having a talk with his son, Tony finds out something shocking. Harley tries to 
gather more information about Peter. 


Chapter Notes 


Thaaank you Gypsywoman 13 for beta-reading 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“Wowowow, slow down,” Tony chuckles, pressing the button to pull up the divider between the 
driver seat and the back seat. “Harley did what?” 


“He sent me a follow request on Instagram,” Peter says, sounding flustered. 


Frowning, Tony presses the phone more firmly against his ear. “Okay, I have no idea what that 
means, but... Does that mean he knows your name? How?” 


“Why do you think I’m freaking out? Tony, he must have seen me. And then he probably asked 
Miss Romanoff or Mr. Beck about who could possibly be so insolent and suck you off in your 
office in the middle of the day. They all know you personally hired me, after all, and they know 
I’ve been up at your office so often, so they probably made the connection and told everyone else, 
and--” 


“Ssh, baby, slow down,” Tony repeats, feeling a comforting warmth running through his veins. 
Peter’s anxious rambling is too adorable. “I told you, there’s no way he saw you without letting me 
know. I don’t know how he found out your name, but maybe Beck told him about the cute intern 
turning everyone’s head in the department.” 


He chuckles softly, but Peter just huffs. “Very funny. Can you please take me seriously?” 
“Of course, baby, I’m sorry. Did he attach a message, a note or something to that request?” 
“Tt doesn’t work like that.” 


Peter quickly explains how Instagram works, but Tony isn’t sure if he understood everything. “So, 
your profile is private, which means Harley can’t see your pictures, and he also didn’t send you a 
message to ask who you are. Then how could he even know that this is ‘you’ if you don’t even 
have your name in your profile?” 


“That’s what makes it even spookier,” Peter says desperately. “I have no idea how he could’ ve 
even found me, unless Instagram suggested my profile to him for some reason, or-- Oh ... Mark 
and Daisy, the other two interns at R&D... they tagged me in a selfie the three of us took last 
week. Maybe he knows them and saw it on their profile?” 


“Aah. There you have it, mystery solved,” Tony states matter of factly. “He probably sent that 
request because he thinks he knows you from somewhere. No big deal.” To prevent Peter from 
getting worked up about it even more, Tony then asks about his day and what he was working on. 


Thirty minutes later, Tony arrives at the penthouse, finding his son sprawled out on the couch with 
his phone. Even though he loves to have Harley around, Tony can’t help being upset about his 
earlier behavior. Thanks to Peter, he now knows how much some kids appreciate their chance to 
get a decent education at a good college and how hard they work to make sure they don’t waste it. 


“T thought you were going to Miami?” Tony asks in a somewhat provocative voice, sitting down on 
the other side of the couch. 


Without taking his eyes off his phone, Harley says, “I changed my mind. Happy told me Morgan’s 
gonna be here for the weekend, so I thought I’d stay and spend some time with her.” Then, Harley 
finally puts his phone away. “Also, I was thinking about what you said, and... I want to offer you a 
deal.” 


Tony raises his brows. “A deal? ” 


Harley nods. “Yeah. Let’s say, if I make myself ‘useful’ until May and if I promise to do 
everything in my power to go back to college next fall, then you’ll let me travel with my friends 
during the summer. And I get to live here for as long as I want.” 


“Does this mean you’re going to start working at the firm tomorrow?” 


“Actually, I have a better idea,” Harley says, smirking confidently when Tony narrows his eyes to 
slits. “I’m gonna do charity for the Stark Industries Childcare Foundation. I already--” 


“No.” 
“What?” 


“No,” Tony repeats. “Don’t take me as an idiot, Harley. Just because I don’t do Social Media 
doesn’t mean that I have no idea how PR works. You can work for the Stark Industries Childcare 
Foundation in your free time, and only if you promise that you’re not just doing it to try and make 
yourself look good.” 


“Wow, that’s pretty... selfish of you, you know?” Harley snarls. “I happen to have a lot of 
followers who don’t care about you or your company, and who only follow me because they like 
me. So if I posted about working for your charity, it’d get free publicity and more donations. I 
could actually charge you a few thousand bucks for a post, you know that?” 


“Yeah, because that’s what charity is all about,” Tony scoffs, shaking his head in disbelief. He 
loves his son with every inch of his heart, but he can’t help thinking he might have spoiled him too 
much. Which... means that it’s not Harley’s fault, is it? Tony hasn’t exactly been living a modest 
life either, and who should be Harley’s role model, if not him? 


Sighing, Tony decides to make an effort. “Okay. How about this: You come to work with me 
tomorrow and Friday. If you're giving your best, then you only have to work Tuesday till Thursday 
for the next couple of months. On Monday and Friday, you’ll either do your charity work or study. 
Deal?” 


Harley thinks about it for a few moments before he sighs deeply. “Fine. What about the summer, 
though?” 


“No promises. I mean, it’s not like I can prevent you from going on vacation, but if you want my 
money for it, you gotta work hard until then. All right?” 


“Yeah, yeah,” Harley says dismissively, grabbing the remote to turn on the TV. 


Although the atmosphere is still somewhat tense at dinner, they’re warming up to one another once 
Harley asks how Morgan and Pepper are doing, and wants to know what major projects Stark 
Industries is working on right now. 


After discussing a new special VR system the firm has in development, Harley asks with marked 
casualty, “So, I heard you personally hired a new intern for R&D?” 


The grip Tony has on his glass of wine tightens. “I hire a lot of interns throughout the year.” 


“Well, yeah, but Quentin said you hired him personally. Like, without the usual application 
process.” 


The way Harley is grinning makes Tony’s stomach churn. He knows. Peter was right... “All right, 
let’s cut to the chase,” Tony growls, barely able to keep the anger out of his voice. “Why don’t you 
ask me what you really want to know?” 


“Hey, no need to get all mad,” Harley says, brows furled together in confusion. “I’m just asking 
you because Quentin said you’re working with him a lot. And since Quentin doesn't know, I was 
hoping you might be able to tell me.” 


“Tell you what?” 
“Whether he’s gay or not.” 


Wait, what? Tony needs a few seconds to comprehend what Harley just asked him. Does this mean 
he didn’t see them after all? “Wait, when... where do you even know Peter from?” 


“T saw him down in the lobby after Happy had dropped me off.” 


Tony almost sighs a breath of relief. “Oh... Um, but... Why would you-- I mean, why do you want 
to know if Peter’s gay?” 


What Harley says next pulls the rug out from Tony’s feet. “Because he’s cute, duh. I would like to 
get to know him better, if you know what I mean.” There’s a smirk playing on Harley’s lips that 
leaves little to nothing to imagination. 


Oh god... please no... Tony’s mouth feels dry, so he swallows a few times before he says, “He... is 
gay, actually, but he, um, has a boyfriend.” 


Harley widens his eyes a little. “Are you sure?” 
“Yes. Absolutely,” Tony clears his throat. “And he’s very happy, from what I’ve heard.” 


Harley shrugs his shoulders. “Well, I don’t see how that’s my problem. Actually, we’ll find out just 
how ‘happy’ he is once I’m sliding into his DMs, since I’m pretty sure I’m hotter than his 
boyfriend. Not to mention richer.” Laughing, Harley throws his head back. 


Tony shudders. Sliding into his DMs? What in the world is that supposed to mean? “Harley... You 
shouldn’t-- I mean, whenever Peter talks about the guy he’s seeing, his eyes are shining. Besides, I 
don’t want you pining after my interns. It would only create unnecessary drama.” 


Harley rolls his eyes. “I’m not pining after anyone. I just think he’s cute, that’s all. Also, it’s his 

problem if he ends up ditching his oh-so-beloved boyfriend for the chance of hooking up with a 
good-looking rich guy. Deep down, they’re all the same. Something you should know yourself, 

judging by your countless affairs before you married Pepper.” Winking, Harley gets up from the 
table, throwing his napkin onto his empty plate. “Good night.” 


Tony keeps on sitting there for a few more minutes, speechless. This is bad. This is really bad. 
Should he tell Peter about Harley’s intentions? However, only a second later, Tony already rejects 
the idea. He doesn’t want to betray Harley’s trust, and he doesn’t want to freak Peter out either. 
Tony cares about him a Jot, even more so than Peter knows... 


If they ever want to turn their fling into something more serious, they will have to tell Tony’s 
children eventually. And then, it would be extremely awkward for everyone involved if Peter knew 
that Harley thought of him as ‘cute’ when he first saw him. Which, to be fair, is... pretty 
reasonable. Peter is a very cute kid. Also, in contrast to Tony, Harley actually is Peter’s age. 
Really, this should only be awkward as hell for Tony, not for Harley. 


As he’s putting the plates away, Tony reassures himself not to mention anything about this to 
anyone. Ever. Sometime next week he’lI talk to Peter about them, and if it turns out that Peter feels 
the same way about Tony as Tony does about him, he will suggest telling Harley. Once his son 
finds out that Tony and Peter are dating, Harley’s interest in Peter will fade as quickly as it came. 


Tony’s sure of that. 


When Harley flings himself onto his bed, he immediately checks his phone. To his displeasure, 
Peter still hasn’t accepted his follow request. Maybe he hasn’t been online yet... which is pretty 
likely, considering Peter doesn’t seem to be very active on the platform. He only has about 150 
followers and 52 posts... 


Finding Peter’s Instagram account wasn’t nearly as hard as Harley had feared. A Google search for 
‘peter parker stark industries’ quickly led him to a tweet on Peter’s public Twitter account, which 
has the same name as Peter’s Instagram profile. In the tweet, Peter was freaking out over landing 
an internship at SI. Then, from some of his older tweets, Harley found out a few more things about 
the boy, like the fact that Peter used to work at a coffee shop until January; that he’s a sophomore 
at ESU, and that he used to run a YouTube channel with his friend ‘Ned Leeds’, called ‘Lords of 
the Stones’. 


Since Harley still can’t look at Peter’s Instagram profile, he decides to watch some of his four- 
year-old Lego unboxing and science experiments videos instead. The videos only have about a 
hundred views each, and, judging by the bad quality, Harley assumes they were using cheap 
camera equipment. The comments and rating functions are turned off, indicating that Peter and his 
friend didn’t want to risk anyone making fun of them. Harley can’t really blame them-- the videos 
are pretty cringeworthy. 


And yet, the longer Harley watches the videos the wider his grin becomes. Peter might be 
awkward, but he’s also fucking adorable. In fact, Peter is so adorkable that the idea that he has a 
boyfriend is absurd. Though on the other hand, Harley assumes that his boyfriend might be just as 
shy and nerdy as Peter is. They probably haven’t even been dating for long, and most likely aren’t 
even that serious... 


The thought that Peter could still be a virgin made Harley’s cock twitch. Even though he has never 
dated - or even fucked - outside of his league before, he knows he needs to have Peter... needs to 
have him moaning underneath him, begging to get touched, crying out Harley’s name as he's 


fucked into oblivion... 


Shit. With a groan, Harley pauses the video and unzips his fly, reaching inside his pants to wrap his 
fingers around his throbbing erection. He doesn’t remember when - or if - he’s ever been so 
infatuated with a guy before that he has only briefly seen once, but there’s a sweetness and 
innocence radiating from Peter’s puppy eyes that leaves Harley hungry for more. 


On the next day, Harley drags his ass out of bed at 7:30 a.m. and joins his father in the kitchen for 
breakfast. “Getting up so early should be forbidden,” he yawns, looking at his notifications. Peter 
still hasn’t accepted his follow request... goddammit. Should he just send him a DM anyways? 


“Don’t act like you never went to high school,” Tony snorts, taking a sip of his coffee while 
flipping through the business section of the New York Times. 


“Well, in Boston it only took me about ten minutes to get from the sorority house to my classes, so 
I barely ever got up before nine.” 


"Yet another reason why a few months of work won't hurt you even one bit," Tony says dryly. 


A little more than an hour later Harley and Tony are in the firm, taking the elevator up to the 
twentieth floor. "Why can't I work in R&D?" Harley complains. "You know I like Bruce, but I'd 
rather work with Quentin. I mean, he’s the one I used to hang out with whenever you brought me to 
work, but had to attend a meeting or something." 


"Yeah, sure," Tony snorts, voice dripping with sarcasm. "I told you, I don't want you to be... all 
weird around Peter or any of the other interns down there. You are here to work, not to flirt." 


Cursing himself for mentioning Peter to his father in the first place, Harley begrudgingly accepts 
his fate. Bruce works in a very interesting department, and since he’s known the man ever since he 
was a young boy, he assumes that it could be worse. And yet, Harley eagerly awaits his lunch 
break, not even bothering to grab something to eat. Instead, he goes down to R&D, glad to find 
Quentin in his office. 


“Harley,” the man’s lips twitch into a wary smile when Harley sits down in the chair opposite of 
Quentin’s desk. “I didn’t think you’d be back so soon... Are you working here now?” It’s clear that 
Quentin tried to crack a joke, so he frowns when Harley nods. 


“As it turns out, Iam,” Harley sighs heavily, leaning back. “I wasn’t completely honest with you 
yesterday. I wasn’t just home for a few days. I’m... actually taking a break from college 
altogether.” 


“Why are you taking a break?” 


Harley hesitates; should he tell Quentin the truth? After all, he’s been a family friend for about 
seven years now, but... no. He didn’t tell Bruce the truth either. “Because I don’t really get along 
with some of my professors, not to mention the students. I just felt like taking a few months off and 
focusing on my influencer career. Unfortunately, dad disagrees with me, so he kinda forced me to 
work here now.” 


“T see,” Quentin says, folding his arms in front of his chest. “Who are you working with?” 


“Doctor Banner. I mean, he’s like... an uncle to me, but you’re my friend. I'd rather work down 
here with you.” 


Quentin hums. “If you want, I could talk to Tony and try to convince him that we need some 


additional help with a project.” 


Harley is barely able to contain from grinning smugly. “Really?” he asks, trying to sound surprised. 
“You’d do that for me? Aw, that’s really nice of you. That would be really great. Just tell him that 
you found out I'm working here now and that you could use my help. But... I don’t want him to 
think I asked you to do this.” 


“No worries.” Quentin flashes him a bittersweet smile. “I won’t mention that we spoke.” 


Beaming, Harley gets up. “Sweet. Now, I think I’m gonna grab something to eat. Thanks a lot, 
and... have a nice day.” 


He’s almost at the door when Quentin asks, “Have you figured it out yet?” 
“Have I figured what out?” Harley turns to look at Quentin, brows pinched together in confusion. 
“If Peter’s the guy you hooked up with last summer.” 


Oh. Harley can feel heat flashing up his neck. When he asked Quentin a few questions about Peter 
yesterday, including his sexuality, the man got a little suspicious and started asking why Harley 
was so interested. Not wanting to reveal his infatuation in case Peter wasn’t into guys, Harley 
claimed that he had seen him swiftly in the lobby and was wondering whether he was the boy 
Harley had hooked up with at a party in summer. 


“Oh, um, no. I mean, yes, dad told me he’s gay and all, but he’s not the boy I hooked up with. 
Thank god. That would’ ve been awkward, considering we’re both working here now, wouldn’t it?” 
Harley let out a fake laugh. “Well, I gotta get going. Bye.” 


But instead of leaving the department straight away, Harley casually strolls by the office Peter’s 
supposed to work in. Without shame, he sticks his head in, cursing inwardly when Peter’s desk is 
once again empty. “Hey, you,” he addresses the young co-worker working at the desk opposite of 
Peter’s. “Where’s the intern? Peter Parker?” 


“And you are?” the guy responds in a dragging voice, eyes narrowing suspiciously. 


“Harley Keener,” Harley snarls, squaring his shoulders. “And you better answer me if you don’t 
want me to report you for snapping at your boss’s son.” 


The guy turns white. “O-Oh, um, I’m sorry, Mr. Keener. I didn’t-- Um, Peter only works Monday, 
as well as Tuesday and Wednesday afternoon. Can I take a message for him or... can I help you, 
maybe?” 


Dammit. Without another word, Harley spins around and leaves the office. Admittedly, he 
shouldn’t have expected Peter to be working here every day, considering he was a sophomore in 
college. Seems like he will have to wait until next week. For a split second Harley considers 
hacking into the staff database to look up Peter’s contact data, but that seems a little extreme. After 
all, he already sent him a follow request, and he’s still Tony’s son, meaning that Peter might know 
very well who Harley is. Therefore, casually jogging by his apartment or dorm would be a little 
suspicious. 


No, he’s gonna do this the right way. Maybe it’s good that Peter hasn’t accepted his follow request 
just yet. If Peter really thinks he’s happy with his boyfriend, Harley should be careful and not 
outright hit on him. It might be a lot better if they meet each other at work, maybe have a casual 
lunch or two, and then invite him to a party Harley’s gonna throw in the penthouse. Considering 
how shy Peter seems, a few sips of alcohol will surely help him loosen up... 


With an excited grin, Harley opens Instagram and cancels his follow request. 


Let the hunt games begin. 


Chapter End Notes 
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After talking about their feelings, Tony and Peter make a momentous decision. 


Chapter Notes 


Many kudos to my dear beta Gypsywoman13 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Peter is in an extraordinarily good mood when he arrives at work on Monday. He had a great 
weekend, there’s no exams coming up, and — most importantly — he’ Il finally see Tony again. The 
past two months have been nothing less than incredible, and Peter’s so incredibly happy that it 
occasionally scares him. It’s just... sometimes, all of what’s been happening with Tony seems too 
good to be true... Almost like a dream that Peter’s doomed to wake up from one day. After all, the 
story of how they met couldn't be more Hollywood-style. 


They like to joke that it has to be fate that made Tony’s car break down right in front of a small, 
run-down coffee shop on 21st street in Queens during a stormy January evening. Due to the snow 
storm, Tony failed to catch a taxi, dooming him to wait for the towing service. Since it was 
freezing cold outside, Tony eventually decided to grab a cup of coffee and warm up. 


Peter, who was working the late shift that evening, almost fainted on the spot when one of the most 
famous CEOs in the world walked up to the counter to order a caffé latte. Peter was so agitated that 
he somehow managed to spill the coffee all over Tony’s jacket and pants when he served it to him. 


Up to this day, Peter still blushes in shame when he remembers the nervous breakdown he suffered 
after it had happened, sebbing-and-apologizing over and over again. In fact, Peter was so panicky 
about burning a celebrity and ruining his expensive clothes that Tony ended up having to comfort 
him. Despite Tony’s nice behavior, Peter spent the whole night crying, thinking he’d most likely 
get fired the next day and lose his apartment. But Tony didn't file a complaint. Instead, he came 
back to the shop a day later, asking whether Peter was feeling better already. Tony later admitted 
that he’d become infatuated with Peter the second he saw him, and that he - despite their age 
difference - couldn’t bear the thought of never seeing him again. 


So, they ended up sharing a coffee during Peter’s break. Tony was deeply impressed when he 
found out that Peter was studying Biochemics and Biophysics at ESU. After talking for half an 
hour, he ended up offering him a job at Stark Industries. Peter started at the firm the following 
week, and even though Tony desperately tried to resist the temptation, he asked Peter out to dinner 
only two days later. 


And then, one thing quickly led to another. The following morning, Peter found himself waking up 
in Tony’s bed, embarrassed, yet overly excited and happy. Even though he tried to hide the fact 
that he’d never had sex before, Tony saw through it right away, making sure to be extraordinarily 
careful and gentle. 


Smiling like an idiot at the memory of their first night, Peter arrives at the antechamber to Tony’s 
office. “Morning, Miss Romanoff,” he says cheerfully, placing a small Tupperware box on her 
desk. 


“Morning, Pete.” Smiling, she points at the box. “What’s that?” 


“My aunt made me some muffins, but there’s so many left that I thought I’d bring you some as 
well. You did say chocolate muffins are your guilty pleasure, right?” 


“Aww,” she coos affectionately. “That’s so sweet of you, but you shouldn’t—” 
“No buts,” Peter grins, walking towards Tony’s office door. “Enjoy.” 


After knocking, he enters the office. Tony’s beaming at him from his desk, and as soon as he 
stands up, Peter closes the door and runs up to him. Not caring how corny it is, he jumps into 
Tony’s arms, flinging his arms around him. “I missed you.” 


“J missed you too, baby,” Tony sighs and leans forward to kiss him, almost desperately licking into 
his mouth. Now that Peter’s thinking of it, they’ ve never spent four days without seeing each other. 
Even when it’s that kind of weekend, they usually try to spend either the night from Thursday to 
Friday together, or the night from Sunday to Monday. Or both. 


Peter can feel his cock twitching as Tony carries him over to his desk and puts him down. The man 
leaves a trail of kisses on Peter’s mouth and cheek, his teeth grazing his jawline— 


"Tony," Peter gasps, jerking his hips forward. "S-Stop, please." 


Grinning smugly, Tony grabs Peter’s chin, squeezing gently. "Stop? Are you sure?" he grins wider, 
teasingly rubbing their clothed erections together. 


No. "Y-Yes," Peter chokes out, whimpering feebly when Tony carefully bites down on his bottom 
lip and sucks it into his own mouth. 


The ringing of Tony's office phone snaps the engineer out of the moment. For a second, he furrows 
his brows in confusion, as though he only just remembered where they are, but then he curses and 
pulls away. He leans around Peter to answer the phone, which causes their crotches to press 
together even more firmly. 


Peter’s needy gasp is drowned out by Tony barking into the receiver, “Yes? Oh... yes, sure... 
When? ... Mhm. Yes, okay. Thanks. Bye.” With a sigh, Tony hangs up, muttering, ‘Such a 
buzzkill’ under his breath. Finally, he looks at Peter, cupping his left cheek. “I’m receiving Justin 
Hammer in fifteen minutes. I’m afraid we have to postpone this.” 


“All right,” Peter mumbles, blushing. “Actually, I haven’t even been down in the office yet. And... 
after what happened last time...” Voice trailing off, he anxiously glances at Tony. Even though 
they texted during the weekend, they avoided the topic. “Is Harley still home?” 


Nodding, Tony takes a step back. “Yup. He’ll be here until the summer, at least. He agreed to 
work at the firm from Tuesday to Thursday. In return, I promised he can stay in the penthouse.” 


Peter’s face falls. “Oh. Um. Does that mean we— I mean, when are we going to... hang out again?” 


Tony doesn’t look at him as he awkwardly shifts from one foot to the other. “Actually... I wanted 
to talk to you about that and... um, us. How about you come up here once you’re done with work, 
and then we—” 


“O-Oh god,” Peter whispers, heart clenching. His chest tightens as panic starts to build up inside of 
him, and his mouth feels dry. “D-Do you want to br— stop seeing me?” Actually, the words 
prickling on his tongue were “break up with me’, but since they aren’t even officially dating it 
would’ ve felt wrong to call it that. 


“What? No, of course not,” Tony says, vehemently shaking his head. His pupils dilate when he 
glances up, noticing the tears forming in Peter’s eyes. “No, baby... oh my god, no.” Lips curling 
into a soft smile, Tony caresses Peter’s cheek. “Trust me, that would be the last thing I want.” 


Barely daring to gain hope, Peter swallows thickly. His voice is still raspy when he says, “Why do 
you want to talk about us, then?” 


Tony hesitates. “Well, I- all right, let’s do it now. The past two months were amazing, and you’ ve 
made me happier than I could’ ve ever imagined. Aw, please don’t cry, my precious boy.” He 
makes a pause to wipe away a tear that escaped Peter’s right eye. “As I said, you made me very 
happy, and although I really enjoyed what we’ ve had, with Harley being back, I don’t think we can 
continue like this.” 


Peter has never been more confused in his life. The longer Tony speaks, the more it actually 
sounds like a break-up. “S-So you... want to take a break?” That’s hardly better than a break-up... 


Once again, Tony shakes his head. “No, baby, I want- Okay, remember when you asked me what 
this... ‘thing’ between us was? And that I said that there’s no need to label anything? That we 
should just enjoy what we had without stressing out about it?” 


“Yes, but— Wait, do you want to... label it now?” 


Tony chuckles softly. “What I want, is you. But I’m not sure if you feel the same way. I mean, I 
know you want me right now, but... I’m talking about what you want in the long run. So, if you 
think that you won’t get tired of me in the next couple of months, then I think we should tell our 
families about us.” 


It takes Peter’s overwhelmed brain a few seconds to process what Tony suggested. “You want to 
tell our families? That we’re... fucking?” 


“No, sunshine. I want to tell them that we’re dating,” Tony smiles. “I really, really like you, Pete, 
and while I don’t think we should go public - at least not yet - I want to share our happiness with 
our families. Then, we could finally stop hiding from them and stop worrying they might find out. 
So, what do you say?” 


“W-What do I say?” Peter can’t believe it. “Tony, this is more that I could’ ve ever hoped for. The 
fact that you want to tell your children about me— Are you sure about this?” 


“T’ve never been more sure about anything in my life.” With an affectionate smile, Tony places a 
quick kiss on Peter’s nose. “You only need to say yes.” 


“Y-Yes, oh my god, yes.” Feeling jittery, Peter flings his arms around Tony, pulling him in for an 
embrace. Even though he’s unbelievably happy, he’s already nervous about Harley’s reaction. And 
May’s. Will she be supportive of Peter going out with a world-famous billionaire more than twice 
his age? 


But before he can wreck his brains about it too much, Tony has leaned down for a kiss, wiping all 
disconcerting thoughts off Peter’s mind. 


Tony radiates with joy the whole day. He barely even pays attention during his appointment with 
Justin Hammer, since his mind travels back to Peter every other minute. The look on his poor 
baby’s face when he thought Tony was breaking up with him... and how it turned into a beaming 
smile when Tony told him that he wanted to make it official... 


And yet, when the clock turns five, Tony’s starting to get nervous. Since he figures it would be 
better to tell Harley as soon as possible, he decided to invite Peter to come to the penthouse with 
him right after work. The risk of Peter and Harley meeting in the office tomorrow is too high. Tony 
really wants to spare his son the embarrassment of maybe hitting on the person who might become 
his stepfather one day. 


Stepfather... For a second, Tony cringes at the thought. The prospect of Peter becoming Harley’s 
stepfather is so... absurd. Not because Tony couldn’t imagine marrying Peter one day (beeause-he 
coutd}, but because Peter is one year younger than Harley. 


Peter’s age was the main reason why Tony was discouraged from taking the cute, clumsy barista 
home with him the night they met. Even though the idea of fucking him as compensation for his 
burned skin was extremely tempting, Tony tried to act responsibly and let the poor boy be. Only to 
lay awake all night, haunted by Peter’s soft curls and his innocent doe eyes swimming in tears of 
shame and panic. So, he returned to the coffee shop the next day, where his sexual interest quickly 
turned into more when Tony realized how smart and grown-up Peter was for his age. Especially 
compared to Harley... 


Shuddering, Tony packs his briefcase and takes the elevator down to the garage. Since he drove to 
work by himself today, he climbs into his Tesla and waits for Peter. 


“Sorry, Mr. Beck held me back,” Peter sighs when he joins him ten minutes later. “I swear, he’s 
starting to catch on, because he asked me why I was late and where I always sneak off to during the 
day.” 


“Well... once our families know, it won’t matter so much anymore what anyone else thinks. 
However, I still think it would be better to keep it from them for as long as possible. Not because I 
want to hide you,” Tony quickly adds, glancing at Peter from the side, “but because I’m your boss. 
I don’t want anyone talking shit about you.” 


Peter chuckles softly. “It’s okay. I don’t want them to know either. I’ve had people making fun of 
me and talking shit behind my back for half of my life.” 


Tony’s heart clenches at this. Peter is the most precious human being he’s ever met. It’s 
unthinkable that there are people out there who don’t appreciate him for who he is. 


A few minutes into the ride, Peter brings up Harley. “So, um... I checked Harley’s account, by the 
way. He doesn’t follow any of the other interns, so I asked them today whether they knew him. 
They said they didn’t, which makes me really curious why he sent me that follow request, only to 
cancel it a day later.” 


“He cancelled it?” Tony asked casually, shifting in his seat. 


“Yeah. It’s weird, isn’t it? Do you think I can ask him how he found my profile? Once he knows 
about us, I mean?” 


Tony cringes inwardly. “Does it really matter?” 


“Well... no, but Instagram, Facebook, and all these other companies can be pretty scary. Like, on 


Saturday, I was randomly talking to my friend Michelle about climbing boots, and a day later, I got 
ads about climbing boots. And it can’t be because of website cookies or active backend scripts, 
because we weren’t even googling or looking for them online. We were just talking about it.” 


Tony comes to stand at a red light. When Peter stays silent, Tony turns towards him with a soft 
grin. “And what does that have to do with Harley?” 


“Oh,” Peter says, blushing adorably. “Um, I mean, we don’t know what data our phones actually 
gather and record. Maybe my profile was suggested to him based on our location or something. Or 
my phone listened to us talking about him, just like it seemed to be doing when I was talking to 
Michelle about the boots.” 


Tony amusedly shakes his head. “Don’t puzzle your pretty head over this, baby. It’s probably a 
coincidence.” [f only it was... 


Fifteen minutes later, they arrive at the penthouse. In the elevator, Tony tells Peter that he wants to 
talk to Harley in private first. “Once I’ve told him, Ill open the door and let you in, okay?” 


“Okay,” Peter says, voice trembling. He makes a jittery motion with his hands. “Shit, I’m so 
nervous. What if he doesn’t like me? What if he thinks I’m... too young for you?” 


That would be the least of their problems... “Vm sure he’ 1 like you,” Tony says, forcing his lips 
into a smile. “I mean, it’s impossible not to fall in love with— I-I mean...” worst choice of words 
ever. “It’s impossible for someone not to like you. But, um... yeah, he might be wary because of 
your age, but I’m sure it won't—” 


Tony almost chokes on his tongue when the doors slide open, making them come face to face with 
none other than Harley himself. He’s standing right in front of the elevator, nose buried in his 
phone. When he looks up, his eyes almost pop out of its sockets. “Huh? ” 


There’s an awkward silence, and when neither of them moves, the doors start closing again. Quick- 
thinking, Peter stretches out his hand to stop them, swallowing thickly before stuttering out a 
nervous, “H-Hi.” 


Tony’s heart skips a beat when Harley fixes his eyes on Peter, a somewhat smug smile playing on 
his lips. “Hi there.” And then, it gets even worse when Harley looks at Tony and says, “Is this 
supposed to be an early birthday present?” 


Panicking, Tony steps forward. “Can we talk in private for a sec? Inside?” 


Harley furrows his brows. “Actually, I just wanted to go down and grab a pizza. After all, you 
didn’t tell me you’d be bringing home a snack.” He laughs at his own joke, but to Tony’s relief, 
Peter doesn’t seem to catch on, judging by his puzzled expression. 


“You can do that later. Come on.” With one last nervous glance at Peter, Tony gently grabs Harley 
around the arm and pulls him towards the apartment door. Once inside, he closes the door and 
breathes a sigh of relief. 


“Why are you so mysterious?” Harley asks challengingly, crossing his arms in front of his chest. 
“And... What's the deal with him?” 


Tony takes a few deep breaths. He can’t remember the last time he’s been so nervous. “Look, 
Harley... I need to tell you something. Um. I haven’t been completely honest with you. I mean, you 
showed up out of nowhere last Wednesday, and... I had to make up my mind about this first, but, 
um...” Just spit it out. “I started seeing someone new.” 


Harley’s face lights up. “Really? That’s great. Congrats. Am I going to meet him soon?” 


Pearls of sweat have started building on Tony’s forehead. His heart is beating so rapidly, he can 
feel it in his throat. “Actually... um... You just met him.” 


For a few seconds, nobody says a word, but then Harley’s eyes widen as realization dawns. “Wait, 
what do you— What? Are you trying to tell me that you’re—” Tony flinches when Harley lets out a 
barking laugh.“ Shit, you almost got me there. Very funny. Admit it, you brought him so you won’t 
feel so bad for forcing me to eat dinner with you and your new guy. Oh god, please don’t tell me 
this is gonna be some sort of... creepy double date.” 


“No... nononono, Harley, I’m—” 


But his son doesn’t listen. With an annoyed eye roll, he leans around Tony and yanks the door 
open. “Sorry about my old man,” Harley says loudly, beckoning Peter over. “Come in!” 


“Um... okay, thanks,” Peter says, smiling shyly as he steps into the penthouse. 


Not knowing what else to do, Tony jumps forward, snaking his arm around Peter’s waist as he 
flashes Harley an intent and serious look. “Peter, I want you to officially meet my son, Harley. 
Harley, this is Peter... My new boyfriend.” 
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‘This is Peter... My new boyfriend.’ 


Harley heard what his father said, but it doesn’t register in his brain. Not really. Just like earlier, he 
thinks that Tony is messing with him, joking, or even pranking him... He had to be, right? 


“T already told you that I’m not falling for that,” Harley snorts, eyes flickering to his father’s arm 
wrapped around Peter’s small waist. Suddenly, he feels anger bubbling up inside him. “So Pd 
appreciate it if you cut the bullshit and tell me who you’re actually dating.” 


Harley’s face falls when Peter gasps, turning his unusually pretty head to glance at Tony with 
wide, confused puppy eyes. 


“T know this is a little... unexpected, but I’m not messing with you,” Tony says calmly. “Peter and 
I met nine weeks ago when my car broke down in front of the coffee shop he used to work at. 
We... started chatting, and when I discovered how smart he is, I offered him a job at Stark 
Industries. We really had a connection, and... well, we were attracted to each other, so we started 
hanging out. I didn’t tell you sooner because Peter and I hadn’t yet talked about how serious we 
want this to be, but as it turns out, we’ ve both developed feelings and want to continue seeing each 
other.” 


“No... no, this is...” Shaking his head in disbelief, Harley steps back. He feels oddly dizzy all of a 
sudden. “This is... This is sick. He’s what, 20?” Only then, Harley remembers the flirty jokes he 
cracked earlier and... Oh god. Yesterday, he basically told his father that he would try to pinch his 
fucking boyfriend. Sick to his stomach, Harley desperately tries to hold back the tears of anger, 
shame and disappointment forming in his eyes. “You... fucking disgust me. Both of you. " 


With that, Harley turns on his heels and flees into his room, haunted by his father's outraged 
expression and Peter’s shocked gasp. He's barely banged the door shut when the first tears escape 
his eyes. Why didn’t his father tell him sooner? And why in the world did he have to bring Peter 
here? It almost seems like Tony’s trying to embarrass him and rub it under his nose that he’s dating 
the boy Harley wants wanted. He made him look like a fucking fool. 


Growling furiously, Harley kicks the bed frame. This is so fucking ridiculous. Peter is a college 
sophomore who looks like a high schooler, thanks to his baby face. Tony and Peter don’t look like 
a couple... Not at all. They look like father and son. And what would they even talk to each other 
about? The only thing Tony cares to talk about these days are robots, cars, wine, and hedge funds. 


Shuddering, Harley catches himself thinking that Tony and Peter might be doing less talking and 
more fu-- 


Oh god. Ew. 


Shaking his head in a desperate attempt to get the images out of his head, Harley tries to focus on 
the positive thing. They won’t be together for long, because soon enough Peter will show his true 
colors. Harley doesn’t doubt for a second that Peter is just dating Tony for his money, but that his 
naive, desperately needy, and lonely father is too blind to see through it. Or he just doesn’t care. 
But why? Peter isn't even that cute. In fact, he's pretty average. An average, hella awkward boy 
Harley was only ‘interested’ in because it would've been fun to deflower an unpopular loser like 


him... Right? 


But thanks to his big mouth, Tony now thinks that Harley actually wants Peter; maybe he even 
thinks that he has a crush on him. Heat flashes up to the nape of Harley’s neck when he wonders if 
Tony told Peter about it. They could be laughing about him right now, thinking he’s jealous or 
something. 


With an angry growl, Harley turns and marches to the door, but then he ceases. He can’t go out 
there. Not now. If Tony hasn’t told Peter yet, then Harley would only make everything worse. So, 
he tries to stay calm and lies down on his couch, scrolling through pointless Instagram posts 
without even seeing them. After ten minutes, there’s a knock on his door. Although Harley ignores 
it, the door opens a few seconds later, revealing Tony’s anxious face. 


“We’re ordering pizza. That’s what you said you wanted, right? Wanna join us?” 
“T’d rather jump out the window,” Harley growls. 


Tony sighs heavily. “Please don’t be like that. I know this must’ve been a shock, but... I want you 
two to get along. Please, Harley. Peter is great... I’m sure you’ll like him once you’ ve gotten to 
know him properly.” He flashes Harley a meaningful look that makes him want to vomit. 


“Did you tell him?” he snaps at his father, who looks like he knows exactly what Harley’s referring 
to. 


“Of course not,” Tony says softly. “I didn’t want—” 


“Good. Because I don’t— I mean, I actually lied to you, you know? I already knew you and him 
were screwing around.” 


Tony’s mouth drops open. “What? How would you—” 


“People talk,” Harley lies snootily, getting a brilliant idea. “You have no idea how many rumors 
are going around in the firm already. I didn’t want to believe any of it, but I also didn’t want to 
outright ask you. So I decided to claim that I thought of Peter as cute. But instead of telling your 
only son the truth, you umm/’d and err’d as though you couldn’t wait for me to embarrass myself.” 


Tony stares at Harley in shock. “That’s not true, Harley, and you know it. I’d never want you to 
embarrass yourself.” 


“Then how come you didn’t say anything when we met at the elevator? You just stood there and 
watched me ‘flirting’ with your ‘boyfriend’. Imagine how awful this would’ ve been if I had been 
serious about it.” 


“T did try to stop you, that’s why I pulled you inside,” Tony says, sighing again. “And I already 
explained why I didn’t tell you right away. I didn’t know if Peter felt the same way as I did. ’'m 
very sorry, Harley, but I swear, I didn’t tell him anything about this. Gosh, I even... I even tried to 
find excuses as to why you sent him a follow request.” 


So Peter did ignore his request on purpose... Trying to stay calm, Harley glares at his father. “I 
only sent him a request because his profile is private. I wanted to check if he’d posted any photos 
of you two. But then I realized how unlikely that was and cancelled the request. Interesting to hear 
that you two don’t seem to have anything better to do than talking about me, though. But get this 
into your head — I’m not interested in him. In fact, he’s quite ugly and way below my standards. 
Everything I said to you, I only said to get you to tell me the truth.” 


Tony shakes his head in disbelief. “I already told you how sorry I am for not telling you sooner, 
but there’s nothing I can do about it anymore. There’s no need for you to be all hostile and try to 
hurt me by insulting Peter. I hope you can find it in yourself to give him a chance. I mean, if you 
never even thought of him as cute in the first place, then I don’t see why you can’t just join us for 
dinner.” 


Harley can feel heat flashing up to his cheeks again. “Maybe I don’t want to join you because ’m 
afraid ’m gonna throw up on my plate at the sight of my father making a fool of himself.” 


“What’s that supposed to mean?” Tony hisses, eyes sparkling with anger. 


“You don’t actually believe he’s into you, do you? I mean, I know some magazines still call you 
‘hot’ or ‘good-looking’ for someone in his forties, but come on. You’re one of the smartest, not to 
mention, richest men alive. Peter wouldn’t be the first person whoring himself out to a sugar daddy 
in exchange for some fancy presents.” 


Harley knows he’s gone too far when Tony steps into the room, banging the door shut behind him. 
“That’s enough,” he yells, shaking with anger. “I won’t tolerate you calling him a— You have no 
right, Harley. I don’t know what’s gotten into you, but I know your mom and I didn’t raise you to 
be disrespectful and insulting. I want you to apologize. Now.” 


“Fine,” Harley spits, jumping up from the couch. “I’m sorry for calling him a whore. But I won’t 
apologize for thinking that he’s using you. I don’t trust him one bit, and I have no idea why you 
would. But you know what? I don’t care if he screws you over. I just hope you don’t consider 
introducing him to Morgan. You know how attached she gets to people, so it would be a shame if 
she started liking him, only to never see him again when you finally stopped thinking with your 
dick.” 


With that, Harley rushes into his bathroom, closing the door behind him loudly. 


Peter’s sitting on the sofa in the lounge, anxiously waiting for Tony to come back. At first, 
everything had been silent, but then he heard a door falling shut and Tony yelling something 
unintelligible. The idea that he could be fighting with his son because of him, is giving Peter 
nausea. Eventually, he can hear footsteps coming from the corridor. Tony’s face is distorted in 
anger, and he looks somewhat paler than usual. 


Peter swallows thickly. “Everything okay?” 


“Sure. Have you made up your mind on what pizza you want?” Failing to keep the bitterness out of 
his voice, Tony picks up the flyer from the coffee table and sits down next to Peter. 


“Tony... Please don’t patronize me. I want you to be honest. He still thinks of us as disgusting, 
doesn’t he?” 


With a sigh, Tony throws the flyer back onto the table. “Seems like it. But I’m sure he’ll come 
around once he sees that we’re happy. I mean... that’s the only thing that matters, right?” 


“No,” Peter says quietly. “Your children are important, and their opinions do matter. I don’t want 
you to fight with them just because they don’t like me.” 


When Tony looks at him, affection glistens in his eyes. “You’re so goddamn precious, you know 
that?” With a smile, he puts his arm around Peter and pulls him close. “You are right, Pete. Of 
course it matters what they think, but Harley— He hasn’t even spoken to you yet. Right now, he’s 
just... hurt that I didn’t tell him sooner. And yes, he's also... a little taken aback by our age 
difference, just like you predicted. I love my children with all my heart and I respect their opinion, 
but Harley’s criticism was neither constructive, nor in any way justified. Once he gets to know you, 
I’m sure he’ll like you, though. And Morgan hasn’t even met you yet. But ’'m not worried about 
her, she’s a literal sweetheart and one of the most outgoing five-year-olds in the world. She’ll love 


” 


you. 


Peter feels a little better when Tony places a tender kiss on his temple. Harley reacting so harshly 
was a shock, and the worst part is that Peter wouldn’t even blame Tony if he broke up with him 
because his son didn’t approve of their relationship. On the other hand, Tony’s right... Harley 
hasn’t even spoken to Peter yet. He needs to give him a chance, at least. 


Thing is, the way Harley was looking at him when they stepped out of the elevator (not to mention 
the jokes he cracked)... it was weird. However, when Peter mentioned it to Tony, he claimed that 
he didn’t notice anything odd. He brushed it off by claiming that Harley always made lame jokes 
nobody understood and promised Peter he’d ask him about it. 


“Have you, uh, asked Harley why he was acting so strange earlier?” Peter thinks he sees a muscle 
in Tony’s face twitching when he turns his head to look at the older man. 


“T did. He said he already knew that we have something going on, so he tried to draw us out by 
making a somewhat dirty joke.” 


A dirty joke? “What do you— Oh no.” Peter buries his face in shame when he remembers the exact 
wording of Harley’s 'jokes'. Did he really refer to him as a snack? Only then Peter realizes— “W- 
Wait, but... how would he know that we have something going on?” 


“He claimed that people in the firm are talking.” When Peter looks at Tony in horror, the man 
quickly adds, “I don’t think they know anything, though. You know how fast people start rumors... 
God, I can’t even tell you how many people kept on thinking that Natasha and I were a thing, even 
after I had come out as gay, and even after she had got together with Bruce.” For a few moments, 
Peter’s still too shocked to speak. Only when Tony reassuringly brushes over his hair, saying, 
“Don’t worry about it, baby. I’m sure it’s not as bad as you think,” he snaps out of it. 


“‘A-Are you sure he’s telling the truth, though? It really didn’t seem like he knew about us when 
we met at the elevator.” 


“He said it was all part of his act. So, um, yeah, I do believe he’s telling the truth. He even said that 
those rumors were the reason why he tried to follow you on Instagram. And like you said, how else 


would he know about you, if not because people were talking about us?” 


Even though Tony didn't look Peter in the eyes when he said it, Peter relaxes a little bit. It does 
make sense... to a certain extent, at least. 


They eventually decide to call the delivery service and order their pizza. Since Tony’s such a 
popular client, the pizza arrives not even fifteen minutes later, so they go over to the dining table 
and sit down. 


They are halfway through their meal when Harley struts into the large open-plan kitchen. Gulping, 
Peter quickly tries to wipe a dangling cheese string off his mouth, but Harley doesn’t pay any 
attention to him when he looks at the table, snorting angrily. “You ordered without telling me?” 


“T did tell you, but you said you didn’t want any,” Tony says sharply, taking another bite. 


“Eh, I didn’t. What I said was that I’d rather jump out the window than eat with you, not that I 
didn’t want to eat anything at all. Great, I’m starving. Thanks a lot.” 


“Y-You can have s-some of my slices if you want,” Peter offers, blushing when he stutters. Can’t 
he be fucking chill for once? 


Mouth wrinkling in disgust, Harley glances at Peter’s pizza. “I’d rather starve than eat even one 
slice of pineapple pizza.” 


“Harley!” Tony drops his slice, glaring at his son. “Stop acting like an ungrateful brat, or PIl-” 


“Don’t take everything so seriously. Jeez.” Rolling his eyes, Harley leans over the table to grab one 
of Peter’s pizza slices and picks off the pineapple. With a disgusted expression, he drops the fruit 
onto the cardboard box and turns to go, not bothering to look at Peter or even thank him for the 
slice. 


“Don’t,” Peter mumbles when Tony gets up from his chair, as though intending to go after him. 
“Tt’s fine. He was joking. Even we have bantered about pineapple pizza before, remember?” 


Tony huffs. ““That’s different. He still disrespectful to you, so -” 


“Can we please just eat?” Peter sighs. Truth is, how Harley just acted towards him does hurt. But 
Peter doesn’t want Tony to fight with Harley again. All he wants is peace and harmony. 


Therefore, Peter considers going home after dinner, but Tony persuades him to stay. “We've never 
spent so many nights apart since we met. Why don’t we watch a movie and cuddle a little?” Tony 
leans down to kiss Peter, but Peter quickly turns his head, causing Tony to kiss his cheek instead. 


“Do you actually think that’s a good idea with Harley being here?” 


“Well, I’m not gonna ask him to sleep in our bedroom,” Tony snorts, shaking his head. “Besides, 
you are my boyfriend, and this is my apartment. It’s not Harley’s business whether you sleep here 
or not.” 


Feeling a little more confident, Peter mumbles a sheepish ‘Okay’ before allowing Tony to lead him 
to the master bedroom. As soon as they’ ve closed the door behind them, Peter feels like a burden is 
lifted from his shoulders. Now, he doesn’t have to be anxious anymore about Harley walking in on 
them cuddling or kissing. 


Since neither of them feels comfortable laying down in bed with their clothes on, they undress 


before snuggling up under the blankets. Peter rests his head on Tony’s chest, smiling happily when 
the man wraps his arm around him. He will never get tired of how secure Tony makes him feel. 


They settle on watching an action movie, but Peter stops paying attention when after only a few 
minutes, Tony starts caressing Peter’s back. The light touch of his fingertips leaves a pleasant 
ticklish feeling on his skin that makes his cock hard embarrassingly fast, and before Peter knows it, 
he’s whimpering quietly, desperately trying to hold back from rutting against Tony’s thigh. 


“Ts there anything you want, sweetheart?” Tony asks after a few minutes, sounding extremely 
smug. He knows that Peter’s back is one of his many weak spots. 


Instead of answering, Peter presses himself against Tony’s leg after all, smearing pre-cum all over 
his thigh. “Please.” 


“Please what? Tell me what you want, boy.” 


Tony sounds so authoritative, it sends a rush of arousal through Peter’s body. “Please... P-Please 
touch me. I... I need you.” 


With a growl, Tony rolls on top of Peter, wrapping his hand around Peter’s cock to give it a few 
teasing strokes. “Have you touched yourself the last couple of nights?” Blushing, Peter nods, 
bucking his hips up. Grinning, Tony withdraws his hand. “Have you been thinking about me when 
you touched yourself, baby?” 


“Y-Yes. I did.” 
“What did you imagine I was doing to you?” 


Peter bites down on his bottom lip; on the one hand, he’s still way too insecure for dirty talk, but 
on the other hand, he loves the humiliation that comes with it. “I... imagined that you were... f- 
fucking me. And I- oh god.” Peter gasps when Tony moves a finger over his rim, gently 
massaging his muscle. 


Chuckling, Tony leans forward to nibble at Peter’s neck, slowly kissing his way down to his 
shoulder. “What else did you imagine?" he breathes against Peter’s skin. "Tell me, or I'll stop 
asking and use your body the way J want.” 


Not knowing what would be bad about that, Peter let out an embarrassingly needy moan, only to 
cry out when Tony softly bit into his shoulder and started sucking. He loves how dominant Tony 
can get, and he’s so desperate to get fucked at this point that all of his worries are wiped off his 
mind, allowing him to focus on nothing but the extremely hot guy lying on top of him. 


Hours later, Peter wakes up from his sex-induced sleep, feeling extremely thirsty. A glance at his 
phone tells him that it’s only a few minutes after midnight, so he decides to get some water. 
Yawning, he fumbles for his boxers and drags his ass out of bed. J-A.R.V.I.S. — the smart home 
system Tony developed — automatically turns on the night light as he walks, allowing him to get to 
the kitchen without bumping into anything. 


In the kitchen, Peter takes a fresh glass out of the cupboard and fills it with some filtered water 
from the sink. He’s barely taken a sip when— 


“You have no fucking shame, do you?” 


Flinching, Peter spins around, almost choking on his water when he sees Harley leaning against the 
fridge with crossed arms, eyes narrowed to slits. 
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After a straight talk with Peter, Harley confides in Quentin. 
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Peter’s gaping at Harley with wide eyes, looking like a deer caught in headlights — startled, 
frightened and unmoving. After his father and Peter had locked themselves into Tony’s bedroom, 
Harley thought it was safe enough to leave his room and head outside to get his pizza. Trying not 
to think about what Peter and Tony might be doing in his father’s bed, he then watched TV until he 
eventually fell asleep on the sofa... only to be woken up by J.A.R.V.LS. activating the night lights 
and Peter waddling into the kitchen. Unable to resist following him, Harley had silently admired 
Peter’s peachy butt for a few seconds before he decided to make his present felt. 


Peter coughs a few times since he choked on his water, giving Harley time to admire the fine 
outlines of a small bulge in the boy’s wide boxers and take in every inch of his dimly lit, naked 
torso. Peter’s body is small and delicate for sure, but also there’s noticeably some very fine 
muscles on his chest, as though he recently started working out. 


“E-Excuse me?” Peter coughs, turning around to place the glass on the counter, hand shaking. Only 
then, Harley notices something that looks like a love bite on the boy’s shoulder. Without warning, 
a blinding rage of jealousy overcomes him, making him curl his hands into fists. This isn’t right. 
His father shouldn’t be the one to mark Peter. #-sheutd-be-Hin- 


“T said you have no fucking shame,” Harley growls, standing with his legs apart, shoulders 
squared. “Flouncing around in a luxurious penthouse like you own the place, in nothing more than 
your underwear and a disgusting hickey on your shoulder, as if emphasizing how much of a whore 
you are.” 


Peter’s hazelnut colored eyes widen before he winces a little, making him look like a beaten pup. 
“T-’'m not... Y-You don’t even know me, so how can you—” 


“Please,” Harley snorts, trying to sound as scornful as possible. “You are literally selling your 
fucking ass to a rich guy old enough to be your father. If that ain’t the prime example of 
prostitution, I don’t know what is. Dad might be too blinded by your fake innocence and affection 
to see through it, but you can’t fool me.” Harley steps closer, almost smirking smugly when Peter 
protectively crosses his arms in front of his naked chest. “I know a gold digger when I see one.” 


Even though the boy doesn’t shrink back, he’s clearly intimidated by Harley being quite a bit taller 
and buffer than him. “L-Look, I...” Peter’s voice is raspy, so he clears his throat and tries again. 
“I’m not saying we have to be... friends or something, but I swear to you that I’m not a... a gold 


digger or... a w-whore. Your dad approached me. I would’ ve never— If you want the truth, I have 
no idea why he’s even into me in the first place, but I’m not using him. I... I really like him, and... 
he loves you, so I really hope that we can... get along. Please.” 


Peter looks so desperate and sincere that Harley almost feels bad for a second. As he’s staring 
down at him, he’s overcome with a strong urge to wrap his arms around Peter’s small frame and 
pull him close... an urge to gently tilt his head up and kiss those delicate— 


Shit. 


Angry with himself, Harley shakes his head to try and clear his mind. “You can’t expect me to 
stand by and watch some promiscuous child destroy everything my father and grandfather built. 
My family means everything to me... I won’t let you hurt them.” Voice turning into a growl, he 
adds, “Rest assured that if I find the tiniest bit of evidence that you’re trying to get your dirty hands 
on my father’s money, [ll bring you down.” 


With that, Harley spins on his heels and walks to his room. Fuming, he bangs his door shut, not 
bothering if it woke up Tony two rooms ahead. Screw them. 


Come next morning, Harley feels like he got hit by a bus. It took him ages to fall asleep, but when 
he finally did, he dreamed of a half-naked Peter covered in dozens of love bites, laughing at 
Harley's outraged expression while dancing under hundreds of dollar bills Tony let rain down on 
him. 


For a moment, Harley considers telling his father that he's too sick to go to work, but he has a 
feeling that Tony won't tolerate it. Especially not after Harley's behavior yesterday... Frustrated 
and sullen, Harley opens Instagram and records a few stories, telling his followers that he had a 
‘rough night' and that there was ‘a lot of shit going on' he'd love to tell them about but can’t. 


Fifteen minutes later, he walks into the kitchen. He finds Peter sitting on one of the stools at the 
kitchen counter, looking as miserable and tired as Harley feels. "Morning," Peter mumbles, eyes 
flicking to Harley for a quick second before looking back at his empty plate. 


It attracts Tony's attention, who's standing at the stove making omelettes. "Morning, son," he says, 
but it sounds stiff and cold. Does this mean the little snitch told Tony about their encounter last 
night? 


Trying to make an effort, Harley says, "Morning. Do you, um, need help with anything?" 


Tony turns to gape at him, looking like he couldn't believe Harley just offered his help. 
Admittedly, Harley usually never helps with anything, but seeing Peter sitting lazily at the counter 
and waiting to be served, made him think that offering his help could make Tony realize that 
Peter’s nothing more than a spoiled brat. 


"Wow, that's... very considerate of you, but I'm good, thanks." Tony's mouth curls into a fatherly 
smile, making Harley think that Peter didn't tell him anything after all. Good... "Take a seat. Want 
an omelette?" 


"Sure. Thanks, dad." Making sure to leave a seat between Peter and him, Harley sits down. 
"So, um... Did you sleep well?" Tony asks after a few quiet moments. 
Deciding to mess with him, Harley says, "Not really. The walls are thinner than you think." 


From the corner of his eye, he can see Peter look at him, but Harley keeps his attention on his 


father. Blushing, the man clears his throat. “Um... I’m pretty sure the both of us were asleep at like 
10 p.m. already, so I don’t know what you think you- I mean... um...” 


Hm. The hickey on Peter’s shoulder was no doubt fresh, so it seems like those two couldn’t wait to 
get their hands on each other as soon as they were in Tony’s room... If all of this wasn’t so 
disgusting, it would be somewhat cute. 


“Relax, I’m just kidding.” Snorting, Harley takes a look at his phone to see how many of his 
followers have watched his story already. 


During breakfast, he doesn’t pay a lot of attention to either Peter or his father. Tony desperately 
tries to make some sort of small talk, but is met with mostly one word answers from the both of 
them. Eventually, he asks Peter, “Something wrong, baby? You’re oddly quiet today.” 


Baby ... Harley wants to vomit. 


“*s fine,” Peter mumbles. “Just tired.” 

After breakfast, they go back to their rooms to brush their teeth and get ready. Ten minutes later, 
Harley walks back into the living room, surprised to see Happy waiting by the entrance door. Last 
week, it was Tony who drove them to work every day. “Morning, Happy. Are you here to pick us 
up?” 


“T’m here to pick you up,” Happy corrects, lips curling into a bright smile when he shifts his gaze a 
little to the right. “Morning, Pete.” 


Wait, what? Where is— 
“Morning, Mr. Happy.” 


Harley feels a rush of anger taking a hold of him when he turns around, noticing Peter behind him. 
With a weak smile, the boy walks past him, approaching Happy. Only when the man asks Peter 
how he’s doing, Harley realizes— Happy knows Peter. And not only that, he actually seems to like 
him, judging by his big ass smile. 


Fuming, Harley decides to interrupt their little chit-chat. “Didn’t you say you’re here to pick me 
up? If you don’t mind, I'd like to leave. Now.” 


Happy’s smile turns a little stiff. “Sure, kid.” 


With one last derogatory look at Peter, Harley stalks past him and leaves the penthouse. Once 
Happy is steering the car out of the garage, Harley asks him why Tony isn’t driving him today. 
“Does he have an early appointment outside of the office or something?” 


“Not that I know of. I figure he asked me to drive you because he’s dropping Peter off at ESU. He 
does that sometimes.” 


Remembering that the guy at work mentioned that Peter only worked mornings on Mondays, 
Harley gravely says, “I see... When did dad tell you? That they’re fucking, that is?” 


“He didn’t tell me, I found out. As head of security, I tend to see things others don’t. I asked Tony 
about it a month ago, I think? He said it wasn’t anything serious between them, but since he told 
you now, I guess that’s changed.” 


Harley snorts disdainfully. “You don’t honestly think Peter’s sincere, though, do you? Sorry, but I 


think he’s shady. You of all people should be wary of him.” 


“Tony’s love life isn’t my business, Harley,” Happy says softly. “As his friend, yes, I was a little 
wary about it at first, but Peter’s a very sweet kid. From what I know, he never asked Tony for 
money or anything, and he’s always friendly. Tony told me he’s happy, and that’s all that matters 
to me.” 


Seeing no sense in trying to convince Happy otherwise, Harley quietly shakes his head. It’s not that 
he doesn’t want his father to be happy... he just knows that Peter isn’t right for him. And he’s 
gonna find a way to prove it. 


Therefore, the first thing Harley does when he arrives at the office is illegally access the employee 
database to look up Peter’s personal information. He snorts when he finds out that Peter lives in a 
very shady neighborhood in Queens and in an apartment complex that looks pretty run-down on 
Google Maps. So much for claiming not to be a gold digger... 


Harley wants to cry when he sees that Peter is born in August, making hima year and four months 
younger than Harley. The general public would surely be outraged if they found out that Tony 
Stark is dating a nineteen year old teenager, not to mention... what Pepper and Tony’s friends 
would say. Unless they’ ve been brainwashed like Happy, they will undoubtedly share Harley’s 
concerns about Peter using Tony. 


At 10 a.m., Harley’s morning brightens when Quentin pays him a visit in the office. Bruce doesn’t 
mind Harley taking a break, so they go and fetch a coffee from the vending machine. 


“Good news," Quentin grins. "You can start working at R&D next week.” His brows narrow into a 
frown when Harley almost chokes on his coffee. 


“You spoke to my dad already?” 
“Um... yeah. I thought that’s what we agreed on?" 


Harley curses quietly. He really doesn't want to have to look at Peter’s pretty stupid face more than 
he has to. “I know, but... shit. Something happened yesterday that makes me want to be as far 
away from your intern as possible.” 


Frowning deeper, Quentin tilts his head. “Peter? But... you weren’t even here yesterday, were 
you?” 


“No. He was in our apartment, though.” 


“What?” Quentin sounds even more confused now. “Why would— Did you hook up with him after 
all?” 


Is he imagining it or have Quentin’s eyes darkened a little? Face distorted in disgust, Harley shakes 
his head. “Good god, no. Dad did.” 


The silence that follows is deafening. "Tony... and Peter?" Quentin mumbles flabbergasted after a 
while. "That's a joke, right?" 


"I wish," Harley says darkly. "I couldn't believe it either, but it’s true. And it’s not a one time thing. 
They’ re dating." 


A dark shadow casts over Beck's face, his eyes sparkling oddly, when he shakes his head. "This 
is... you can’t be serious. What is he thinking? Peter is nineteen! This could ruin the firm!" 


It does warm Harley’s heart to see how much Quentin cares about Tony. Even though his father is 
friends with Quentin, he often complains about the man being self-absorbed and oversensitive. But 
as it seems, Tony did him wrong. Quentin genuinely cares about him and the future of the firm. 


In a few words, Harley tells Quentin everything that he knows. “So, yeah, my father is making a 
complete fool of himself, and there’s nothing I can do about it,” he concludes with a sigh. 


They’ ve both finished their coffee at this point, so they walk to the trash can to dispose of the cups. 
“T guess now I know why Peter spends so much time in your father’s office,” Quentin snorts, 
sounding somewhat bitter. 


“And why he hired him in the first place,” Harley adds. “I bet he’s pretty dumb and useless.” 


At this, Quentin shakes his head. “Actually, Peter is outstandingly smart. You’d be surprised to 
find out what he knows and what he can do. He’s always nice to everyone, does everything you tell 
him to do without questioning, and on top of that, he’s extremely modest. He’s... almost too 
perfect, if you know what I mean.” 


“You mean that there’s gotta be something wrong with him?” 


Quentin shrugs his shoulders. “I don’t know him that well. However, what I do know is that he has 
financial worries and little to no friends. For Tony’s and the firm’s sake, I really hope that you are 
wrong about Peter using him, but... yeah. I find your concerns very reasonable, and I think Tony 
should appreciate you worrying about him. After all, you are his son and only want what's best for 
him." 


Quentin's words are music to Harley's ears. "At least you get it. I just don't know what to do... Dad 
won't listen to me, no matter what I say. The only hope I have is that he tells Pepper and his friends 
soon. Maybe they'll be able to knock some sense into him." 


"Yeah... let's hope he'll tell them before his feelings get even stronger," Quentin says, lips curling 
into a soft smile. "Thank you for telling me, Harley, but in case you only told me in the hopes that I 
would tell anyone else, I’m afraid I can’t help you." 


"Huh? What do you mean?" 


"Well... let’s say that if rumors spread inside the firm, Tony might be inclined to dump Peter or 
make a public statement — and as a result, tell his friends — rather soon. So, I figured you might 
have told me in the hopes that I would spread these rumors for you. I won’t judge you if that’s the 
case. I know you’d only mean well.” 


Harley frowns. That’s actually not a bad idea, but... even though he already claimed that people 
have been gossiping in the firm, being the one to spread these rumors — or ask Quentin to do it — 
would be too risky. “No, that’s not why I told you. For now, Happy and I are the only ones who 
officially know... so, if news got out about it, dad might assume it was me.” 


“Good,” Quentin says, smiling somewhat stiffly. “I mean, don’t get me wrong... ’'d love to help 
you out, but I don’t want to interfere in Tony’s private affairs. Too bad I’m hetero and Peter’s boss, 
though, otherwise I would be able to help you figure how serious Peter is about all of this.” 


When Quentin winks at Harley, he frowns again. “Huh? What do you mean?” 


“Well, if I were gay and his workmate, I’d offer to flirt with him and see if he catches the bait.” 
Throwing his head back, Quentin lets out a barking laugh. Although Harley joins into his laughter, 
he can’t help thinking that Quentin is a genius. In fact, he’s just given him another great idea... 


It’s after six when Peter visits Tony in his office. Almost everyone else has left already, including 
Miss Romanoff. Which is good, because now that Peter knows that people have already been 
gossiping about them, he figures it’s better to keep his distance from Tony at work for now. “Hey.” 


“Hi, baby. How was your day?” 


Peter shrugs his shoulders. “Class with Dr. Connor was fun like always, and work was okay too. 
Mr. Beck still has me working on the AR glasses. I mean, Quentin. He asked me to call him by his 
first name today.” 


“Really?” Tony stands up to stuff some documents into his briefcase. “That’s great. He thinks very 
highly of you, you know?” He flashes Peter a proud smile, but then averts his gaze. “Speaking of... 
Quentin and Harley have always got along really well and, um, Quentin just so happens to need an 
additional member for one of his teams, so... I agreed to let Harley transfer down to R&D next 
week.” 


Peter gulps. Just great. “Oh... o-okay.” 


Tony glances at Peter awkwardly. “Look, I know you two had a rough start, but Quentin already 
knew Harley was working here. I couldn’t have said no without giving him a proper reason as to 
why not. I doubt Harley and you will see each other a lot, but even if you do... think of it as a 
chance to get to know each other better. You just need to give him a few days to get over the 
shock.” 


Once again, Peter considers telling Tony that his son called him a gold digger and a whore last 
night, but then he decides against it. It would only make Tony upset and create more conflict 
between father and son. “Sure.” 


Sighing, Tony comes around the table and pulls Peter into his arms. “Don’t be so sulky, baby. I 
promise everything will be alright. Now, how about we go and grab something to eat? We could 
go to Joe’s again? Or do you want to order in and snuggle up on the couch?” 


“T, um, think it would be better if I slept in my apartment tonight,” Peter mumbles, easing out of 
Tony’s embrace. “As you said, we need to give Harley a few days to get over the shock, and... how 
is he supposed to do that if I’m around all the time?” 


“Alright,” Tony pouts, leaning down to sneak a quick kiss. “But can | at least take you out to 
dinner? We could make it our tradition to go to Joe's every Tuesday or Wednesday. Then, we'll 
make sure we see each other outside the firm at least once during the workweek, no matter how 
stressful things are.” 


Peter shudders when he can hear Harley’s snarling voice taunting him in his head. ‘J know a gold 
digger when I see one’. Has Peter ever actually paid for anything when he was out with Tony? 
Problem is, Peter can barely afford paying for himself — let alone for Tony and himself. At least 
not in the exquisit places Tony likes to dine in... But he can surely afford to pay for the next pizza 
or Chinese take-away, right? 


“Okay... but next time we order in, I’m going to pay. Deal?” 
Even though Tony looks surprised, he chuckles softly. “Whatever you want, baby.” 


Smiling, Peter pulls Tony down for another kiss. Maybe Harley’s criticism was good for 
something after all. It can’t hurt to give back a little (at least, whatever he can afford), and then, 
Harley will hopefully realize that Peter doesn’t teve like Tony for his money. 


As it turns out, Harley might come around earlier than Peter and Tony have dared to hope. The 
next afternoon, Peter has barely sat down on his workstation when he hears someone clearing their 
throat behind him. Expecting one of his colleagues, Peter lifts his head and turns around, only to 


gasp. 
“Hi. How’s it going?” Harley asks, offering a somewhat sheepish smile. 


Harley was the last person Peter expected, let alone seeing him smile at him. “I... G-Good, um... 
M-May I help you with something?” 


“Actually... no. I just wanted to talk to you for a sec.” Harley glances around nervously before 
lowering his voice. “How about we grab a coffee down the hall?” 


Completely taken aback by Harley’s mysterious, yet oddly friendly behavior, Peter can feel 
himself nodding. What can it hurt? They keep quiet on their way to the vending machine, but once 
they’re both holding cups, Harley closes the door to the office kitchen and clears his throat again. 


“Look... I feel a little... guilty about what I said to you on Monday,” he mumbles, looking down at 
his feet. “I know I shouldn’t have— Thing is, I don’t know you, so it really isn’t my right to judge 
you... you know?” Harley lifts his head, nervously biting down on his bottom lip. “It’s just... I 
tend to get really protective of my family. I know it’s wrong, though, and I want to apologize. From 
the bottom of my heart, I am really sorry for calling you bad names. I hope you can forgive me.” 


Peter can barely believe his ears. Did Tony ask Harley to apologize or does he actually mean it? 
“T... Um, s-sure. It’s okay, I know you didn’t— Um, I mean... I get that you’re wary and stuff, but 
there’s no need for it. As I said, I really like your dad for who he is, and he makes me so happy that 
[—’ 


“Great,” Harley interrupts, the corners of his mouth going down a little. Peter silently scolds 
himself; just because Harley is sorry, doesn’t mean he wants to hear any details about their 
relationship. “So, can we start over?” 


Eyes crinkling kindly, Harley extends his hand. Despite still being a little wary, Peter takes it, lips 
twitching into a relieved smile. “I’d love to. Thanks for apologizing. I really appreciate it.” 


Harley nods absentmindedly. “Thank you for accepting it.” Peter shifts a bit when Harley continues 
to hold onto his hand, staring at him with wide, somewhat dreamy eyes. 


Very carefully, the teen eventually tries to pull it out of the other boy’s tight grip. “S-Sure.” 


Once he’s successfully freed his hand, Harley blinks a few times, as though he's coming to his 
senses. Letting out an awkward laugh, he lifts his hand to rub the back of his head. “Great. Thanks. 
Um. Actually, I’m throwing a party on Friday and I was wondering if you wanted to come? It 
could be a perfect opportunity to get to know each other a little better without dad being there 
and... make everything awkward, you know?” 


When Harley laughs again, a shiver runs down Peter’s spine. He hates parties. But he can’t really 
say no, can he? He’d feel ungrateful if he did, and it would also make him look like a loser on top 
of that. After all, a blind person could see that Peter’s way less confident than Harley, and if he 
wants to get along with him, he should make an effort and at least give it a try. If it sucks, he can 
always leave. 


“That’s very, um, nice of you. I’d love to come. Thank you.” 


At this, the corners of Harley’s mouth curl into a somewhat sly-looking smile. “Perfect.” 
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“Told you,” Tony says, his cheerful voice indicating that he’s smiling brightly. “I know Harley can 
be a little... difficult, but deep down he’s a very friendly and good kid. I’m so happy you want to 
give him a chance to make up for his rude behavior the other night.” 


“Of course I do,” Peter says, coming to a stop before his old apartment complex. Even though he 
moved out a few weeks before the start of sophomore year, May still insists on cooking him dinner 
at least twice a week. Peter is very grateful for it — he misses his aunt more than he admits. 
Wedging the phone between his shoulder and ear, he fiddles his old key out of his pocket and 
unlocks the heavy entrance door. “I’m just nervous about the party. I don’t think I’ve ever told 
you, but I don’t like going to parties.” 


Tony chuckles. “Aw, I’m sure you’ ll be fine, baby. Just a head’s up, though, some of Harley’s 
friends are... well, they are nice and all, but some are kinda snobby and bratty.” So, just like 
Harley, then... “I'm sure you'll have fun, though. If not, call me and I'll come to the rescue, 
okay?” 


“T will, thanks,” Peter smiles, knowing that calling Tony to pick him up is the last thing he’ Il do. 
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“But let’s see if ’'m even still alive tomorrow. I just arrived at May’s. 
“So, you’ ve made up your mind about telling her?” 


Peter shudders. “Yes. Now that we know that people in the firm are talking, I don’t want to wait 
any longer. I just hope I'll have the balls to actually do it.” Sighing, Peter walks up to the old 
elevator, pressing the button to call it down. “I’m really scared of her reaction.” 


“T guess this is a bad idea, but... do you want me to come over and help you through it?” 


“No, thank you, Tony, but I don’t want to overwhelm her. It’s going to be alright. Um, should I 
come over after college tomorrow?” 


“Td love to,” Tony says. “Should I send Happy to pick you up?” 


Taking advantage of the fact that Tony can’t see him, Peter rolls his eyes, chuckling, “Thank you, 
but I told you already that taking the subway is neither dangerous, nor rocket science.” 


Tony mumbles something unintelligible before sheepishly wishing Peter a nice evening and good 


luck. 


A few minutes later, Peter briefly knocks at May’s apartment door before unlocking it himself, 
finding his aunt bustling around in the kitchen. After giving her a kiss on the cheek, Peter 
immediately offers to help, glad that she — in contrast to Tony — actually lets him help. Although he 
doesn’t mind Tony spoiling him, it does make him feel a little useless sometimes. 


All through dinner, Peter tries to avoid telling May about Tony. Instead, he talks about college and 
work, even more than usual. However, once he helps her with the dishes, he feels like he can’t play 
for time any longer. 


“Oh, and... Something else happened this week that, um... was quite something,” he says, heart 
pounding so rapidly he’s convinced May can hear it. 


“Ah... Are you finally gonna tell me what his name is?” May grins, causing Peter to almost drop 
the plate he’s cleaning. 


“What? W-What do you- What are you talking about?” 


“Oh, honey.” Chuckling, May shakes her head. “You’ve been so busy and dreamy for the past 
couple of weeks that I’d have had to be blind to not notice what’s up. I just didn’t ask because I 
figured you’d tell me once you’ re ready.” 


Peter doesn’t know what to say; he feels awful for giving May the feeling that he was hiding 
something from her, but since this is exactly what he’s been doing, he figures he deserves it. “May, 
I’m... I’m really sorry for not telling you sooner, but... I didn’t want to tell you in case it didn’t 
work out and, um...” 


“Don’t worry about it,” May says softly, turning off the faucet and drying her hands with the dish 
towel. “While I admit that I was very tempted to ask you, you’ ve seemed so happy recently that I 
didn’t want to be the lame guardian and pressure you into talking about it. So, who is he? Is he 
from college? It is a ‘he’, isn’t 1t?” 


Peter nods. He came out when he was sixteen, but until now, he’s never had anyone he could’ ve 

told May about, let alone introduce her to. In fact, he never even had a fucking date before Tony. 
“He um... He works at Stark Industries.” A second later, Peter cringes inwardly. Perfect answer, 
Peter. Just perfect. God, he’s such a human disaster... 


“That’s great! Is he an intern as well?” 
“N-Not quite. He’s... a little older than me.” 
May raises her brows. “What’s alittle?” 


Peter thinks he’s about to collapse, so he shifts from one foot to the other. “Well, you, um... D-Do 
you remember when I told you about the day I spilled coffee over T-Tony Stark?” 


“Of course I remember,” May says, narrowing her eyes to slits. “But what does he have to do 
with—” 


“T-It’s him,” Peter blurts out, wishing to evaporate into thin air. Not wanting to give May any 
opportunity to talk, he starts rambling at the speed of light. “I know I told you that he came back 
because he felt sorry for me, and that we talked and that he offered me this job, but that’s not all — I 
mean, basically it is all, but we really I-liked each other, and he later said that he tried to resist 
asking me out because I’m so young, but he also said that he couldn’t really because he was so 


impressed by my knowledge of biomolecular hydrodynamics, so I started working there, and on the 
second day he—” 


“Hold on a second,” May interrupts, holding up her right hand as her nostrils flare. Peter doesn’t 
really mind the interruption — he’s feeling oddly dizzy because it seems he forgot to breathe. “Are 
you trying to tell me that the guy you’re dating is Tony Stark?” 


“B-Basically... yes,” Peter says, trying not to wince at the way May’s pupils dilate dangerously. 
“Tt’s why he hired me. I-I mean,” he gulps, realizing what he implied, “it’s not— Shit, this sounded 
wrong, I didn’t mean that he— I-I meant to say that he hired me because—” 


“He's attracted to you? A barely legal college student who just started working at his firm?!” To 
say that May sounded outraged would be an understatement. 


Peter looks at her pleadingly. “I know how it sounds, but it’s not like that. When he asked me out, 
he reassured me about a dozen times that there was no pressure that I said yes. And I believed him. 
But I said yes because I was blown away by him. May, he’s even greater than you can imagine, and 
I... ?m really, really happy. P-Please don’t try to talk me out of it.” When Peter’s voice breaks, 
tears start to well up in his eyes. Yes, show May how mature and grown-up you are by crying like a 
baby. Good job. 


For a few seconds, May just stares at him warily, but then she lets out a long and deep exhale. “Oh 
Peter.” She walks up to him and pulls him into a tight embrace. “The only thing I want in this world 
is for you to be happy and safe. I know you’re an adult now, but... I’m still your aunt, and I still 
love you more than anything. You can’t blame me for worrying about you.” 


“But there isn’t anything to worry about,” Peter mumbles, lowering his head to bury his face in her 
shoulder. “Tony is the kindest and most caring man I’ve ever met. He’s been nothing but good to 
me, and he... he’s very sincere about this. He even introduced me to his son on Monday.” 


“Wait, his son?” May pulls away, looking like she just remembered something. “Isn’t he... a 
teenager already?” 


Blushing, Peter averts his gaze. “A-Actually, he’s m-my age, kinda. He was very, uh, emotional 
about it at first, but now he seems to have come around.” 


They move to sit down on the couch, where Peter tells May about Tony’s and Peter’s first date, the 
two months that followed, Harley coming home unexpectedly; about their decision to tell their 
families, and about Harley’s reservations. “So, he basically thinks — or thought — that I’m just 
dating Tony for his money, which I’m not. I mean, yeah, the fact that he has money most certainly 
doesn’t disqualify him, but it’s also... a little intimidating sometimes.” 


“But this is exactly why this is such a shock to me as well,” May explains, smiling cautiously. 
“Tony Stark isn’t just older. He's one of the richest and most famous CEOs in the world. Heck, 
Mark Zuckerberg and Elon Musk are little fish compared to him when it comes to fame and 
wealth. And didn’t Stark even star in a feature film or two a few years ago? Don’t get me wrong, 
Peter — I’m not trying to say that you aren’t worthy of someone like him, but you wouldn’t be the 
first young person being taken advantage of by an older rich person. And considering Stark’s well- 
known history as a playboy... I just don’t want you to get hurt, sweetheart.” 


“Thank you, but I know that Tony isn’t using me, just like I’m not using him. It might be naive, but 
I trust him. If it doesn’t work out, so be it, but I honestly believe that he is as sincere about this as I 
am. We really want to be with each other.” 


May sighs again. “Okay. If you trust him, then I trust you. But promise me that you’ ll talk to me if 
there’s anything you need to talk about, okay? I’m always here for you, Peter.” 


“T know,” he smiles, leaning forward to embrace her again. “Thank you so much, May. Larb you.” 


Well, that went better than expected. 


Encouraged by May’s promise to support them, Peter decides to do everything in his power to 
become friends with Harley. Yet, he’s not too unhappy when Harley leaves the penthouse as soon 
as Peter comes to visit the next day, mumbling something about ‘being late already’. 


Tony only shrugs his shoulders when Peter asks him where Harley was heading to. “Probably a 
friend’s or something. He stopped telling me everything about where he was going and what he 
was doing the second he turned eighteen.” 


Peter decides that it’s better that they’re alone anyways. He’s here to spend the evening (and night) 
with Tony, after all, and just like Harley said, it’s going to be easier warming up to one another 
without Tony being present. 


While Tony’s making pasta, Peter tells him everything about May’s reaction that he feels 
comfortable to share. “She even said she’d love to get to know you one day, but I think we should 
give her a week or two to actually get over it.” 


“Sure thing,” Tony says, lifting the cooking spoon to his lips to taste the sauce. “I’m excited to 
meet her. From everything you’ ve told me, I’m getting Pepper vibes from her. Could be a good or 
bad thing,” he laughs, adding some more pepper to the sauce before asking Peter to take a seat at 
the table. 


Harley doesn’t show up for the rest of the evening. It’s 2:30 a.m. when Peter wakes up, thinking he 
heard a door falling shut loudly, but he just snuggles up to Tony and falls back asleep almost 
instantly. In the morning, Tony reminds Peter that Harley doesn’t have to work on Fridays, so he 
asks him to try and be quiet. 


Just after his last class at 3:00 p.m., Peter receives a text message from a number he doesn’t know. 
‘dad gave me ur number to send u details about tonight. 9:00 p.m., 873 7th ave, 18th floor. hope 
u'll come - harley’ 


Feeling both happy and anxious, Peter types a quick response. ‘Looking forward to it :) Thanks 
again for the invite :)' 


However, only six hours later, Peter's anxiety has gone up to eleven. Standing in front of the 
skyscraper the party is supposed to take place in, Peter considers just turning around and leaving. 
But he knows he can't. If Tony and him are supposed to have a happy future, he needs to try and 
bond with Harley. 


Taking a deep breath, Peter pushes the entrance door open. He's not surprised to see a concierge, 
who eyes him skeptically when Peter says he's here for the ‘party on the eighteenth floor’. Only 
once the man has checked if Peter’s name is on the guest list does he let him through to the 
elevator, which takes him right up to a gigantic party room with loud music and a large bar. 


The second Peter steps out of the elevator, he realizes why the concierge was eyeing him so warily. 
No matter where Peter looks, he sees girls in expensive cocktail dresses and heels, as well as young 
guys in sports coats, polo shirts and dress shoes. Whereas, Peter is wearing what he always does — a 


shirt, a sweater, jeans, and his worn-out Vans. 


He gulps when a group of people standing close to the elevator stare at him as if he was an alien, 
only to burst into giggles and say something to one another Peter can't understand due to the loud 
music. Just great. How was he supposed to know that there was a dress code? Harley didn't 
mention— 


"Peter!" Turning to the left, Peter sees Harley walking up to him, flanked by a blonde girl and a 
black-haired guy. “Glad you could make it.” Peter visibly shrinks as Harley and his two friends are 
eyeing him up and down with an odd expression. 


“H-Hi, thanks for... inviting me,” Peter mumbles, blushing deeply. He really wishes they wouldn’t 
look at him like that... Deciding that offense is the best defense, he adds, “Y-You didn’t tell me 
there was a dress code.” 


“A dress code?” Harley asks, brows pinched in confusion. “What do you mean? This is a normal— 
Oh shit. You probably haven’t been to a party like this before, have you?” He flashes his two 
friends a meaningful look before turning his attention back to Peter. “I’m really sorry. I should’ ve 
known someone from the lower class doesn’t know how to dress up for a fancy party.” 


When his friends burst out laughing, Peter wishes for the ground to open up and swallow him. Just 
when he thinks that Harley did all of that on purpose, the boy glares at his friends, snapping, 
“What’s there to laugh about?” 


Muttering an apology, they hurry away, leaving Peter alone with Harley. The young man shakes 
his head. “Sorry about that. This really is my fault. I should’ ve made sure to tell you about wearing 
appropriate clothes, considering you’re from Queens and all. Come on, let’s get you a drink.” 


Before Peter can react, Harley has put his arm around his shoulder and pulls him with him. “How 
do you know I’m from Queens?” 


“Dad mentioned it,” Harley answers quickly. “But don’t worry about the clothes, it really doesn’t 
matter. Just keep in mind that people usually dress up for upper class parties. I mean, this isn’t 
some crappy high school or college party, you know? I’m paying one hundred grand for the 
location alone.” 


For a second, Peter forgets how to function. One hundred thousand dollars? That’s more than what 
May earns in a year. “Why didn’t you just invite them to the penthouse?” 


“Because I’m expecting about two hundred guests, including some important business contacts and 
other influencers,” Harley smirks, leading Peter over to the bar. “They wouldn’t fit into our small 
apartment.” Small? Peter is lost for words when Harley guides him to one of the bar stools. “Why 
don’t you sit here and order something? I'll be with you shortly. Don’t worry about having to show 
your ID, I’m paying the staff double to give us whatever we want.” 


Winking, Harley struts away, leaving Peter by himself. He still feels dizzy. How can someone 
spend so much money of a fucking party location? This is just ridiculous. 


While waiting for Harley to come back, Peter lets his eyes roam. Is Harley actually friends with all 
of these people? Tony once told him that whenever he feels obligated to throw a party, he doesn’t 
give a fuck about most of the guests coming. He likes to say that there's only about a handful of 
people he truly cares about. Is it the same with Harley? 


As more and more people arrive at the party, the more anxious Peter feels. On top of that, the 


awful music and the loud chatter are giving him a headache, so he decides to order a Coke. The 
barkeeper raises his brows. "A Coke?” When Peter nods, he shrugs and leaves, only to come back 
with an 8 oz glass bottle, a glass, and a straw. "That's $16.99,” he says, opening the bottle with a 
loud POP. 


Peter stares at him. Seventeen dollars for a Coke?! Not only is that outrageously expensive, but 
Peter expected not having to pay anything at all after watching a bunch of other guests getting free 
cocktails a few moments earlier. “I um... I thought drinks were free,” he says sheepishly, wishing 
his cheeks wouldn’t turn so hot. 


“They’re not,” the barkeeper drawls. Only a second later, two guys address the other barkeeper, 
ordering two beers and a shot of Tequila. 


“See,” Peter says flustered when they leave without being asked to pay. 
“Those are VIP. You aren’t, so you better pay or I'll call security.” 


To his greatest embarrassment, tears start welling up in Peter’s eyes. He knows it’s childish, but he 
has about sixty dollars left for the rest of the month. Not wanting to cause any trouble ertesehis 


faceintront of Harley-_and his friends, Peter reaches for his wallet, but before he could’ ve taken out 


a bill, someone else puts a twenty on the bar. 


“Keep the change.” Spinning around in his seat, Peter comes face to face with a handsome brunette 
around his age. The guy looks sort of familiar, but Peter doesn’t know where he could possibly 
know him from. “Is this seat taken?” he asks, pointing at the stool next to Peter. 


Snapping out of it, Peter quickly shakes his head. “N-No.” Face flushing with shame, Peter pulls 
out one of his last three banknotes and holds it out to the other boy. “Here.” 


“Drink’s on me,” the brunette says, eyes crinkling kindly. 
“Thanks, but... you shouldn’t—” 

“T insist. What are you having?” 

“J-Just a Coke.” 


Instead of mocking him, the boy smiles, ordering a Coke as well. The barkeeper brings it to him, 
saying overly friendly, “Here, Mr. Osborn.” 


Osborn? “Oh my god, you’re Harry Osborn,” Peter blurts out, finally realizing why the boy looks 
so familiar. Not only has Peter seen photos of him before, he’s even briefly come across him in the 
cafeteria at ESU once. 


“T am,” Harry grins, offering Peter his hand. “And your name is?” 


Feeling excited, Peter shakes it. “Peter Parker. I studied your father’s work on genetic technologies 
and exo-suits for a college essay last year.” 


Harry’s pupils dilate a little. “Wow, that’s... pretty impressive. What are you majoring in?” 
“Biochemics and Biophysics. ’'m a sophomore at ESU.” 


“Really? I study Data Analytics and Business Computing there. I’ve never seen you around before, 
though...” 


Heat flashes up to the nape of Peter’s neck as Harry musters him with interest. Only now he 
realizes that he’s still holding onto Harry’s hand, so he quickly lets go. “Yeah, um... I tend to be 
invisible." 


“Hard to believe,” Harry mumbles vaguely before picking up his bottle. “Well, it’s nice to meet 
you, Peter Parker. Here’s to sharing commonalities — going to ESU and being friends with Harley 
Keener.” Without taking his eyes off of Peter, he takes a large sip from his Coke. 


It makes Peter slightly uncomfortable, so he turns his head to look for Harley. He spots him not too 
far away from them, wildly gesticulating while talking to some of his friends. 


“Where do you know Harley from?” 


“Hm?” Peter focuses his attention back on Harry, who looks at him expectantly. “Oh, um... We 
both work at Stark Industries.” 


“Ah, cool,” Harry says, hesitating before asking, “Sorry for being so straightforward, but are 
you... with him?” 


It’s clear what he’s referring to. “What? N-No, nonono, not at all,” Peter says, vehemently shaking 
his head. “What makes you think that?” 


Harry shrugs his shoulders. “Because he’s barely home for a week and hasn’t mentioned you yet, 
so I thought... Maybe you two like to share ‘after work drinks’, if you know what I mean.” 


Dear god. “N-No, he’s just... he’s just a workmate, really.” 


“Good to know,” Harry grins, leaning forward so that their knees touch. “To be honest, it would’ ve 
surprised me. You’re not his type, but I still had to make sure. I don’t want to be caught fishing in 
his territory, you know?” 


“What?” Peter asks dully. 


“T’m trying to tell you that I think you’re cute, dumbass,” Harry snorts, resting his left hands on 
Peter’s right thigh. “In contrast to Harley, I appreciate smart, cute boys like you.” 


When Harry leans forward, Peter’s forced out of his shocked state. He quickly puts his hand 
against Harry’s chest to stop him from coming any closer and leans back. “L-Look, I’m... really 
flattered and you’re very nice and all, but I, um, I have a boyfriend.” 


Pursing his lips in disappointment, Harry sits up straight. “Really? Aw, dang it. I mean, I can’t say 
I’m surprised, but...” Voice trailing off, the boy sighs deeply, but then, his lips curl into a 
suggestive smile. “It could be our secret.” 


A knot tightens in Peter’s chest. “A-As I said, I’m really flattered, but I’m not like that. I’m very 
sorry if I gave you a wrong impression or anything, but I’m perfectly happy with my boyfriend. ’'m 
sorry.” 


“Hey, relax, it’s fine,” Harry says, removing his hand from Peter’s leg. For a quick second, his eyes 
flicker over Peter’s shoulder before he focuses back on his face, smiling a little stiffly. 


“What are you two talking about?” comes an all too familiar voice from behind Peter. The second 
he turns around and looks right into Harley’s dark, slightly narrowed eyes, he feels an odd tingle 
running down his spine. Did he see Harry putting his hand on his thigh? 


“We um—” Peter starts, but Harry interrupts him. 
“were just flirting a little,’ Harry grins, taking another sip from his Coke. 


Shit. Panic surges through Peter as he desperately shakes his head. “He was just— I told him that I 
have a boyfriend.” 


He looks at Harry pleadingly, who exchanges a glance with Harley before shrugging his shoulders. 
“Yeah, he turned me down right away.” 


“T see,” Harley says gravely, his jaw tightening as he glares at Harry. “Can we talk for a sec?” 


And suddenly, Peter gets a sense of foreboding that makes his stomach churn. Did Harley ask 
Harry to hit on him? Just like... he might have set Peter up regarding the dress code after all? 


Lifting his hand to awkwardly scratch the back of his head, Harry nods and stands up. “Sure. Um... 
it was nice meeting you, Peter. Have a fun evening.” 


Without another look at Peter, Harley and Harry walk away, leaving the boy at the bar. Feeling 
betrayed, Peter watches them vanish somewhere in the crowd, struggling to hold back tears. This is 
bad. If what he thinks is true, then Harley is still out to get him. 


And he has no fucking idea what to do about it. 
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Fuming, Harley drags Harry across the room, away from the other guests. “How fucking useless 
are you?” he spits, glaring at his best friend. “I told you to flirt with him, not grope him and scare 
him off.” 


“T didn’t grope him,” Harry objects. “I only put my hand on his thigh because he was too dumb to 
realized I was flirting with him. And you said I should try to kiss him so you could get a pic of him 
cheating.” 


Harley wants to cry. “Yes, eventually, but not after five fucking minutes. Jesus Christ...” 
Exasperated, he shakes his head. “Did he at least seem interested in you before you scared him 
off?” 


“Not really. As I said, he was pretty clueless, and when he finally realized what I was up to, he 
immediately told me he had a boyfriend. Who is his boyfriend anyway, and why do you want Peter 
to cheat on him?” 


Knowing that he had to talk to someone other than Quentin about this eventually, Harley sighs. 
“First, you have to swear to me you won’t tell anyone.” 


“Uh... okay? I swear. But why is this such a secret?” 


“Because he’s dating my dad,” Harley mumbles, turning around so he wouldn’t have to see Harry’s 
expression. 


“What? He’s dating— No fucking way.” 


“Tt’s true. They told me on Monday, and ever since then, I’m just... I mean, what in the world does 
my dad see in him?” 


“Hm... Well, he’s kind of cute, so...” 


Clenching his fists, Harley spins around. “Kind of cute? He’s a fucking loser from Queens, who’d 
spread his legs for everyone willing enough to stick a few dollar notes up his ass.” 


“You sure? He knew who I was and seemed pretty excited about it, but all he did was letting me 


pay for his drink. That reminds me, you owe me twenty bucks.” Then, Harry’s lips turn into a 
mean grin. “Or, you know what? Keep it. Once Tony’s given all his money to his boy toy, you’re 
gonna need it more than me.” He bursts out laughing, but when Harley just bares his teeth, his 
expression quickly turns serious again. “I’m just kidding, man. Shit, ’m sorry your dad’s making a 
fool of himself. I totally get why you’re upset. Hm... Did you take a photo when I had my hand on 
his thigh?" 


"I told Gwen to record everything, but I doubt any of it is useful. I saw him leaning away from 


you. 
"What if you send your dad a still frame?" 


"And what would that prove? Peter could always say that you hit on him and that he stopped it 
right away. I needed a kiss, Harry. One that he’s responding to." 


"Okay, okay. Want me to give it another shot? Or maybe... maybe I really was too straight- 
forward. He told me he goes to ESU, so I could try to get closer to him there or something? After 
all, he could’ ve just been hesitant to take the bait because you were literally in the room with us.” 


That’s actually a good point... Yet, Harley shakes his head. “No. That ship has sailed. I don’t want 
to risk him realizing something’s up. Besides, maybe he’s only into older guys. I bet he has daddy 
issues or something... No, I think Pll move on to plan B.” 


“Which is?” Harry asks interestedly. 


“Getting him to trust me by pretending I want to be his friend. I don’t want him or dad to suspect 
me when I leak it to the public. Which is why you can't tell anyone.” 


“Ooh, that’s clever... But why do you want the public to find out?” 


Harley rolls his eyes. “Because there’s gonna be an uproar and a lot of pressure on my dad once it 
leaks. Duh.” 


“Makes sense... But if you want him to trust you, I suggest you talk to him. I have a feeling he 
might have a suspicion, judging by his expression earlier. You shouldn’t have come over.” 


“Since you messed it up so fucking badly, I had to put a stop to it before you made it even worse,” 
Harley snaps, hoping that Harry is mistaken. However, Peter already seemed pretty agitated due to 
the dress code and Harley being passive aggressive about it in front of his friends... Not to mention 
what could run through Peter’s mind if he were to realize that he’s the only one who’s charged at 
the bar — and with ridiculous prices, that is... 


Harry’s right. He needs to make sure Peter hasn’t seen through Harry’s scheming, because if he 
whines to Tony about any of these things, Harley could get into big trouble. And then, he could 
forget about his plan B altogether. 


Therefore, Harley returns to the big room with the intention of speaking to Peter. His heart drops 
when he atrives just in time to see Peter heading towards the elevator. Shit. 


“Hey,” Harley yells, trying to look relaxed as he’s jogging up to him. “There you are. Where are 
you going? I thought we were going to have a drink together?” 


Peter’s voice is hollow and somewhat shaky when he says, “I’m leaving.” Without looking at 
Harley, he presses the button to call for the elevator. 


“What? Why? The party hasn’t even really started yet,” Harley says as casually as possible. 


“You know why. I’m not that stupid,” Peter mumbles, still not looking at him. Harley curses 
inwardly when the elevator doors open with a BING. A million thoughts are running through his 
mind, and before he knows it, he’s grabbed Peter around the arm, preventing from stepping into 
the elevator. 


“Let me go,” Peter chokes out, trying to yank free of Harley’s grip. When he turns to glare at the 
taller boy, Harley can see that there are tears glistening in his eyes. 


Not knowing what else to do, Harley decides to go all out. “Only if you let me explain why I asked 
Harry to hit on you.” 


Peter ceases, his eyes widening. “Y-You admit this was a set-up?” 


“Yes,” Harley says, heart pounding. “I wanted to know if you’d take the first chance to flirt with 
another guy. It would’ve proven to me that you aren’t as serious as you claim to be. But congrats, 
you passed the test. And please don’t get me wrong — I’m glad you did because I really want to 
spare my dad the pain of getting disappointed. Believe it or not, I only want what’s best for him.” 


But Peter doesn’t believe him. “Oh yeah? Then why did you seem so angry when you spoke to 
Harry, if not because you’re disappointed that I didn’t fall for it?” 


“Because... I asked him to subtly flirt with you, not touch you or be all creepy. I told him to try and 
get your number, not more. I’m not that stupid either. I would’ ve never expected you to make out 
with him or something like that while I was standing a few yards away. I’m really sorry if he made 
you uncomfortable.” 


“But you’re not sorry you tried to set me up in the first place?” Peter frowns when Harley shakes 
his head. 


“No. I understand if you’re angry with me, but I adhere to it. And I would do it again. Just... try to 
put yourself in my shoes, Peter. What would you think if your famous and rich as fuck dad came 
home with a guy younger than yourself? Assuming he’s into men, obviously.” 


Peter blinks a few times. “I... I would think that he could be after his money.” 
“See.” Smiling softly, Harley finally lets go of Peter’s arm. 


But Peter protests. “That doesn’t mean I'd try to set this guy up or call him bad names. I'd try to 
get to know him better before I judged him.” 


“But that’s exactly what I’m trying to do. I didn’t invite you to this party just to set you up. Iwant 
to get to know you, Peter, you have to believe me. And now that I know that I can trust you, we 
can finally start over and... become friends.” 


“This is... [don’t know what to say.” Peter shakes his head in disbelief. “What if I had given 
Harry my number because he’s a nice guy who happens to go to my school? How would that have 
proven anything? Would you have told your dad that I was ‘cheating’ on him just because I was 
hoping to find a new friend? Sorry, but... that’s despicable.” 


Although Harley feels a rush of anger bubbling up inside him, he tries to stay calm. He needs to be 
careful now. “I’m not saying this plan isn’t flawed. I just...” Then, Harley has an idea. Arousing 
pity has always worked so far. “Okay, maybe it was despicable. But you don’t know what it’s like 
to be me. You don’t know what it feels like to have nobody left except your father and your 


younger half-sister. Losing my mom was really hard for me, so I’m very protective of my dad and 
Morgan.” 


What Peter says next, pulls the rug out of Harley’s feet. “And losing my mom was hard for me,” he 
says, a tear dripping from his right eye. “Just like losing my dad was. And my uncle, who raised me 
ever since I was seven years old. But I’m not using all of that as an excuse to be a dick to people.” 


Flabbergasted, Harley stares at the crying boy in front of him. Peter is an orphan? Suddenly, he 
feels really awful. “I... I didn’t know that you- I’m sorry.” 


“There’s a lot you don’t know about me,” Peter sniffles, wiping over his eyes. “Like the fact that I 
hate parties and that I have social anxiety. Or that I only have two real friends, who don’t even go 
to the same college as I do. And y-yes, my aunt and I have been struggling to pay bills ever since 
my uncle died, but that’s not the reason why I’m dating your dad. I’m dating him because he’s the 
kindest man I’ve ever met, and because he makes me feel appreciated and secure. I was so happy 
for the past few weeks... But then y-you showed up and made me feel like a f-fucking criminal.” 


Unable to stop the flood of tears from streaming down his cheeks, Peter buries his face in his 
hands, making his next words sound muffled. “B-But the worst part is that I believed you were 
sincere about being sorry and wanting to start over. It took me a lot of effort to come here... A- 
And the first thing you do is talk down to me in front of your friends and have them I-laugh at me, 
making me feel like I’m back at school where people were picking on me. And just when I thought 
that someone was genuinely nice to me, for once, it turns out that it was a set up. P-People like you 
are the reason I have trust issues, and why I usually stick to myself.” 


Harley’s mouth feels dry when he finally speaks. “I’m so sorry.” And for once, he actually means 
it. 


In fact, there’s no point denying anymore that all he wants to do is pull Peter into his arms and kiss 
his tears away. Fuck... Until now, Harley has been fueled by his anger and disappointment, making 
him feel justified in his plan to bring Peter down. But as he’s watching this poor, way-too-precious 
boy sobbing in front of him, his true feelings bubble up to the surface. Feelings Harley shouldn’t 
have. Feelings that make all of this even worse than before. But he can’t help it. 


Before he knows what he’s doing, Harley has wrapped his arms around Peter, pressing him close to 
his chest. The smaller one tenses, but doesn’t try to push Harley away. Struggling to resist leaning 
down to kiss him, Harley forces himself to stand still. However, after a few moments, something 
very unfortunate happens — he gets hard. Panicking, Harley breaks the embrace and makes sure to 
get some distance between him and Peter again. 


“Fuck, ’m-— I know this isn’t gonna undo anything, but I really didn’t meant to hurt you.” As Peter 
glances up at him with red, puffy eyes, Harley bites down on his bottom lip. No matter how guilty 
he feels, he can’t come clean. He has to continue lying. “As I said, I... I really meant what I said 
about wanting to be friends. I didn’t lie to you, and it wasn’t my intention to expose you in front of 
my friends either. I don’t know how I can make up for making you feel like shit, but if there’s 
anything I can do, other than apologize, please tell me.” 


Sniffling once more, Peter shakes his head. “It’s... ok, I guess. I just... I just need some time. If 
you’re actually serious this time, then thank you for inviting me, but I’m still going to leave.” 
Letting his eyes roam, there’s a bitterness in Peter’s voice when he adds, “I don’t belong here.” 


Harley can’t bring himself to disagree; Peter really doesn’t belong here. Moreover, it’s probably 
for the best if he left, because if Harley got drunk in front of Peter — or even worse, with him — the 
evening could turn into a real disaster. If Harley failed to contain himself and hit on Peter ter 


worse), it would not only be embarrassing as fuck, but also destroy his family. 


So, trying to sound empathetic, Harley says, “I understand. But... what if dad asks you why you 
left so early?” 


Peter shivers. “Then I’1l just tell him that my anxiety got the better of me.” 


Taking a deep breath, Harley suggests, “Or you could tell him the truth about me trying to set you 
up.” When Peter gapes at him, Harley forces his lips into a soothing smile. “It’s okay if you tell 
him. As I said, I abide by it, and I don’t want you to feel like you have to lie to him. Get home 
safely.” 


With that, Harley turns on his heels and walks back to his guests, hoping desperately that Peter 
won’t actually tell Tony. 


Tony is indeed surprised when Peter shows up in the penthouse as early as 11 p.m. “I didn’t expect 
you to be home so soon... Was it that bad?” 


“Not bad, but... scary,” Peter mumbles, resting his head on Tony’s shoulder when they snuggle up 
on the couch. While walking the few blocks to the penthouse, Peter made up his mind about not 
telling Tony the truth. Even though he’s not sure if Harley was truthful to him, he figures that he 
could still tell Tony if Harley continues to treat him like garbage. “There were just so many 
people... But I met one of Harley’s friends, Harry Osborn. We talked for a bit.” 


Tony chuckles softly. “Harry’s a nice kid. Not nearly as much of a hothead as his father. Anyone 
else you talked to?” 


“No. I felt... like an outsider, because I had no idea I was supposed to wear a button-down and 
sports coat for a party like that. But it’s okay. I don’t feel comfortable dressing up. I don’t even 
have dress shoes or a button-down, and the only sports coat I have is the one I’m wearing 
whenever you take me out to dinner. And Aunt May only bought me that because I needed it for a 
few dances in high school.” 


“T’ve been wondering why it looks so small on you,” Tony chuckles softly. “I can imagine you’ re 
not feeling that comfortable wearing it anymore, so... how about I buy you a new one tomorrow?” 


“What? No, that’s not— Tony, please, I don’t want you to buy me anything.” Peter tilts his head to 
look at the older man. “I don’t need a new one, really. If anything, I'll buy one myself one day.” 


“Okay, I think we need to talk about something,” Tony sighs, shifting until they’re both sitting and 
looking at each other. “Peter, I really love how modest you are, but now that I’m officially your 
boyfriend, you gotta let me spoil you a little.” 


“But you’re already spoiling me,” Peter protests, hoping that he doesn’t sound ungrateful. “You 
always pay for our food, offer to drive me everywhere, and never let me help you with cooking or 
cleaning the dishes. I mean, I’m very, very grateful for it, but I... I’m not dating you for your 
money, Tony.” 


Tony smiles softly. “Don’t you think I don’t know that? However, there’s nothing wrong with 
paying for the person you— for someone you care about, or buy them something nice every once in 
a while. And it doesn’t matter that you can’t do the same thing for me. First of all, I know you 
would, if you could. And secondly, you’re already giving me so much, Peter. Thanks to you, I feel 
more alive and cheerful than I have in a very long time.” 


Tony’s looking at him so affectionately that Peter can feel himself tearing up. “But... a relationship 
is about equality. If you buy me things that I couldn’t even afford for myself, then there’s an 
imbalance. Because you make me feel alive and cheerful as well.” 


“But you have to take into consideration that you’re way younger than me and haven’t even had 
the chance to earn a lot of money. You're still going to college, Peter. The way I see it, it wouldn’t 
be fair if we split our dinner checks ‘equally’ or if I let you buy me a new sports coat. Please, 
baby... I’m not talking about buying you a car. We’re talking about a jacket because you’ ve 
outgrown your old one. I know you’re not using me.” 


What Tony said makes a lot more sense than Peter wants to admit. Yet, he still looks down at 
Tony’s knee, mumbling, “What if everyone else thinks I’m using you, though?” 


“With ‘everyone else’, you mean Harley, don’t you?” 


Peter nods curtly. “Yes. Or May, or even Pepper... once you’ ve told her.” He glances up when 
Tony gently cups his cheek. 


“You really shouldn’t worry so much about what others think of you. [Il tell Pepper and my 
friends the same thing I told Harley and Happy - that I trust you with all my heart and that you 
make me very happy.” 


Peter can’t help giggling when Tony leans down to kiss him on the nose. “Okay... Thank you. Do 
you know yet when you will tell them?” 


“T’ll tell Pep next Friday, when I’m picking up Morgan. The others... I think [Il tell them during 
Bruce’s birthday party in two weeks.” 


Two weeks... that’s the week of Spring break, which means Ned will most likely come home from 
MIT. Perfect... Once Morgan, Ned, MJ and Tony’s friends know, Peter will be way more relaxed 
again. 


Next morning, Tony and Peter leave the penthouse right after breakfast to look for a new sports 
coat. Peter tries to protest when Tony takes him to an expensive looking shop on Fifth Avenue, but 
Tony insists that they have the best value. Peter doesn’t dare to inquire about the costs when the 
staff member measures him for a custom fit; he figures it’s better if he doesn’t know. 


Because they don’t want to risk fans or paparazzi seeing them together just yet, Peter and Tony 
decide against going for a stroll through Central Park and head straight back home instead. Peter 
feels a nervous shiver running down his spine when they find Harley sprawled out on the couch in 
his pajamas, clutching a cup of coffee and his phone. 


“Morning,” he mumbles, glancing at Peter for a quick second before shifting his attention to his 
dad. “Where have you been?” 


“Shopping,” Tony says cheerfully, walking over to the kitchen to make a coffee for him and Peter 
as well. “How was your party?” 


Harley focuses his eyes back on his phone. “Great. I got to talk to a few people about placements 
and sponsoring and stuff. Guess I’ll be quite busy in the next couple of weeks.” 


Peter thanks Tony when he hands him his coffee. Sitting down on the other end of the couch, he 
silently listens to Tony and Harley talk about the party and some of Harley’s friends. After a few 
minutes, Tony excuses himself to go to the bathroom, leaving the two teenagers by themselves. At 
first, they ignore each other, but then, Harley speaks up. “So... you didn’t tell him?” 


“No.” 
“Why not?” 
“Because I don’t want him to be upset.” 


When Peter looks at Harley, the other boy swallows. “I see. Well... thank you.” Flashing him a 
weak smile, Harley turns his attention back to his phone. 


When Tony doesn’t return from the bathroom in the next couple of minutes, Peter decides to make 
an effort and convey interest in Harley’s Social Media career. “S-So, um... What’s it like to be an 
influencer?” 


It’s apparent that Harley didn’t expect Peter to initiate a conversation. Frowning, he looks up from 
his phone. “It’s great, otherwise I wouldn’t be doing it.” 


Heat flashes up to the nape of Peter’s neck. “S-Sure. Sorry, I was just... I don’t know anyone who 
actually is an influencer, so I was curious.” 


Eyes narrowing slightly, Harley looks at him for a few seconds, as though trying to determine 
whether Peter was seriously interested or not. “You’re one of those people who think influencers 
are a waste of space, aren’t you?” 


“No,” Peter says hastily. “I... I think it’s great that ‘normal people’ can gain enough power to have 
an impact and do some good in the world, like... be a role model and use their range to spread 
awareness and stuff. But... My uncle always used to say, ‘With great power comes great 
responsibility’. I think influencers should take that into consideration and be more mindful about 
what they post.” 


Harley cocks his head to the side. “Actors and singers have the same amount of power and 
influence, though. Yet, people only look down on influencers and constantly attack us for not 
having an ‘actual job’ and for being ‘lazy fucks’ who just want to make quick money without 
actually working for it. When in reality, it’s a Jot of hard work to build a fanbase and stay 
interesting. If you don’t provide your followers with new content every day and interact with them, 
youll be forgotten in no time. There’s a lot of pressure on us that most people don’t acknowledge, 
not even our own friends and family.” 


Although Peter tries to understand Harley’s point, he can’t deny agreeing with certain aspects of 
what Harley just complained about. Sure, some influencers are probably under a lot of pressure, but 
even Tony says that Harley has no idea what ‘working’ actually means. And he definitely has it a 
lot easier than others, thanks to his world-famous dad... 


“Maybe... maybe people think like that because there are influencers who just got really lucky? 
Like... um, those who earn millions of dollars a year just by uploading a photo every day?” 


Snorting, Harley shakes his heads. “See, that’s exactly what I was just talking about. Assuming that 
uploading a new picture each and every day isn’t work, is a fucking prejudice. You won’t gain 
followers by posting crappy, boring selfies. You have to post a perfect and unique selfie, which 
means I usually take around a hundred or so before making a first selection. Then, I run those 
through filters and editing apps. This can take a few hours.” When Peter raises his brows 
skeptically, Harley snorts again. “ll show you.” 


Before Peter knows what’s happening, Harley sits down next to him on the couch, his left leg 
pressing against Peter’s right one. He almost spills his coffee when Harley wraps his left arm 


around Peter’s waist and pulls him even closer. Before he can protest, Harley has stretched out his 
right arm and taken a few selfies with his phone. 


“Come on, smile a—” Harley breaks off when he turns his head to look at Peter, eyes widening as if 
he only just now realized how close their faces are. 


Way too close for Peter’s liking. 
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Peter’s face is so close that Harley can count every one of his lashes; every one of his faint, illicitly 
adorable freckles framing his nose. It would be so easy to close the distance between their mouths 
and just— 


“What are you two up to?” 


Startled, Harley quickly lets go of Peter’s small waist and tries to bring some distance between 
them. Tony’s staring at them from the doorway, brows are pinched together warily. “I, um... I was 
just taking a selfie of us. I’m trying to make a point,” Harley says evasively, face growing hot. 


“About what?” Tony asks, walking up to them with an odd expression. 


“About the fact that being an influencer is a lot of hard work. Which you would know by now, if 
you’d ever bothered to feign interest in my career.” 


Straightening his back, Tony looks at Harley thoughtfully for a few seconds before he sighs. 
"Alright, show me, please... And I'm not feigning interest, I am interested." Not letting himself get 
irritated by Harley’s disbelieving snort, Tony squeezes himself between Harley and Peter. “So, 
what have— Aw, that’s cute, can you send me that?” 


Harley shudders when Tony points at Peter’s and Harley’s ugly selfie. “Ugh, don’t be such a... 
dad,” he groans, quickly closing it. “And no, I’m not gonna send it to you. It’s ugly.” 


“Let’s take a new one, then,” Tony suggests, smiling brightly. “Of the three of us.” 
Anything but thdt... 


Harley’s about to deny when he remembers how long he’s been begging Tony to let him post a 
father-son selfie, knowing just how many likes and followers it will give him. “Alright, but only if 
we take one of the two of us as well that I can post on my account.” 


Tony hesitates, but eventually agrees. This little triumph is what gives Harley enough strength to 
endure having to pose with his father and his erush father’s boyfriend. Whereas Peter looks as 
uncomfortable as Harley feels, Tony’s beaming brightly, arms draped around the two teenagers. 
Afterwards, Harley takes a few “father and son’ selfies and shows Tony how he usually edits 
them. 


“Well, that was... fascinating,” Tony says, trying but unable to completely hide his boredom. 
“Now, I don’t know about you two, but I’m starving. How about we order some lunch?” 


“Only if you order from Sweetgreens,” Harley mumbles, tapping around on his screen to finish his 
Instagram post. “I want a grilled chicken salad.” Without waiting for an answer, Harley goes to his 
room to get dressed, eyes still glued to his phone. His heartbeat increases when hardly a second 
goes by without a bunch of new notifications popping up on his screen. If he’s lucky, he’ll finally 
top his five-hundred-thousand-followers mark today... 


However, his good mood vanishes once Harley opens the gallery to send Tony one of the photos he 
took. It undeniably looks as though Tony was posing with not one, but two of his sons. 


It’s so ridiculous. 


Stomach clenching, Harley thinks how perfect his life was a mere week ago. Sure, getting kicked 
out of MIT for stealing the exam papers and hiding some drugs was embarrassing, but he’d wanted 
to take a break from college anyways. However, now everything is complete and utter bullshit. 


Thanks to the little whore, Harley can’t look at his father the same anymore. Peter just ruined 
everything. Yet, when Harley swipes to the somewhat bad selfie he took with Peter, his anger is 
quickly replaced with an almost painful longing. They look... really cute together... Jt would be so 
perfect if Harley was the one dating Peter... 


When his cock hardens in his boxers, Harley curses. Not again. Unable to bear the thought of 
masturbating to his father’s whore, Harley decides to take a cold shower. Afterwards, he goes back 
to the living-kitchen room, determined to get over his stupid crush once and for all — only to stop 
dead in his tracks. 


He’s walked right in on Tony pressing Peter against the kitchen counter, nibbling on the boy’s ear 
or neck or something. Peter’s adorable stupid giggle bores itself deep into Harley’s heart, and in 
that moment he knows that he won’t be able to get over this anytime soon. 


Trying to swallow the lump of bile forming in his throat, he silently steps back into the corridor 
and returns to his room. After everything Peter had told him at the party, Harley seriously 
considered just ignoring him and Tony until their relationship would come to its inevitable, natural 
end, but having to see them make out and be all happy, while Harley's all alone and miserable, is 
too much to bear. 


After throwing a bunch of clothes into his sports bag, he goes back to the kitchen, making sure to 
make noise while approaching. “Is lunch here yet?” 


When he turns around the corner, Tony and Peter are standing a few feet apart, looking flustered. 
“Yeah, um... the delivery guy just left.” To emphasize his statement, Tony points at a brown paper 
bag sitting on the counter. 


“Great. Can you give me my box, please?” Harley asks, wishing his voice didn’t sound so creaky. 
“The hot guy I hooked up with at my party just asked me whether I wanted to meet up in Bryant 
Park. Ill eat there.” 


“Oh... okay, sure.” Handing him one of the salad boxes, Tony fixes his eyes on the sports bag 
lying to Harley’s feet. “Are you heading to the gym afterwards?” 


“No. But I sure hope I’m going to work up a sweat, if you know what I mean.” Winking, Harley 
walks over to the door to grab his jacket. “Bye.” 


Without another look at either of the two, he leaves the penthouse and walks the four blocks to 
Harry’s apartment. Fortunately, his friend is home and agrees to let Harley crash here without 
questioning. 


“Ew, that’s... really gross,” Harry snorts when Harley tells him that he walked in on Tony and Peter 
being affectionate in the kitchen, mouth wrinkled in disgust. “It reminds me of my dad when he 
was dating that girl almost 20 years younger than him. But honestly, you need to find a way to 
ignore them. From the sound of it, they’re not gonna end it anytime soon.” 


“We’ll see about that,” Harley says grimly. “Once the public finds out, they’re going to break up, 
I’m sure of it. I just don’t know how [Il do it without them getting suspicious of me.” 


Harry tilts his head. “But... If Peter’s just dating your dad for his money, then who says he isn’t 
dating him for attention as well? Maybe he wants the public to find out. This could backfire on 
you.” 

“T doubt that.” Harley shakes his head. “If the little whore wanted everyone to know already, he 
would’ ve found a way to leak it without my dad getting suspicious. No, right now, he’s still 
anxious about it. I mean, you saw him at the party... he’s a fucking loser. He was sobbing when he 
told me that he only has two friends and that he was bullied in school. And... he’s an orphan who 
grew up with his aunt and uncle or something, which means he doesn’t have a proper family either. 
Which explains his daddy issues, at least. Anyways, all things considered, I doubt he’d be able to 
handle public bullying. And there will be bullying, trust me.” 


Harry sighs. “Isn’t that kinda mean?” 


Heat flashes to the nape of Harley’s neck. “Well, I’m open to hear your fucking brilliant idea,” he 
snaps. “I can’t fucking stand him. He’s... ruining my family, okay? He needs to go, one way or 
another.” 


Lifting his hands, Harry mutters, “Relax, I was just saying. I guess... I guess the public would 
eventually find out anyways, so... yeah. Let’s try to come up with something.” 

When Tony returns home Monday evening, he’s relieved to find his son on the sofa. On Sunday, 
Harley told him in a short text that he didn’t know yet when he would be home again. 

“So, I take it your date went well?” Tony asks, lips curling into a mischievous smile. 


“T guess you can say that,” Harley says, eyes fixed on the TV. “But don’t expect me to introduce 
you to him soon. For now, I don’t want anything serious.” 


Tony can’t help but chuckle. “I hope you now understand my reluctance to introduce you to Peter 
before we talked things out.” When Harley ignores him, Tony sighs. “Are you still pissed at me?” 


“No? What makes you think that Iam?” 


“Because you still seem somewhat hostile, and because you were barely around all weekend.” 


“Only because I had a date,” Harley says, rolling his eyes. “Do you expect me to miss out on 
screwing a hot guy, just so I can stay home with you and your boyfriend?” 


“Of course not, but it’s the way you’ re talking and looking at me... your facial expression, your 
tone of voice, everything. It gives me the impression that you’re still upset that Peter and I are 
dating.” 


Eyes still fixed on the TV, Harley groans, “I’m not, I swear. I... really want to get along with him 
and become friends and all, but I'd rather take it slow. At the party, Peter even told me that he 
needs time as well. He said he has social anxiety, so it takes him a while to warm up to people.” 


Hoping that Harley’s being honest, Tony absentmindedly nods. “Okay, that’s reasonable and 
considerate of you. I’m still asking you to please try and be in a good mood next weekend. You 
know that Morgan views you as a role model, and if she sees that you and Peter are getting along, 
then—” 


“Wait, what?” Harley finally looks at Tony, eyes widening. “You want to introduce him to Morgan 
already?” 


“Well... Yes. You are both my children, and I don’t want to keep it from her any longer. I'll be 
cautious, though, meaning Peter won’t stay overnight. We’ll just have a nice family dinner on 
Friday, which I hope you’ll be able to attend as well.” 


“T... This is...” Struggling to find words, Harley shakes his head before climbing to his feet. “You 
waited months before introducing her to Steve. Why do you want to rush things now?” 


“The situation was completely different then,” Tony says softly. “When Steve and I got together, 
Pepper and I had only been divorced for three months. Steve was the first man I ever dated, and 
Morgan was only two years old. But she’s old enough now to understand things better. Remember 
when on Christmas, she asked me when I’d finally get another boyfriend? She’ll love Peter, I’m 
sure of it.” 


“Whatever,” Harley mumbles, failing to keep the bitterness out of his voice. Without another look 
at Tony, he leaves the living room and vanishes in the corridor. 


Sighing, Tony thoughtfully shakes his head. If only he knew what Harley’s problem really was... 
Sure, he didn’t expect this to be easy, but there seems to be more to it than Harley just being 
bothered by Peter’s age. Hopefully, Harley didn’t actually have a crush on Peter after all, because 
that would be... really awful. After walking in on them taking the selfies on Saturday, Tony has 
started to have some doubts again... 


During dinner, Tony tries to show his son how much he cares about him by inquiring about the 
influencer projects Harley has planned in the next couple of weeks. Although he can’t help 
thinking how meaningless all of it is, he smiles brightly and even says how proud he is that Harley 
reached five hundred thousand followers yesterday. 


Afterwards, they even watch a movie together. They’re half an hour in when Harley turns his head 
to look at Tony. “You know... I really missed this,” he says, smiling softly. “Us hanging out and 
spending some father-son time. The first semester of Junior Year was quite challenging, and even 
though I was really upset when they unrightfully accused me of stealing the exam papers, I was... 
almost looking forward to catching a break and focusing on the things that really make me happy. 
Like you, Morgan, my friends, and my influencer career... But then I came back and you suddenly 
had a new boyfriend, and all... I don’t know, but I guess this is why that whole thing with Peter 
pissed me off so much at first.” 


Feeling guilty, Tony bites down on his bottom lip. So this is the real issue... Harley isn’t jealous of 
Tony — he’s jealous of Peter. Maybe Tony had really neglected Harley in all his excitement and 
infatuation regarding his new relationship... 


“I’m sorry if I haven’t been the greatest father to you lately, Harley.” Smiling, he puts his hand on 
his son’s shoulder. “How about we take the jet after Bruce’s birthday party and fly to Cuba for a 
few days? Just the two of us.” 


“For real? I'd love that,” Harley says, eyes dilating excitedly. “Thanks, dad.” 


The next morning during breakfast, Harley asks Tony if Peter will come home with them after 
work. “No, he’ll have dinner with his aunt and study for an exam he has tomorrow. Why?” 


“Because Charlie — the guy from my party — asked me if I wanted to come over today. I don’t want 
you to accuse me of trying to avoid Peter again.” Harley winks mischievously, causing Tony to 
grin. 


“Hey, I’m sorry, okay? It’s just... I’ve barely been in the same room with both of you for more 
than five minutes.“ 


“You only told me a week ago, dad. What about tomorrow, then?” 


"We have our midweek date night tomorrow. But Peter usually comes back home with me, so I 
think he’ Il be here if you want to spend the evening with us.” 


Harley chuckles at this. “Unless something else comes up, sure. What are you guys doing for date 
night?” 


“Just dining out at Room 751,” Tony says, smiling when Harley nods absentmindedly. Maybe they 
can all go out to have dinner together in a few weeks... 


An hour later, they arrive at Stark Industries. Remembering that it’s Harley’s first day at R&D, 
Tony wishes his son good luck before taking the elevator up to the top floor. Apart from a heated 
discussion at a meeting with the team leads of the Engineering department, Tony’s day is pretty 
uneventful. He doesn’t hear from Peter until he visits him in the office at 6:00 pm. 


"How was your day?" Tony asks, placing a tender kiss on Peter’s temple. 


"Pretty good. I saw Harley on my way to the toilet once, and he smiled pretty brightly when he 
greeted me." 


Tony chuckles. "That's great to hear. We had a heart-to-heart talk yesterday and he emphasized that 
he wants to get along with you. I think he’s serious about it." 


Peter then tells him how nervous he is about his exam tomorrow, but Tony manages to calm him 
down by reminding Peter that he’s a straight A student and that he won’t suddenly fail an exam. 
“And even if you do, it won’t be the end of the world.” 


“But I could lose my scholarship if I fail too many of my classes, and if I fail this exam then it’s 
very likely [Il fail the finals and the class too, and then I have to—” Peter stops talking when Tony 
puts his index and middle finger on his lips. 


“You'll do just fine,” he says as caring as possible, eyes crinkling kindly. “I believe in you, Peter, 


and you should too. You’ll rock that exam, and in the evening, we’ll celebrate with a nice dinner 
and a special dessert. And with some chocolate cake before that, if you want?” 


Peter stares at Tony dumbfounded for a few seconds before he giggles, blushing a little at the 
implication of Tony’s words. ‘He’s so adorable,’ the man thinks when he leans down to kiss him, 
feeling like the luckiest man in the world. 


Despite believing in Peter, Tony can’t help being nervous the next day. Throughout the morning 
he constantly checks his phone to see if Peter has texted him already, and when he finally does — 
saying that the exam went pretty well — Tony breathes a sigh of relief. He quickly texts Peter about 
how proud he is and that he can’t wait to see him later before going back to work. 


Shortly before 1:00 pm, Quentin asks Tony if he wants to grab lunch together so that they could 
chat a little. They head down to the cafeteria, where they sit down in a slightly secluded area 
reserved for management level and supervisors. Tony smiles happily when Quentin tells him how 
good Harley has been doing in his department so far. “I mean, I always knew he was smart, but 
Harley exceeds all of my expectations. He’s bubbling over with ideas and motivation.” 


At this, Tony can’t help raising his brows a little. “Really? What ideas does he have?” 


“He asked me not to tell you,” Quentin laughs. “At least not until we’ ve figured out how viable 
they truly are. But really, thanks for letting him work in my department. I just wish the interns 
were as motivated and dedicated as him,” he adds with a sigh. 


“T thought you were very pleased with them?” Tony asks, heart beating a little faster. 


“Well, Mark O'Neill and Daisy Connor are still doing okay, but Peter Parker... He seems very 
distracted, lately, and a little... petulant. Very unlike his usual self.” 


Tony swallows thickly. Peter being petulant? In what universe? But why would Quentin say it if it 
wasn’t true? “Maybe, um... Maybe he’s just a little stressed with college?” Or with meeting his 
boyfriend’s grown-up son... “Have you confronted him about it already?” 


“No, because he doesn’t seem to be very resilient. I just hope that his performance and behavior 
improve soon or I will have to confront him about it eventually. But let’s not talk about work 
anymore. Ever heard of the band The Rockabytes? It should totally be your thing... Hard Rock 
Classics mixed with some Electronic Music.” 


Tony barely listens when Quentin tells him about the concert he went to this weekend. Even 
though he hums and nods every now and then, his thoughts are with Peter. Has the drama of the 
last two weeks negatively affected his work and college performance? He only snaps out of it once 
Quentin asks Tony to check his phone. 


“Why?” 


“Because I sent you the link to my cloud,” Quentin snorts, shaking his head. “You just said you 
wanted to download the album to your phone.” 


Did he? “Oh... yes, sure.” Clearing his throat, Tony takes out his phone and clicks on the link 
Quentin sent him. A few seconds later, he’s the proud owner of a Rockabytes album. He’s barely 
able to resist rolling his eyes when Quentin encourages him to listen to it as soon as possible. “You 
bet I will,” Tony says, trying not to sound sarcastic. “Thanks a lot.” 


For the rest of the day, Tony finds it hard to focus on his work. Should he bring up Quentin’s 
concerns to Peter during dinner? Thing is, he doesn’t want his boyfriend to freak out and make a 
bigger deal out of it than it is... 


Tony hasn’t yet made up his mind when he pulls up in front of Room 751, a small, but very noble 
restaurant in Chelsea. Peter’s already waiting at their assigned table in the back, once again 
wearing his slightly too small sports coat. 


“Hi, baby. Sorry for making you wait, I was caught up in a call.” 


“T just got here,” Peter says, smiling when Tony kisses him on the cheek. He sits down and puts his 
phone on the table to check his emails every now and then. After placing their order, Peter tells 
Tony everything about his exam (and more). When the boy finally takes a break, Tony flashes him 
a proud smile. 


“Have I ever told you how honored I feel to have such a smart boyfriend? Not to mention, such a 
young and cute one." 


"Says one of the smartest men alive," Peter snorts, but the light blush on his nose reveals how 
flattered he is. "Not to mention, such a... wise and hot one." 


Tony can't help but grinning. "You wanted to say old, didn't you? You better watch out or I..." 
Tony lowers his voice "...will have to punish you later." 


Blush deepening, Peter whispers, "In that case: You’re right. I meant to call you old." 


Tony lets out a snorting laugh. He loves it when Peter gets cocky. If this doesn't call for a little 
spanking... A second later, Tony remembers that they should probably be a little more careful from 
now on. That one time they had sex with Harley being at home was risky already, considering 
Peter tends to get really loud sometimes... 


"Let’s talk about this later,” Tony says evasively. “Point is, I know next to nothing about whatever 
the fuck you just told me about." His lips curl into a grin. "Biochemics isn't really my area of 
expertise, but ve been thinking... Would you like to work in the labs with Dr. Banner one day?” 


For a few seconds, Peter just stares at Tony. “I... Y-Yes, of course. I already told you that he’s 
like... one of my biggest idols.” 


Grinning, Tony cocks his head to the side. ““That’s what I thought. I only put you with Quentin 
because he needed someone, but now that he has Harley, I could arrange for you to work with 
Bruce.” 


Despite looking excited, Peter hesitates. ““That’s very kind of you, but... Hmm... I don’t want to 
upset Quentin, you know? He always tells me that he needs me and that I’m one of his most 
valuable team members. And I really like him and the team, so... I don’t know. But maybe I could 
work some extra hours with Dr. Banner?” 


Peter looks so proud that Tony doesn’t have the heart to tell him about Quentin’s criticism. If 
things get worse at R&D, Tony could still have Peter transferred. “Sure, baby. Whatever you 
want.” 


Two hours later, Tony drives them back to the penthouse. When they take off their coats, Tony 
sees that he has a text from Harley stating that he’d spend the night with Charlie after all. Despite 
complaining about Harley never being home when Peter is, Tony couldn’t be any happier right 
now. 


With an animalistic growl he swoops down on Peter, who yelps in surprise. Tony’s movement 
came so sudden that they topple over, but neither of them care about it. Tongues engaging in a 
passionate kiss, they take turns ripping each other’s clothes off, not even bothering to head for the 
bedroom as they start to make out on the floor. When they finally make it over to the couch, 
Peter’s a whimpering mess, begging Tony to fuck him already. 


He really is the luckiest man in the world. 


The next morning, Tony drops Peter off at ESU before driving to the firm. He quickly stops by at 
R&D to wish Harley a good morning. His son seems a little tense, but he claims that everything 
went great with Charlie when Tony inquires about it. In order to try and cheer him up a little bit, 
Tony tells Harley about Quentin’s positive feedback before heading up to his office, humming 
absentmindedly. 


His morning goes well until Nat bolts into his office at 11:30 a.m., looking alarmed. “We have a 
problem.” 


“Why, what’s happening?” Tony asks, brows pinched together in confusion. 


Approaching his desk at a brisk pace, Nat says, “This just got posted by the Daily Bugle.” She 
hands Tony her tablet, and the second his eyes fall onto the headline his stomach drops. 


“EXCLUSIVE: Tony Stark dining out with a college-aged boy toy!” 


The slightly blurry photo, placed underneath the headline, shows Peter and Tony sitting in the 
Tesla parked outside the restaurant. Although their faces are recognizable, it’s nothing they 
couldn’t try to play down as Tony taking his intern out on a business dinner of sorts — but when he 
scans the article, he lets out a shocked gasp. 


“It seems that Tony Stark has finally managed to move on from his past relationships 
(click here to read everything about Stark’s secret divorce battle with Pepper Potts and 
here to read about his dirty break-up with model Steve Rogers) and jumped on the 
bandwagon of getting himself a young boy toy. Yesterday, Stark was spotted leaving a 
restaurant in Chelsea in the company of a young man. As sources tell us, Stark 
constantly called Peter — the boy’s real name — baby during dinner and referred to him 
as his boyfriend. It seems that the couple was dining out to celebrate Peter’s success at 
a college exam earlier in the day. According to our source, Stark also held out the 
prospect of getting his young lover an ‘interesting’ job at Stark Industries. In light of 
this, the question remains... How truly honest are Peter’s intentions with billionaire 
Tony Stark? What do you think? Let us know in the comments below.” 


This is bad. This is really bad. 


So much for being the luckiest man in the world... 


Chapter End Notes 


Just so you know, the public was supposed to find out at the end of chapter 2..... 
Well. So much to that. 
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Chapter Summary 


Tony and Peter try to deal with their relationship being exposed. 
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“Tony?” 


Jerking his head upright, Tony stares right in Natasha’s blue eyes. Unable to form any coherent 
thoughts, he looks back at the tablet; his head spinning. Someone was eavesdropping on them... a 
guest, most possibly, or even one of the waiters. Whoever it was, they snitched them out to the 
Daily Bugle — the paper Tony has filed countless lawsuits against for spreading misinformation 
about him and his company. 


“Call Matt Murdock,” Tony eventually croaks out. “I want him in my office in one hour. By then, I 
expect to have a full list of all the waiters and guests who were sitting close to us yesterday. I’m 
going to sue their fucking asses off.” 


“So... it’s true?” 


Swallowing thickly, Tony looks up at her. “I meant to tell you guys next week during Bruce’s 
birthday party. I swear.” 


“You know... I already had a feeling,” Nat sighs, flashing Tony a soft smile. “All of the time he 
spent in your office... you’ ve never shown that much interest in an employee before, let alone an 
intern. But I didn’t know how serious it was. I didn’t tell anyone, though. Not even Bruce.” 


Tony nods curtly. “Thanks. Peter and I hadn’t talked about our feelings until last Monday. With 
Harley coming home, we realized that we couldn’t hide it any longer. We wanted to let things 
settle a little before telling everyone, though. For now, Harley and Peter’s aunt are the only ones 
who know. Well, who knew.” 


Anger bubbles up inside of Tony. The fucking Bugle... James Jonah Jameson has always had it out 
for Tony, and now that they know about Peter and him, they’ II surely milk this for all it’s worth. 
There are three options now: publicly denying it: giving no comment, just like Tony unsuccessfully 
tried with Steve; or coming out as a couple and hoping that the fuss will die down rather quickly. 
Being honest might, in fact, be the best option they have if they don’t want to hide any longer, but 
he needs to talk about it with Peter first. 


Oh god... Peter! 


Feeling extremely guilty for not thinking of calling him right away, Tony rummages around on his 
desk for his silenced phone, lifting folders and papers. When he finds it, he sees that he already has 
a bunch of messages and missed calls from people he doesn’t give a shit about. Ignoring them, he 
calls Peter, but he doesn’t pick up. Cursing, he reminds Nat to call Matt and asks her to give him 
some privacy. He needs to tell Pepper before she— 


Tony groans in frustration when her name pops up on his screen this exact second. Fuck. Stomach 
churning, he slides his thumb over to answer the call. “Hey, I just wanted to—” 


“Please tell me this is fake news. Please tell me you are not dating a college kid.” 


Tony winces at how tense Pepper sounds. “I wanted to tell you tomorrow. I’m sorry you had to find 
out that way.” 


“Oh my god... you can’t be serious,” she sighs. “Tony, this is ridiculous. I know you’ ve always 
had a thing for young girls back in your time as a playboy, but you are a father now.” 


“T’ve always been a father,” Tony retorts, unable to hide his irritation. “Harley was born when I 
was 25. I hadn’t even been at the peak of my ‘times as a playboy’ then.” 


“Yes, I know, but you clearly remember how much it used to upset Harley to see photos with all 
these girls who weren’t his mom. And how wary he was when you and I started dating ten years 
ago.” 

“Harley already knows about Peter, and he gets along with him well enough,” Tony says, 
suppressing the fact how badly Harley reacted at first. “And just so you know, I intend to introduce 
him to Morgan tomorrow.” 


Pepper’s voice is somewhat shrill when she speaks, “You what? No, Tony. Absolutely not.” 


“This isn't your decision,” Tony growls. “Peter isn’t... my boy toy. He’s my boyfriend, and we are 
both very sincere about this. I trust him completely. We’ ve been dating for two months now, and 
let me tell you, it’s been two of the best months in my life.” 


Pepper lets out an irritated snort. “Oh yeah? Just like those months with Christine Everhart were 
the best months of your life? Or like those weeks with Mia Dickins were? Or the weekend with 
Chelsea Hobbs? Or the—” 


“Say what you want, but I know how I feel. You can’t change my mind about this, and neither can 
Steve, my friends, or any of those fucking journalists sticking their dirty noses in other people’s 
business. Peter and I are happy, and we won’t let anyone destroy that. And to be honest, I never 
expected you to act the way you’re doing right now. Not after all the support you’ve given me with 
my coming out and my relationship with Steve.” 


Pepper stays quiet for a while. “I don’t care who you are screwing, Tony,” she eventually says, 
sounding a lot softer than before. “And I also don’t really care who you are dating, just as long as 


it doesn’t have any influence on Morgan. But every news website is reporting about this already, 
and if you intend to introduce him to her tomorrow, then you can’t blame me for being alarmed.” 


“Pep, I would never introduce Peter to Morgan if I didn’t know that I could trust him. Peter’s very 
mature for his age, and I’m sure she’ II love him.” 


“How old is he, even? To be honest, he looks... more like a high schooler than a college student.” 
“That’s because the pic isn’t of the best quality,” Tony says evasively. 
“How old is he, Tony?” 


“19,” he mumbles, ignoring Pepper’s indignant snort. “But you shouldn’t judge him before you get 
to know him. Please, Pep... don’t make this even harder than it has to be. It’s going to do a lot 
more harm to Morgan if we’re fighting than her finding out about Peter. You know how important 
you are to me, so I’m asking you to please give him a chance.” 


Sighing deeply, Pepper stays quiet for a while before she says, “I'll bring Morgan over tomorrow. 
If you want to introduce her to your new boyfriend, I want to be there. I don’t care how awkward it 
is.” 


“Deal,” Tony says, feeling relieved. Hopefully, Peter will be okay with it as well... 


“You are a fucking genius.” Harley’s staring at his phone in admiration, heart beating faster. /t 
worked. And the way that article is written... it’s fucking perfect. 


“You are the genius,” Quentin corrects, leaning back in his chair with a smug expression. “Don’t 
forget this was your plan. I was just helping you out a little.” 


Although Harley enjoys getting praised, he shakes his head. “Thanks, but credit where credit is due. 
Without you, we'd only have a photo. They could've talked their way out of it, but now, I don't 
think they'll try to deny it.” 


It was Quentin’s idea to implement a Trojan on Tony’s phone that would activate his microphone 
and record their whole dinner conversation. The plan Harley (and Harry) had initially come up 
with had to be scrapped when Tony told him that wanted to introduce Peter to Morgan already. 
Wanting to leak their relationship before the family dinner on Friday, Harley intended to tip off the 
paparazzi so they would sneak a few pics of them leaving the restaurant together. But Quentin’s 
idea was way better. 


The way the article is written, Tony will most likely think that a guest was eavesdropping on them. 
The only negative aspect is that the Bugle assumed that Tony offered Peter a job at SI instead of a 
simple job rotation, so the public doesn't know about the intern aspect yet. But it doesn’t matter. 
Thanks to Peter’s face being clearly visible in the photo, Harley is now free to reveal stuff about 
Peter because anyone else who knows him could’ ve leaked information as well. 


“True, but I only did this for you. I have no personal interest in their relationship being exposed to 
the public or them breaking up, even.” Smiling softly, Quentin cocks his head to the side. “I’m just 
worried about the firm, that’s all.” 


But Harley isn’t even listening; he chuckles in amusement when he reads some of the comments 
underneath the article. “There’s not a single positive comment... They all say that my dad’s a fool 
for falling for a college kid, and... ouch. There’s a user calling him a pedophile. Well... Whatever. 
He had it coming. Nobody forced him to date a kid younger than his own son.” 


Feeling just a tiny bit guilty, Harley closes the article and opens Instagram. His guilt quickly turns 
to joy when he sees that he’s already gained a few hundred new followers since the article dropped. 
There are also some comments underneath his recent posts asking him if the rumors were true. 
Smirking, Harley decides to set his profile on private, forcing all those nosey non-followers lurking 
on his account to send him a follow request. 


“What’s the next step?” Quentin asks just as Harley closes his app. 


“Leaking everything to the press that can’t necessarily be traced back to me. Like Peter’s full name, 
his birthday, where he goes college, etc. And that he’s already working here, of course. I’m sure 
the whole “boss hooking up with his teenage intern’ aspect will add even more fuel to the fire.” 


“Most likely,” Quentin says. “Also, I’m sure the board of directors will convene a crisis meeting in 
the next couple of hours. Considering the public backlash, it’s only a matter of time until the stock 
price drops significantly.” 


Once again, Harley feels bad for a second, but he quickly reminds himself that all of this is 
necessary and — in the long run — for his father’s best. To not make himself look guilty, Harley 
decides to call his father, but the line is busy. He wonders who Tony is speaking to at the 
moment... Peter? Pepper? Some members of the board? Harley wished he could be there and hear 
what they’re saying. That reminds him... 


“Hey, about that Trojan... you deactivated it, right?” 


“Naturally,” Quentin says. “Tony won’t be able to find the remnants of it unless he actively looks 
for it, which I doubt he’!l do without any proper reason. And even if he finds the Trojan, he will 
never be able to link it to the Rockabytes album.” 


“Perfect. And about the recording... can you send me the full thing?” 
“What do you mean?” the man asks, frowning. “I already sent you their full dinner conversation.” 


Harley shifts a little. “Um, yes, but you must have recorded more. Like... I want to know what 
happened after they had left the restaurant. To be honest, I’m surprised they hadn’t talked about 
me once during dinner, so I’m thinking that maybe Peter was bitching about me in the car. Or... 
back home.” 


“Sorry, I immediately deleted everything that had been recorded before and after they had dinner. I 
can reconcile with my conscience providing you with a recording of what they were speaking about 
in public, but I would never listen to or give anyone else access to their actual private 
conversations. Not to mention... what else they might have done later in the evening.” 


Blushing terribly, Harley lowers his gaze. “Y-Yeah, of course. You’re right. I didn’t think of that.” 
After all, why would he want to hear Peter getting fucked by Harley's own dad? That would be 


really... disgusting... right? 


A few minutes later, Harley leaves Quentin’s office and returns to his workplace. He notices that 
some of his co-workers are staring at him, but nobody seems brave enough to approach him. 
Instead of working, Harley spends the next thirty minutes checking websites, scrolling through 
Social Media, reading comments and accepting his numerous follow requests. 


He’s interrupted by Tony calling him back. Making sure to lower his voice, Harley picks up. 
“Have you seen the news already?” 


“Yes,” Tony says, sounding extremely depressed. “My phone won’t stop buzzing and I just got off 


from a heated discussion with Pepper.” 


Trying to sound empathetic, despite being extremely excited, Harley groans. “Shit... Are you okay? 
What are you gonna do about this?” 


“Tl discuss it with Matt in a few and— oh god, one of the board members is calling me. Can we 
talk later?” 


“Sure. Good luck, dad... Love you.” 
“Thanks, son. Love you too.” 


As soon as Harley has hung up the phone, he ducks under the table to hide his grin from his co- 
workers. Tony had a heated discussion with Pepper! That’s the best news Harley’s gotten in 
weeks. 


Peter’s world comes crashing down on him during lunch break. After his Microbiology course, he 
heads straight to the cafeteria with two fellow students that he sometimes talks to. They’re queuing 
up at the serving counter, talking about the lecture, when a tall guy standing in line behind Peter 
taps on him on the shoulder. 


“Aren’t you Tony Stark’s plaything?” 


Mouth dropping open, Peter stares at him for a second; what the hell? “I... No, I- why would you 
think that ?m—” 


The words die in his throat when the guy holds up his phone. “This sure looks like you, though.” 


When he turns the screen around, Peter winces so terribly he almost drops his tray. There’s a photo 
of Tony and him sitting in the Tesla, underneath the headline, ‘EXCLUSIVE: Tony Stark dining out 
with a college-aged boy toy!’ Panic surges through him from head to toe and he’s starting to feel 
rather dizzy. This can’t be happening. 


“Holy shit,” whispers Emma, the girl from his lecture, behind him. “Is that you?” 


“Th-This is... this is not... w-we aren’t...” Peter stutters, turning his head from left to right. “I-?’m 
just an intern at Stark Industries.” 


“Sure you are,” the guy sneers, exchanging an amused look with his friends standing next to him. 
“Probably sucked his dick to get hired, huh?” 


Peter’s eyes start burning when the guy’s friends burst out laughing. As he desperately tries to 
swallow the lump of bile building in his throat, the laughter reaching his ears sounds more and 
more dull When his chest tightens, he realizes that he’s on the verge of having an anxiety attack. 
Since collapsing in the cafeteria is the last thing Peter wants, he forces himself out of his shocked 
state, ducks underneath the railing, and flees, still clutching the tray. Stumbling out of the cafeteria, 
Peter aims for the nearest bathroom, where he quickly locks himself into one of the stalls until he’s 
managed to calm down enough to breathe again. 


Tears flowing down his cheeks freely, Peter eventually fumbles his phone out of his backpack. He 
lets out a quiet sob when he sees that he has twelve missed calls from Tony and five from MJ. The 
girl also sent 18 messages in the group chat they have with Ned. Most of the messages don’t 
contain more than the words ‘wtf’, what?!’, dude’, ‘OH SHIT’, ‘fuck’, and some emojis, but 
eventually, MJ asked him if he was okay and why neither of ‘you losers’ were reading the chat. 


Hoping that May will see the news before her co-workers, Peter sends her a quick message. He 
tells her that she shouldn’t worry about him and that he would call her later. Thank god he already 
told her... Then, he tries to call Tony, but the line is busy. Against better judgment, Peter 
eventually googles Tony’s name, whimpering when he sees how many websites are running the 
article already. Skimming over it, he feels panic rising up in him once more. Tony and him weren’t 
even talking loudly, so how could someone listen to their conversation? 


As if wanting to feel even more miserable, Peter then scrolls down to read the comments on the 
Daily Bugle, the site leaking the whole thing. What he sees, makes his hair stand on end. 


‘Stark is a fool for falling for that.’ - ‘That boy only wants his money lol’ - ‘midlife crisis 
confirmed’ - ‘That’s the most disgusting thing I’ve ever seen, I hope that it’s not true ©’ - ‘Why is 
this giving me pedo vibes?!’ - ‘is it just me or does that kid look underage ”’ - ‘Boy, just bc ur 
daddy beat u dont mean u have to whore urself out to old men.’ 


Peter’s fingers are shaking so much he has to put the phone down. Feeling extremely sick, he leans 
over the toilet in case he actually needs to throw up. When his phone rings, he cries in relief when 
he sees that it’s Tony. 


“H-Hey,” Peter sobs as soon as he picks up. 


“Hi... Oh my god, baby, are you okay?” Tony sounds extremely tense and worried. “I tried calling 
you for the past hour... Are you still in college?” 


“Y-Yeah... T-Tony, I-[’m s-so... I’m so sorry.” 
Tony falls quiet for a second. “What do you mean? What are you sorry for?” 


“IT saw some comments... P-People... people are saying really bad things about you, and if you 
weren’t d-dating me, then—” 


“Oh, Peter,” Tony sighs, pausing for a bit. “My sweet boy, please don’t worry about me. I don’t 
give a single fuck what they’ re saying. I’ve had a lot of bad press over the last couple of decades, 
but you haven’t, so the only thing ’m worried about is you. Are you okay?” 


“T... [don’t know,” Peter admits, sniffling. “I’m hiding in the bathroom because people w-were 
staring and |-laughing at me.” 


“Okay, how about I send Happy over to pick you up? I don’t feel comfortable letting you take the 
subway today. You can wait for me in the penthouse. The board of directors have convened a crisis 
meeting and I need to talk to my lawyer and my publicist, but as soon as I’m done, I'll come home, 
okay?” 


For once, Peter doesn’t even think about declining Tony’s offer of sending Happy to pick him up. 
Even though he still has two classes in the afternoon, he immediately agrees. He won’t be able to 
handle sitting in an auditorium with his fellow students staring and laughing at him. Not when he’s 
already on the verge of losing it... 


Twenty minutes later, Happy calls Peter to tell him he’s waiting for him at the parking lot. Peter 
feels a lot of affection for the man when he offers to come inside and fetch him. “Thank you so 
much, Mr. Happy,” he says, fighting down tears of emotion. “But I... it’s fine, Il come out.” 


Taking a few deep breaths, Peter carefully leaves the bathroom, making sure to keep his head 
down. Nobody stops him on his way out of the building, but he thinks he hears some students 
giggling or whispering when he hurries by. 


“How are you doing?” Happy asks when Peter climbs into his car, brows pinched in worry. 
“T’m okay,” Peter lies. “Just... please get me away from here.” 


While Happy’s driving, Peter finally texts his friends. Ever since Ned came online ten minutes ago, 
he’s spammed the group chat with similar messages as Michelle did. ‘I’/l call you later. Things are 
a little crazy right now :(’ 


When they arrive at the penthouse, Happy advises Peter to duck his head due to paparazzi lingering 
around the entry to the garage. A few minutes later, Happy unlocks the door to the apartment. “Do 
you need anything else?” 


“No, thank you, Mr. Happy,” Peter says, smiling thankfully. 
“You’re welcome, Pete. Now, if you’re sure you’re okay, I’ll drive back to the firm.” 
“Yes, ’'m okay. Really. Thanks again.” 


With a subtle bow, Happy leaves the apartment. Only once the door has fallen shut does Peter 
realize that it’s the first time he’s in the penthouse by himself. It’s weird being in Tony’s home 
without him... Shifting from one foot to the other, he hesitates before slowly walking towards the 
couch. Trying to resist the urge of checking social networks and websites for comments again, 
Peter turns on the TV, hoping that Tony won’t mind. 


After an hour, a very emotional May calls him. Even though all Peter wants to do is cry, he tries to 
keep himself together so that May won’t completely lose it. At 5:00 p.m., he decides to just get it 
over with and starts a video call with Michelle and Ned. Fortunately, his friends are a lot less 
worried than May is, and ask why Peter hasn’t told them earlier. 


“T mean, you could’ ve trusted us,” Michelle says somewhat accusingly. 


“T know, but we didn't speak about our feelings until last Monday. I didn’t dare to believe that I 
was more to Tony than just a fling. The past two months were so amazing, and I just... it felt like I 
was living a dream that I was doomed to wake up from one day.” 


“T still can’t believe it... Tony fucking Stark, man.” Ned shakes his head. “I’m not even gay, but I 
would totally let him rail me.” A second later he realizes what he just said and winces. “Oh god, 
I’m sorry.” 


While MJ scolds Ned for being “a creepy weirdo’, Peter shifts his phone so they wouldn’t see his 
flushed cheeks. “I-It’s fine. But, um... yeah. You know how much I admire his work, so I 
obviously didn’t say no when he asked me out. It was still scary, though. I swear, I was so tempted 
to call you and ask you for advice, but I didn’t want to tell you in case he stood me up and... yeah. 
That would’ ve been embarrassing.” 


“What is he like?” MJ asks after a few quiet seconds. “To be honest, I think he always comes off as 
a bit of a dick in interviews and such. And that action flick he starred in... it was pretty awful.” 


“Awful? It’s one of the funniest action movies of all time,” Ned retorts, eyes dilating in disbelief. 
“Tt even got a bunch of nominations.” 


“Yeah, yeah.” MJ rolls her eyes before flashing Peter a naughty smile. “What is he like? I want all 
the dirty details.” 


Whereas Peter blushes even worse, Ned furls his eyebrows in annoyance. “And you call me a 


weirdo.” 


“There’s a difference in asking for dirty details and telling your friend that you want to get fucked 
by their boyfriend. Jeez.” Rolling her eyes again, MJ focuses her attention back on Peter. “Come 
on, spit it out. Is he a good lover?” 


Peter hesitates. “Um... well...” 
“Or is he selfish and just takes what he wants, without giving a fuck about how you’ re feeling?” 


Taking the bait, Peter vehemently shakes his head. “No, not at all. He’s very... very caring and 
very— He always makes sure I’m comfortable, and...”» When MJ raises her brows, Peter groans. 
“He’s fucking amazing, okay? Both inside the bedroom and outside. Tony is... my absolute dream. 
Kind, hot, smart, funny—” 


“Rich,” MJ adds, laughing at Peter’s outraged expression. “Come on, you’re covered with a 
Hermes blanket.” 


“Huh?” Peter glances down at the fluffy blanket he wrapped around his waist and chest to be more 
comfortable. It has a few ‘H’s’ on it. “Oh... Is that an expensive brand?” 


“It’s a ridiculously expensive brand. One of the girls in my dorm has one, and she freaked out when 
my friend Lauren — her roommate — dared to even touch it once. That ugly piece of fabric costs a 
few thousand bucks.” 


And just like that, Peter is too intimidated to even move anymore. “Oh god. We had sex on that 
yesterday,” he says without thinking, blushing when MJ and Ned burst out laughing. He opens his 
mouth to tell them to shut up when a furious voice behind him says, 


“You gotta be fucking kidding me.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Since only a few of you guessed it, I hope the “reveal” wasn’t too complicated... If you 
have any further questions about it, feel free to ask me © Regarding Tony's fame: 
He’s obviously not as famous/popular as he’s in the real MCU, but he’s still more of a 
“celebrity” than Elon Musk and Mark Zuckerberg. Like, he’s made the news quite 
often when he was a playboy and because of the two movies he starred in, but he’s not 
a “Hollywood celebrity” like RDJ either, if that makes sense * Kind of like... his 
name and face is known world-wide, but the only country who really care about his 
private life and scandals is the US. 
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Chapter Summary 


Things take a turn for the worse. 
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This little shit. 


Harley expected a lot of things when he got home, but he didn’t expect to find Peter chilling on the 
couch as if he was living here, wrapped in Harley’s Hermes blanket and bragging about his sex life 
with his hot, rich sugar-daddy. 


Peter flinches terribly when he turns his head. ““H-How long have you been standing there?” He 
quickly swipes over his screen, probably to end the video call. 


Snorting like an angry bull, Harley walks up to him. “Long enough to hear that you and dad 
besmirched my six thousand dollar blanket. What are you even doing here?” 


Peter gulps and averts his gaze. “I... T-Tony said I could wait for him until he gets home. Have 
you... have you seen the article?” 


It is only then that Harley remembers that he wanted to show empathy next time he saw Peter, to 
lure him into a false sense of security. Trying to swallow down his anger, he takes a few calm 
breaths and says, “Yeah, I have. I know you probably don’t believe me, but I’m really sorry this 
happened. You don't deserve that.” 


“Thanks,” Peter says despondently. “I don’t know why someone would do something like this... 
eavesdrop on us and leak it to the papers, I mean. Tony said they’re usually very discreet at these 
kinds of restaurants.” 


Harley smiles weakly. “Sorry for saying this, but... you’re really naive. Some people would do 
everything for money, no matter how much they already have. As the son of one of the richest men 
alive, I know what that’s like. I’ve always had to be careful about what I say and how I behave in 
public.” 


“But we were just having a normal conversation,” Peter mumbles, glancing up at Harley with his 
big doe eyes. “We weren’t saying anything inappropriate or... scandalous.” 


Harley can barely resist snorting. He clearly remembers how Tony lowered his voice to tease Peter 
with a punishment, and how fond Peter seemed to be of it. 


Oh, what he wouldn’t give to know what kind of punishment they were thinking about... 


Before he knows it, Harley’s overcome with the mental image of Peter spread out on his bed; limbs 
tied to his bedposts, squirming and begging as Harley’s mouth and hands are teasing, edging, his 
cock for hours... Only when his pants tighten uncomfortably, does Harley snap out of it. 


“Whatever,” he says, mouth feeling oddly watery. “Would you, um, mind giving me back my 
blanket?” 


“Oh... Um, s-sure.” Blushing deeply, Peter wriggles a little to free himself from the blanket and 
gets up from the sofa. However, when he stretches out his arm to hand the blanket over, Harley 
can’t bring himself to grab it. What if it has his dad's cum or sweat on it? Ew. 


"You know what? I’Il tell dad to get it cleaned, first.” 


Peter’s face turns so hot Harley could fry an egg on it. “I-I can take it home and put it in the 
washing machine, if you want.” 


Even though Harley has no idea on how to do laundry, something tells him that a Hermes blanket 
isn’t supposed to be put into an ordinary washing machine. “I’m pretty sure that would ruin it. That 
ugly piece of fabric, as the girl you were talking to called it, is quite delicate.” 


Just when Peter opens his mouth to apologize, there’s a noise coming from the entrance hall. 
“Peter?” A second later, Tony bursts into the living-kitchen room, looking flustered. 


“Tony!” With a choked sob, Peter drops the blanket and rushes past Harley to jump right into 
Tony’s arms. 


Everything inside of Harley is screaming as he’s forced to watch his father shower Peter’s face 
with dozens of kisses, all the while mumbling, “I’m so sorry, baby.”...“It’s alright, baby.”...” We’ ll 
figure it out, baby.” 


Barely able to withstand the urge to run up to them and drag Peter away from Tony, Harley 
clenches his fists and asks loudly, “What did Pepper say?” 


Only now does Tony even acknowledge that his only son is standing there as well. With one last 
kiss to Peter’s forehead, Tony lifts his head to look at Harley. “She’s... okay with it.” 


Whereas Harley’s stomach turns at this, Peter gasps. “Y-You've spoken to her already?” He tilts 
back his head to stare at Tony with watery eyes. 


“Yes, but as I said, she’s okay with it.” Smiling softly, Tony leans down to place another kiss on 
Peter’s nose. “But she wants to meet you before I introduce you to Morgan. Which is reasonable, if 
you ask me. So, um, she offered to bring Morgan over tomorrow and... have dinner with us.” 


“She wants to eat with us?” Peter sounds as astonished as Harley feels. “Like... you and me?” 


Cupping Peter’s cheek, Tony nods. “Yes. If you’re okay with it, that is. I know it’s a little... 
awkward, but I consider her a very good friend. And if Morgan sees that you two get along, then 
everything will be easier.” 


“But... what if she doesn’t like me?” 


Tony opens his mouth to answer, but Harley beats him to it. “I’m sure she will,” he says as sweetly 
as possible. “I mean, she adored Steve and was really sad about the break-up. Wasn’t she, dad?” 


Shifting awkwardly, Tony’s mouth forms into a thin line as he tries to do damage control. “Um... 
yes. Pep has always been very supportive of me. Which is why she said she’ll support us as well.” 


Harley fumes when Peter’s lips curl into a relieved smile. “In that case... I’m okay if she eats with 
us. I just hope she’ Il like me.” 


“She will. I promise you that everything will be okay, Pete. You’ll see. Apart from Morgan and 
Pepper, I only care about what my friends say. Fortunately, Nat is friends with basically all of 
them, and she promised me she’d tell them what a sweet and kind person you are.” When Tony 
leans down to give Peter a very tender, proper kiss on the mouth, Harley can’t take it anymore. 
Trembling with fury, he turns on his heels and marches into the corridor. 


He makes it to his room just in time before tears of hurt and anger escape his eyes. He can’t take it. 
Harley is used to getting what he wants without question and without delay, but now, for the first 
time in his life, his object of desire is unattainable. And it’s killing him. 


Deep down, Harley knows that he’s always been a very jealous and possessive person, but it’s 
never really posed a problem until now. Truth is, Harley has hooked up with guys before, but he’s 
never actually had any sort of deeper affection for any of them beyond that. 


fete se ad Gace ee see, 


There’s just something about Peter that makes Harley want him more than he’s ever wanted 
anything — or anyone — before. His innocence, his naiveté, and his shyness; Peter’s almost 
desperate urge to be kind to everyone; his adorkableness... It makes Harley feel things he's never 
felt before, despite not even having one proper conversation with Peter, yet. 


Harley isn’t completely naive, though. He knows that even if Peter and Tony were to break up 
now, Peter most likely wouldn't run straight into Harley’s arms and ask him to date him instead. 
Yet, he still hopes that he’ Il get a shot after Peter and Tony end their doomed-to-fail ‘relationship’. 
Once he’s had time to heal, Peter will hopefully realize how much better off he is with a guy his 
own age than with a man more than twenty years older than him, and allow Harley to comfort 
him. 


And if not, then Harley at least won’t have to deal with having to watch Peter kiss Tony ever again. 


“So... you think it’s better if we publish a statement?” Peter asks, curling his fingers against the 
soft fabric of Tony’s shirt. Tony spent the last half hour telling him about his conversation with his 
lawyer and his publicist. 


“Either that or we’ ll just ignore it for now, and hope that the buzz will die down. From my past 
experience with Steve, I doubt they’Il leave us alone any time soon, though.” 


Peter shivers. They've never spoken about Steve Rogers before, but Peter has seen enough articles 
and photos of them to know how interested the public were in their relationship. “But Steve was 
the first guy you ever dated after your coming-out, and he’s... a world-famous model. I’m just a 
college student.” 


“One young enough to be my son,” Tony adds gloomily. “Don’t forget that some people feed on 
drama; the more scandalous, the better.” 


Even though Peter knows it’s naive, he asks Tony to not publish a statement just yet. There’s a tiny 
part of him that holds onto the hope that Tony is wrong... that maybe people will leave them alone 
once they find out how boring Peter is. “I don't want even more attention right now. It can’t hurt to 
wait and let the hate die down first, right?” he concludes, causing Tony to sigh. 


“Tf only it were that easy... But sure, we can still go public if things don’t develop like we hope 
they will. The most important thing is that your friends and mine are okay with it. And even if they 
have some doubts, they’ll surely vanish once they’ve seen how happy we are.” 


Since Peter hasn’t eaten anything for lunch, they decide to order burgers and fries for dinner. Tony 
goes to ask Harley if he wants to order with them, giving Peter time to send a quick message to MJ, 
Ned, and May. When Tony returns, he’s accompanied by Harley. However, instead of joining them 
on the couch, the boy wishes them a “Nice evening”, grabs his jacket, and leaves the penthouse. 


“Where is he going?” Peter asks, feeling a little uneasy. 


Tony shrugs his shoulders. “He said something about a party.” When he sees how despondent 
Peter looks, he sits down and puts his left hand on Peter’s right thigh. “What’s the matter?” 


“T feel like he’s still avoiding me. I mean, he basically leaves every time I’m here.” 


Softly shaking his head, Tony says, “I don’t think you should worry about it. He always used to go 
out once or twice a week. Also, I think he started dating that one guy from his party.” When Peter 
looks doubtful still, Tony’s lips curl into a seductive smile. “Look on the bright side... Now we 
have the whole apartment to ourselves.” 


Even though Peter allows Tony to kiss him, he gently pushes him away after a few seconds. “I... I 
don’t think I’m in the mood today. Sorry.” Nervously biting down on his bottom lip, Peter watches 
Tony closely. How will he react? Peter has never refused him before, so what if Tony gets really 
upset with him and— 


“No worries, baby,” Tony says as softly as possible. “We don’t have to. It’s fine.” 
Peter sighs in relief when Tony kisses him on the forehead. “So... You’re not mad with me?” 


“Why would I be mad?” Tony asks, eyes widening a little. “Peter... We don’t have to have sex 
every time you spend the night. And after everything that happened today, I completely understand 
if you’re not in the mood.” 


Feeling even more affection for Tony than before, Peter leans forward to give him another soft, 
tender kiss. Could Tony be any more perfect? Despite everything bad that happened today, Peter 
feels like the luckiest boy in the world. 


Unfortunately, things take a turn for the worse twelve hours later. Peter and Tony have barely sat 
down to have breakfast when Tony’s phone rings. “It’s my publicist,” he groans. Flashing Peter an 
apologetical look, he picks up. “Janine?” 


Peter can’t hear what she says, but judging by Tony’s shocked expression, it can’t be anything 
good. “Fuck,” he curses a few moments later. “For real?” Peter’s heart clenches when Tony looks 
at him full of worry. “These fucking assholes... Okay, we— No, we don’t want to make a 
statement... Hm... okay, sure. See you later.” 


“What happened?” Peter croaks as soon as Tony has ended the call. He’s breathing heavily when 


Tony gently takes his hands in his own. 


“Someone... leaked quite a bit of information about you to the papers,” Tony says gravely. “I’m 
sorry, baby.” 


“W-What information?” 


Tony sighs deeply. “Your full name, your age, where you go to college, that you live in Queens, 
that you’re... an orphan, and that you’re an intern at Stark Industries.” 


Peter feels like he got hit by a freight train. “N-No, this is... who would leak all that stuff? And... 
and w-why? I’m just... oh god.” Dissolving into tears, Peter allows Tony to wrap his arms around 
him. 


“T’m so sorry. People are... they are horrible. Problem is that I’m a public figure, so it’s not easy to 
proceed against anyone who’s sharing your private information or posting about it. If we knew 
who did it, we could try to file a lawsuit, but...” 


Peter doesn’t need Tony to finish the sentence. Basically anyone who went to school with him and 
even some workmates could’ ve spread this information. “It’s okay. I don’t want any trouble,” Peter 
sniffles, wiping a few tears from his cheeks. “I'll just stay home from college today and hope that 
things will cool down over the weekend.” 


They finish their breakfast in oppressive silence. Unable to eat much, Peter nibbles on his toast and 
drinks his coffee. “Is it really okay if I stay here without you?” he asks a few minutes later when 
Tony gets ready to leave for work. 


“Of course. I'll try to be back as soon as possible. If you’re hungry, feel free to cook or eat 
anything you can find.” Leaning down for a quick kiss, Tony leaves the penthouse. 


As soon as the door has fallen shut, Peter opens the browser on his phone to look for the article. 
Just like yesterday, it was the Daily Bugle who had posted it. The headline alone is enough to 
make Peter’s stomach turn. “The true intentions of Tony Stark's new boy toy:” 


“Feelings ran high after yesterday’s exclusive scoop regarding Tony Stark’s new boy 
toy. Those of you who have already voiced their misgivings about Stark presumably 
dating a college-aged kid better buckle up: As various independent sources tell us, 
Stark’s new lover is Peter Parker, a 19-year-old student at Empire State University. 
Orphaned at a young age, Parker grew up in Queens under poor circumstances. A 
former classmate tells us that Parker was very hostile and conceited in school. “He 
only tried to befriend those of us who were rich and whose parents had influence, ” 
says a former classmate, who wants to stay anonymous. They also point out that 
Parker previously tried to come to fame by running a YouTube channel with one of the 
few friends that he has. “He always used to say that he would be famous and rich one 
day. Seems like he’s found a way to do just that.” How an unpopular boy like Peter 
Parker managed to catch himself the most sought-after homosexual bachelor in the 
world remains a mystery, but what we managed to find out is that two months ago, he 
was hired as an intern at Stark Industries by Tony Stark himself. For the sake of 
Stark’s children, Morgan (5) and Harley (20), we can only hope that Stark will come 
to his senses very soon.” 


Peter is too shocked to even cry. Not only did they find —and link — his embarrassing YouTube 
channel, they claim that Peter made videos to get famous. Which couldn’t be any further from the 
truth. Panicking, Peter skims over the article once again. He was neither hostile or conceited in 


school, nor did he ever try to befriend anyone who was rich. And he never said that he wanted to 
be famous or rich either. What “former classmate’ of his would lie like that? Flash? Brad? And 
most importantly, will Tony believe any of it? 


Heart pounding rapidly in his throat, Peter scrolls down to the comment section. Even though the 
article was posted only thirty minutes ago, there are already more than enough comments. “A gold 
digger. What a surprise ” - “Just because it’s legal to date a child doesn’t mean it’s okay.” - 
“That boy can’t even legally drink, this is disgusting.” - “Dream bigger, baby boy.” - “Tony’s son 
is OLDER and even his young daughter is closer in age TO PETER than PETER ISTO HIM” - 
"At least Parker's parents are spared the shame of seeing this." 


With a choked up sob, Peter tries to turn off the screen with his shaking fingers. Knowing that 
people could be so incredibly mean, not just to him, but to Tony as well, is enough to make him cry 
after all. 


Twenty minutes later, May calls him. She’s beside herself with worry and wants Peter to come 
over, but he’s too scared to leave the house, in case there’s still paparazzi lurking in front of the 
entrance. 


After ending the call with May, Peter tries to study for the classes he’s missing out on today. He 
finds that he’s feeling way too miserable to concentrate, so he decides to watch TV instead. Shortly 
after 10 a.m., Harley struts into the living room, frowning when his eyes fall on Peter. ““Aren’t you 
supposed to be in college or something?” 


“Yes, but... [can’t deal with seeing anyone today,” Peter says sadly. Trying to swallow down 
fresh tears, he turns off the TV and gets up from the sofa. “I didn’t know you were home. I don’t 
want to bother you, so I'll just... go to the bedroom.” 


Harley lets out a heavy sigh. “It’s fine,” he mumbles. “I’m not doing any charity work today 
anyways.” They awkwardly glance at each other for a while before Harley shifts a bit. “May I 
ask... is it because of the article? People have been spamming my Instagram page about it, so I 
looked it up and saw that they linked my profile. I’m really sorry this is happening.” 


Just like yesterday, Peter doesn’t know whether he should really believe him. Not wanting to be 
‘hostile and conceited’, though, Peter tries to force his lips into a somewhat believing smile. “It’s 
not your fault. I’m sorry that they’re dragging you into this.” 


“No worries. I’m used to it.” Shrugging his shoulders, Harley comes a little closer. “‘ You aren’t, 
though, so... are you okay?” 


“J...” Don’t cry, please don’t cry... “N-No.” Knowing he’s fighting a losing battle, Peter quickly 
turns around so that Harley won’t see his inevitable tears. “I’m not. They m-make it sound like I’m 
an attention-seeking whore and... I-I never wanted to be famous. And I never tried to befriend 
anyone in school just because they were rich. This is all... f-fucking bullshit.” 


“You can’t let this get to you so much,” Harley says from behind Peter’s back. “I’m friends with an 
ex Disney child star, and you don’t even want to know how many lies people have spread about 
her in the last ten years. If this bothers you so much, you aren’t made to be in the spotlight.” 


“Of course I’m not made to be in the spotlight,” Peter cries. “I’m an ordinary boy from Queens, 
whose only goal in life was to one day get a decent job that would help me pay my rent. I-[ don’t 
need any of this crap.” He wildly gestures at his phone laying on the coffee table. 


Harley lets out a slightly irritated snort. “Look, I’m really, really sorry for having to burst your 


bubble, but if you want to date my dad, this crap is going to be a part of it, whether you like it or 
not. If you can’t accept it, then you’ ll need to end things with dad before it drags you down even 
further.” 


Feeling anger bubbling up inside him, Peter turns around. “Yeah, that would suit you just fine, 
wouldn’t it?” Harley opens his mouth to protest, but Peter cuts him off. “Do you think I’ve 
forgotten that you called me a gold digger and a whore yourself? And that you tried to set me up so 
that Tony would break up with me nearly a week ago?” 


“No,” Harley hisses, stepping closer. “But apparently, you’ ve forgotten that I apologized and 
explained why I acted the way I did. I’m not saying this out of spite, Peter. I’m saying this because 
I grew up with the papers writing shit about my family. The day you agreed to date my dad was the 
day that you consented to all of this. You can’t tell me that you two never intended to tell the 
public that you’re dating. At least not if you’re both as serious about this as you claim to be.” 


Peter swallows thickly. Even though he hates to admit it, Harley does have a point. “Of course we 
would’ ve told them eventually, but we wanted to do it on our terms, and after we’d told all our 
friends.” 


“T understand that, but do you honestly think that their reactions would’ ve been better? Let me tell 
you: they wouldn’t. Just like me, people would’ ve had a bad feeling about it at first because of 
your age. I even think dad wasn’t completely honest with you yesterday, since he’d told me that 
he’d had a heated discussion with Pepper about you. Which means she wasn’t ‘okay’ with it right 
away either. She probably still isn’t, which is why she wants to meet you.” 


Peter’s stomach turns at that. “Why would Tony lie to me?” 


“Because he knows you’re not strong enough to handle the truth,” Harley says in a voice as if he 
was talking to a small child. “Look, I don’t mean this in a bad way. He wants to protect you, just 
like he always wants to protect Morgan and me. Boyfriend or not, you’ re still a teenager. A kid. 
Patronizing you isn’t gonna help you right now, though. I’m pretty sure this is only the beginning, 
so... If you want to live in peace, then you should seriously think over your relationship with my 
dad. However, if you’re fine with the nasty consequences of being in the spotlight, then ’'m happy 
to support you as best as I can.” 


For a moment, Peter doesn’t know what to say. Although he’s still not sure whether he can trust 
Harley or not, he has a feeling that the older boy doesn’t actually mean any harm. That he wants to 
reassure and help Peter... in his own, painfully honest way. 


And yet, if this means that he has to choose between Tony and a peaceful life, then Peter’s answer 
is simple. However, since Harley just called him a kid, Peter doesn’t want to sound childish and tell 
him that he never wants to be without Tony ever again. Granted, it’s a little early for that, so what 
he says instead is, “Thank you.” Pausing, he tries to swallow the lump in his throat. “I... I guess 
Pll think about it.” 


“That’s reasonable.” Harley flashes him an encouraging smile. “And as I said, I'll gladly support 
you, no matter what you decide. I really want to be your friend, Peter, whether you’re dating my 
dad or not. I actually have a really clever idea on how to respond to the hate, without actually 
saying anything. It would surely help calm everyone down and make them realize that they’ re 
overreacting.” 


Knitting his brows, Peter asks, “What do you mean?” 


“You'll see.” Winking mysteriously, Harley takes out his phone. “Just give me a sec.” Peter can’t 


see what Harley’s doing with his phone, but the way his thumbs are moving rapidly makes him 
think that he’s typing something. After about a minute, Harley grins widely. “Done.” 


Turning his phone around, he shows Peter his screen. The boy draws air in sharply when he sees 
what Harley did. He posted the fucking selfie that Harley took of him and Peter last Saturday, right 
above the caption: ‘when you have zero fucks to give #nofilter #oldpic #hungover #besties’ 


What in the world was he thinking? 


Chapter End Notes 


I feel like nothing happened in this but ugh, I don’t feel ready to skip scenes between 
Peter and Harley just yet. It got too long to feature Pepper and Morgan, but I promise it 
will happen next week :) 
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Peter meets Pepper and Morgan. 
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“W-Why did you post this?” Peter asks after a few seconds of staring at Harley’s phone with wide 
eyes. 


Because it will give him a shit ton of followers? Duh. 


“Because I have hundreds of hateful comments from people asking me what I’m thinking about my 
dad dating a boy younger than me,” Harley explains. “By posting this, they’ II see that I already 
knew and that I’m okay with it.” 


“But... that caption makes it sound like I don’t care about the hate.” 


“That’s the point. You need to show them that their comments don’t get to you or they’Il never 
stop,” Harley says, knowing well enough that this photo will probably only increase the hate. It's 
not exactly a flattering angle for Peter, and the side-by-side comparison with Harley -- Tony's son - 
- makes it even more painfully obvious how young Peter is. 


“N-No, I- Please delete it, Harley. Even if you're right, I don’t want them to think I’m looking for 
attention.” 


“They won’t think that,” Harley lies, trying to stifle his laughter. “I didn’t tag your account, and 
I’m not following you, so they won’t be able to find your profile. Therefore, you won’t get any 
follow requests. This will help you. Trust me, I know what I'm doing.” 


Before Peter can protest again, Harley winks and goes back to his room. Things are finally looking 
bright again... When Harley sent the email to the Daily Bugle yesterday, claiming to be a former 
classmate, he didn’t expect the article to turn out that perfect. Even though he made up the part 
about Peter trying to become famous and befriending rich students, he doesn’t doubt for a second 
that there’s a certain truth to it. Why else post those cringe-worthy videos on YouTube? 


Not even an hour after posting the selfie, the first celeb gossip accounts and websites start to repost 
it. The reactions it evokes are phenomenal. 


‘He’s not even good-looking... °° - ‘ omg they could be brothers’ - ‘How funny would it be if 
Harley ended up screwing Peter’s dad?! &) Bet Tony wouldn't be so happy about that.’ - ‘that 
CHILD just wants attention!’ - ‘If I were Harley Keener I'd try to get my father committed. This is 


so gross.’ - ‘Parker’s parents must be turning in their graves.’ 


Peter’s dead parents being dragged into it does make Harley feel a little bad, but if this is what it 
takes to make Peter give up on Tony, it can’t be helped. Opening Instagram, Harley squeals when 
he sees that he got over five thousand new follow requests in the last two hours. In order to accept 
the requests all at once, he quickly makes his profile public before making it private again, 
bringing his total follower count up to 508,362. 


Harley spends the next couple of hours in his room, scrolling through Instagram. For lunch, he 
returns to the kitchen to make himself a sandwich. Peter’s still sitting on the couch, looking like a 
picture of misery as he’s staring at the TV with red-rimmed, glassy eyes, and sniffling 
occasionally. 


Should he comfort him a little? Tf the dinner goes as badly as Harley anticipates, then Peter and 
Tony will be broken up by tomorrow; making way for Harley to become Peter’s rebound hook-up 
soon enough... 


“Hey. Feeling a little better?" 


"Not really," Peter says in a teary voice, bottom lip quivering. "Now people are making fun of me 
for those stupid Lego unboxing YouTube videos my friend Ned and I posted a few years ago." 


"On no," Harley sighs, hoping to sound sympathetic. "I'm sorry. Have you considered deleting 
them?" 


"I deleted them as soon as I saw the article, but some websites posted screenshots of them. And 
someone even reuploaded the worst ones. I mean... who does that? Why do people care who your 
dad is dating? He's a grown-up, I'm a grown-up... we're not doing anything illegal. Are they so 
frustrated with their own lives that they need to tear others down?" 


Not knowing how to properly respond to that, Harley changes topics. "Well... I’m making myself 
some sandwiches. Want some too?” 


Lips parting slightly, Peter flashes Harley a thankful look. “I’m not really hungry, but thanks for the 
offer. Really.” 


Shrugging his shoulders, Harley moves towards the kitchen. “Let me know if you change your 


mind.” 


Peter’s on edge for the rest of the day. The mean articles, the rude comments, the annoying texts 
some of his old schoolmates or fellow college students send him; the fact that Pepper might not be 
supportive of their relationship, and the upcoming dinner with Morgan... It's enough to make Peter 
more anxious than he’s ever been before. 


It gets better the second Tony finally comes home from work. The comfort of being embraced and 
held by his strong arms make Peter feel secure and protected immediately. 


“How are you, baby?” 


“Better, now that you’re here,” Peter says, nestling his face against the crook of Tony’s neck. 
“How are you? How was work?” 


“T’m okay, Peter. As I said, please don’t worry about me. And work was pretty uneventful.” 


“No problems with the board?” 
“No,” Tony says, voice a little higher than usual. 


Thinking back to Harley’s words, Peter leans back a little so that he’s able to look up at Tony. 
“Can you... please not patronize me? I saw an article about the stock dropping significantly. 
And... I also know that you lied to me about Pepper’s reaction.” 


“What do you mean?” Knitting his brows, Tony licks over his lips. 


“Harley told me that you had a heated discussion with her.” When Tony’s jaw clenches, Peter 
quickly appeases him. “Please don’t be mad at him. I’m glad that he told me because now I know 
what to expect. Please, Tony... I appreciate you wanting to protect me, but I want you to be honest 
with me from now on. I’m... an adult. Please.” 


Tony sighs deeply, but his brown eyes are full of love and affection when he looks down at him. 
“I’m sorry, Peter. It wasn’t my intention to lie to you, I just didn’t want to put even more pressure 
on your shoulders. But you’re right, it wasn’t my right to assume you want to be protected rather 
than being told the truth.” 


Moving over to the couch, Tony tells him everything about his phone call with Pepper yesterday, 
and about the board meetings he had. “They aren’t happy about the stock drop, obviously, but it’s 
not like they can fire me or anything. This is still my firm. I hold most of the shares, and if they 
have a problem with who I hire or date, it’s their problem, not mine. This isn’t the first time the 
stock price dropped due to things that are happening in my private life, and just like every time 
before that, it will recover soon enough. You really don’t have to worry about it.” 


Since it’s 6:00 p.m. already, Tony says he needs to start with the cooking. When Peter offers to 
help, Tony declines -- as usual -- but this time, the boy doesn’t give in so easily. “TI insist,” he says, 
sounding way less confident than he intended. “Please, Tony. After Uncle Ben died, I always 
helped May. I even did most of the cooking the first few months after it happened because she... 
was really struggling.” 


Flashing Peter a look of sympathy, Tony sighs again. “If you really want to help, then of course 
you can. Thank you, baby.” 


Beaming, Peter leaps up for a kiss. This was easier than he’d expected... 


After setting the table, Peter’s chopping vegetables for the salad while Tony's cooking pasta and 
assembling the dessert -- pudding -- at the same time. At 6:20 p.m., Peter goes to the master 
bathroom to freshen up a little. As he checks himself out in the mirror, his stomach churns 
uncomfortably. If only he wasn't wearing his NASA t-shirt... He only packed fresh clothes for one 
day on Wednesday since he hadn't intended to stay for another night, meaning he's still wearing the 
same clothes he wore yesterday. 


For a wild second, Peter considers asking Harley to lend him a fresh shirt, but he doesn’t want to 
push his luck. Harley is surprisingly nice to him today, and Peter doesn’t want to fuck it up. fs 


Sighing, Peter finishes up and leaves the room. In the corridor, he runs into Harley, who eyes him 
up and down. “You okay?” 


“Yeah. Just a little nervous.” 


“You'll be fine” Harley says, flashing him an encouraging smile. “As long as you are confident 


and outgoing, Pepper will love you. And Morgan... just give her anything she wants and she’ ll 
love you too.” 


Peter really wishes Harley didn’t say that. He’s neither confident, nor outgoing... They arrive in the 
living room seconds before the doorbell rings. Peter’s heart leaps into his throat as Tony hurries 
into the hallway with a nervous expression, opening the door with a cheerful, “Right on time!” 


“Daddy!” 


Peter catches a glimpse of Morgan’s beaming face before Tony picks her up, giving her a lingering 
smooch on the forehead. “Hi, baby girl.” 


And suddenly, Peter feels a little weird. Tony loves to call him baby boy when they’re alone, 
especially during sex, and hearing him use the same nickname for his young daughter is... 
awkward. However, Peter’s thoughts are wiped from his mind the second Tony carries Morgan 
into the living room, looking older and much more like a dad than ever before. Instead of feeling 
even more awkward about it, the sight sends a pleasant shiver running down Peter’s spine. Tony 
being in full-on dad mode is hotter than it should be. Fuck. 


Only once Pepper enters the living room does Peter snap out of it. “Hi,” she says, showing a 
reserved smile as she comes closer and stretches out her hand. “I’m Pepper.” 


“H-Hi,” Peter stutters, despite desperately trying not to. His hand is sweaty and shaky when he 
takes Pepper’s hand. “I-I’m Peter. Peter Parker. Um... N-Nice to meet you.” 


The way her eyes are moving up and down his clothes before lingering on his face makes his 
cheeks grow hot. The fact that she’s taller than him by two or three inches doesn’t help. 


“Hi, Pep,” Harley says to Peter’s right, stepping forward to kiss her on both cheeks. “How are 
you?” 


“Hi. I’m fine, how are you?” 


When they start chatting, Peter steps back and turns around to look for Tony. The man is standing 
a few feet to the left, still carrying Morgan. 


“Morgan, I want you to meet someone,” Tony mumbles in her ear before putting her down. “This 
is Peter. He’s... my new boyfriend.” 


“Your new boyfriend?” Morgan opens her eyes a bit more, staring at Peter for a few seconds 
before turning to look up at Tony again. “Like Steve was?” 


Tony chuckles and squats down. “Yes. Like Steve was. Why don’t you go say hello? I told Peter a 
lot about you, and he’s been dying to meet you.” 


She giggles when Tony kisses her on the forehead. “Okay.” 


Peter’s heart beats a little faster when she runs up to him. “H-Hi Morgan. I’m Peter,” he says, 
smiling nervously as he stretches out his hand. Is this a usual way of approaching an almost six- 
year-old child? To his relief, the young girl takes his hand without hesitation. 


“You look young,” she says, eyes narrowing slightly. It was a statement rather than a question, and 
judging by the awkward silence in the room, Peter wasn’t the only one who heard it. 


“Um... “ Peter begins, breaking into a cold sweat. 


Undeterred, Morgan continues, “Steve looked old, like mommy and daddy. And he was tall, like a 
giant. You’re not so tall.” 


When Peter says, “Um,” again, Tony fortunately comes to his rescue. 


“That’s right,” he smiles, ruffling Morgan’s hair. “Peter isn’t as old as me, and he’s not so tall as 
Steve. But he’s very, very nice and smart.” 


“Okay,” she chirps, shrugging her shoulders. 


Pulling her hand out of Peter’s, she then runs up to Harley, who picks her up with a cheerful, “Hey, 
Morgana.“ He too kisses her on the forehead. “How was kindergarten?” 


“Good. We went to the circus yesterday. I rode a pony. Wanna see a picture?” 


“T’d love to see it too, but I suggest we eat, first,” Tony interrupts with a smile. “I cooked your 
favorite spaghetti.” 


Peter almost feels like an outsider when the family moves to sit at the big dining table. Just like 
always, Tony sits down in the single chair at the head of the table. Peter usually seats himself in the 
first chair on the right side of the table, but it’s occupied by Morgan, whereas the first chair on the 
left side is occupied by Harley. Since Pepper takes a seat next to Morgan, Peter’s left with no other 
choice than to sit down to Harley’s left, opposite of Pepper. Great. 


A second later, Tony gets up again to serve the food. Peter quickly follows him and assists him 
with the plates. “You okay?” Tony murmurs, arranging pasta and sauce on the plate. 


“Sure,” Peter whispers, quickly grabbing the salad bowl and carrying it over to the table. He feels 
like Pepper is watching him closely, but when he looks at her, she quickly averts her gaze. 


Once they’re all seated again, they start to eat in silence. After a few minutes, Pepper tries to make 
some conversation. "So, Peter," she begins, forcing her lips into a smile. "I read you're an 
influencer as well?" 


Peter almost chokes on his spaghetti. "N-No, not at all. I barely even use my Instagram account." 


"Oh... okay,” Pepper says, looking surprised, but pleased. “Sorry, I thought— That one article I 
read mentioned you being a ‘YouTuber’, I think." 


Peter’s face grows hot. "Nonono, we... we had to create a video for a school project and, um, my 
friend Ned and I had so much fun recording it that we shot a few more. But we never— That article 
was a bunch of lies. I highly doubt they actually talked to a former schoolmate of mine, and even if 
they did, it was probably one of those who’ ve always been out to get me. I don’t want to be 
famous. Or rich. I mean, s-sure, it's not a bad thing if you don't have to worry about money and 
being able to pay your bills, but I want to earn it myself." 


"Your friends and family know the truth," Tony says from the head of the table, flashing him a 
reassuring smile. "And these are the only people you should care about.” 


“That’s easy for you to say,” Harley tosses in, surprising Tony and Peter alike. “Peter isn’t like us, 
dad. He doesn’t have tons of friends and fans. He doesn’t even have a proper family. If there’s 
barely any people in the world who actually like you, then the last thing you want is reading 
negative stuff about you on the internet.” 


There’s a very long and awkward silence that follows. As Peter tries to swallow the lump in his 


throat, he wonders once again if Harley is just lacking empathy or if he’s just too honest for his 
own good. He is right, of course, but... the way he said it... 


It’s Morgan who breaks the silence. “Mommy, may I have some more juice, please?” She points at 
the jar filled with OJ. When Pepper moves to fill Morgan’s glass, the woman glances at Peter. 


“So, um... If you don’t want to be an influencer, what do you want to be?” 


Rolling some more spaghetti onto his fork, Peter clears his throat, hoping it won't sound teary. “A 
scientist. ’d love to work in biochemical research and, provided I get a scholarship for it, enroll in 
the doctoral program after I have my Bachelor and Master degree.” 


“What’s a scientist?” Morgan asks, looking at Peter with interest. 
“Someone like Uncle Bruce,” Tony explains. 


Trying to connect with the little girl, Peter gathers up the courage to ask Morgan, “Do you already 
know what you want to be when you’re grown-up?” 


Her answer surprises him. “An Astronaut. I love their helmets. And daddy said they fly to the 
moon.” She looks up at the concrete ceiling and scrunches up her face when she realizes that she 
can’t see the sky from here. 


“Wow, that’s really cool. I chose Astrophysics and Cosmology as an elective course because I’m a 
big NASA fan,” Peter says, pointing at his shirt. “We sometimes go to the planetarium. They have 
a very big telescope there, which allows us to take a very close look at the moon and other planets. 
It’s fascinating.” 


Morgan’s pupils dilate excitedly. “Can I see?” 
“Um...” Seeking help, Peter looks sheepishly at Tony, who grins. 


“We’ve actually been talking about taking her to the planetarium. Becoming an astronaut is more 
of a recent career wish, but how about we go tomorrow?” 


Whereas Morgan bounces in her seat, Pepper furrows her brows. “Id rather you stayed home this 
weekend. There were two paparazzi running forward when we got out of the car.” With a worried 
side glance at Morgan, she advises that Tony hires some additional security personnel for the 
weekend. “I don’t want them to follow you and take pictures of her.” 


“Neither do I,” Tony says soothingly. “But you’re right. Maybe it’s better if we stay home this 
weekend.” 


Feeling guilty, Peter lowers his head. If it weren’t for him, they wouldn’t have to deal with all this 
shit right now... He stays mostly silent for the rest of the meal, listening to Harley telling Pepper 
that he’s ‘taking a break’ from MIT because he wants to concentrate on his ‘influencer’ career. 
Harley then proceeds to talk about his party and some promo stuff for almost twenty minutes 
straight. 


After dessert, they move over to the lounge, where Peter’s finally able to sit down next to Tony 
again. Out of consideration for Morgan and Pepper, they make sure not to be overly affectionate 
towards one another, but Morgan doesn’t seem to care all that much. Climbing onto Tony’s lap 
twice, she shows both him and Peter two watercolor drawings she made in kindergarten, as well as 
a printed photo of when she was riding the pony. 


At 8:00 p.m., Pepper leaves. Her eyes crinkle kindly when she says goodbye to Peter. “It was nice 
meeting you.” 


Even though it takes a load off Peter’s mind, he decides to go home as well. After all, they did say 
it’s better if he didn’t spend the night right away. 


“Alright,” Tony says, closing the entrance door behind Pepper. “I'll just put Morgan to bed and 
then I'll drive you back to Queens. I don’t want you to take the subway, and Happy’s off-duty 
already.” 


Just when Peter wonders who’s gonna look after Morgan, Harley calls over from the sofa, “Just in 
case you expect me to babysit, I can’t. I promised Harry and Gwen that we’ll go clubbing today.” 


“Today?” Tony purses his lips. “Have you forgotten that there’s paparazzi camping outside our 
building?” 


“So? They’ re interested in you two, not me. I’m sorry, dad. I can’t look after Morgan tonight.” 
“Tt’s fine,” Peter says quickly. “Actually famous people take the subway too.” 


But Tony shakes his head. “Then I’m calling you a cab. I don’t want the paps to find out your 
address.” Before Peter can point out that he can’t afford a cab from Midtown Manhattan all the 
way over to his home in Jackson Heights, Tony’s already taken out his wallet. Peter prays Harley 
doesn’t see Tony handing him a fifty-dollar note. “No discussion. Please,” he says, giving Peter a 
quick kiss on the mouth. “Once things have calmed down, you can use public transport again all 
you want.” 


For Morgan’s sake, Harley swallows down his anger when he sees Tony handing Peter money. 
Assuming Peter was too miserly to pay for a cab, he claimed he had plans for tonight so Peter 
would be compelled to take the subway and — hopefully — get harassed by paparazzi or other 
weirdos on his way back to Queens. But of course Peter let his sugar daddy pay for it. 


Once he’s back in his room, Harley anonymously sends Peter’s address to some websites. Even 
though it’s a little severe, Harley feels like he has no other choice. The meeting with Pepper and 
Morgan went way too well, but if Peter can’t even step a foot outside anymore without getting 
harrassed, then maybe he’II finally break down and give up on Tony. 


Afterwards, Harley calls Harry and Gwen to ask if they actually do want to go clubbing. Harry says 
he’s busy, but Gwen agrees. To Harley’s annoyance, the paparazzi lingering in front of their 
building have left already. However, his mood improves when there’s three paparazzi waiting 
outside the exclusive rooftop bar that Harley suggested going to; just like he assumed. As expected, 
the paparazzi are very interested in Harley tonight. Yelling annoying questions at him, they take so 
many photos that Harley thinks he’s going to go blind thanks to the flashlights. 


“T can’t believe your dad is dating such a baby,” Serena, one of Gwen’s best friends, says once 
they’re inside the bar. “Do you really support them? I saw that you posted a picture with the guy.” 


Zach, the other friend going out with them, agrees with her. “Yeah. I mean, that boy is younger 
than you... Don’t you think that’s gross?” 


“Well, yes, but there’s nothing I can do about it,” Harley says, ignoring Gwen’s disbelieving snort. 
“T tried to talk sense into my dad, but he won’t listen. Instead, he made me promise to publicly 
support them. Now, can we please just enjoy the evening and not talk about the little gold digger?” 


Fortunately, they leave it be, allowing Harley to forget everything for a few gracious hours. 


Next morning, the first thing he does is check his Instagram page, cheering inwardly at the twenty- 
five thousand follow requests he has. There we go! 


A few moments later, Harley’s mood drops. Although the Bugle posted paparazzi photos of Pepper 
and Peter leaving the penthouse yesterday, they didn’t post anything about Peter’s address, nor did 
they post the photos of Harley. What’s even worse, though, is that TMZ, E!, and HollywoodLife 
posted some selfies from Peter’s Instagram page. It’s still set to private, meaning that one of his 
150 followers must have sent screenshots of his posts to various media outlets. 


The photos are... cute. Too cute. Harley can barely look at them without his dick getting hard. 
Even though he despises himself for it, he actually ends up jerking off to his favorite one: a 
beaming selfie of Peter kissing someone's dog. Not for the first time, Harley wonders what those 
lips would feel like on his lips and cock... 


After taking a shower, he drags his feet to the living room, where he joins Tony and Morgan 
playing Mermaid Island, his little sister’s favorite board game. They’ ve been playing for half an 
hour when Peter calls Tony. Unfortunately, he’s talking too quietly for Harley to hear anything, but 
Tony’s reactions are promising. 


“Calm down, baby, what’s going on?... Oh no, I’m so sorry... Maybe it was one of your 
neighbors?... Want to come over?... Okay, but promise me you’ll take the cab if you leave the 
apartment. And give me a call if you want me to send Happy over. Bye.” 


“What happened?” Harley asks, voice thick with mock worry. 


“Someone must’ve leaked Peter’s address. He wanted to go see his aunt, and there were paparazzi 
waiting outside his building.” 


“Eff them,” Harley fake growls, making sure to mind his language due to Morgan. “They were 
bothering me too last night. You were right about that.” 


“T wish I weren’t. I hope it wasn’t too bad?” 


“Nah, all good. ’'m more worried about Peter.” Harley sighs dramatically. “I mean, paparazzi are 
one thing, but you know how many weirdos are out there...“ 


When Tony pales, Harley’s barely able to keep his poker face. If Tony really cares about Peter, 
then this might be enough to make him consider breaking up with Peter... for Peter’s own sake, of 
course... 


Deciding to up the ante, Harley waits until the evening before anonymously calling ten different 
restaurants in Jackson Heights and placing a bunch of delivery orders in Peter’s name. He almost 
dies of laughter when he imagines a panicked Peter having to deal with all these angry delivery 
guys demanding money for the dozens of pizzas, bowls, and tortilla wraps Harley ordered to his 
address. 


It doesn’t even take thirty minutes before Tony storms into his room, looking flustered. “Can you 
please watch Morgan for an hour?” 


Absolutely not. “Actually, I just wanted to—” 


But Tony doesn’t let him finish. “I wasn’t asking,” he says curtly before turning on his heels. 


Having not expected that, Harley quickly hastens after him. “Wait! What happened?” 


“ll explain later. Thanks.” With that, Tony leaves the penthouse, banging the door shut behind 
him. 


Assuming Peter called Tony to help him solve his problems with the delivery guys, Harley allows 
Morgan to watch a cartoon before bringing her to bed. He’s just tucked her in when Tony comes 
back, carrying four large plastic bags. 


“What’s all—” Harley forgets what he wanted to ask when Happy and Peter appear in the doorway 
as well, carrying two suitcases, backpacks and three more bags. “Okay, what’s going on here?” 


Setting down the bags, Tony looks at Harley sincerely. “Peter’s going to move in with us.” 
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Harley isn’t sure he heard right. “He what?” 


“Peter’s moving in with us,” Tony repeats before addressing Happy. “Thanks for helping out. Sorry 
for bothering you on a Saturday evening.” 


“Anytime. If you need anything else, just give me a call. Take care, Pete.” When Happy smiles at 
him encouragingly, Peter thanks him with a tearful voice. His eyes are puffy, probably from 
crying. 


“Can someone please explain what happened?” Harley demands as soon as Happy has left. 


“Some asshole ordered three-hundred-dollars worth of meals to Peter’s address,” Tony says, 
pulling a sniffling Peter into his arms. 


“So? I-I mean...” Harley gulps when Tony stares at him, “he doesn’t have to pay anything if he 
didn’t order it.” 


With a sigh, Tony asks Peter to carry his bags to the bedroom. He waits until Peter’s gone before 
he explains, “They were very intimidating. Peter tried to pay them, but when he didn’t have enough 
money, one of them called the cops.” 


“Okay, that sucks, I get it, and I’m really sorry this happened to him, but why is he moving in?” 


“Because Peter’s on the verge of breaking down,” Tony groans. “And what you said earlier got me 
thinking as well... about paparazzi being one thing, and weirdos being another.” 


Harley could have screamed. “Well, yeah, but... Come on, dad. Who says his address even leaked? 
Maybe it was a neighbor. The same thing happened to a friend of mine and to numerous other 
influencers and livestreamers as well. It’s just a prank.” 


“A prank?” Tony hisses. “Peter got harrassed, insulted, and almost arrested. Yes, we don’t know 
if his address actually got posted online, but what I do know is that I don’t want to risk some crazy 
fuck waiting for him outside his home or apartment.” Tony swallows thickly. “What if someone 
wants to hurt him?” 


Harley gives a disbelieving snort. “Now you’re overreacting. I’m your son and you’ ve never 


worried about me like that or even about Steve, when you were still together.” 


“That’s because nothing like this has ever happened to you or Steve, and because neither of you 
lives in a run-do- in an apartment complex without any additional security or guards. I don’t want 
to fight about this, Harley. This is my penthouse, my relationship, and my decision. Besides, this is 
only temporary, so there’s no need for you to freak out.” 


With that, Tony picks up the bags that look like they’re stuffed with clothes and vanishes in the 
corridor. Fuming, Harley waits a few seconds before storming into his room. He can’t believe how 
badly this backfired on him. 


As it seems, he has to come up with a new plan. 


“Harley is mad that I moved in, isn’t he?” 


Tony nervously licks over his lips. “A little. While he’s made an effort these past few days, I think 
this is a little much for him. When we had our heart-to-heart talk on Tuesday, he basically told me 
that he was a little jealous of you.” 


“Of me?” 


“Yes, because I’ve been spending so much time with you. But I don’t want you to worry about this, 
baby. Please.” 


“Okay,” Peter says hesitantly. “I'll try.” 


After carrying the rest of Peter’s things into the bedroom, they prep for bed. Peter feels so relieved 
being back with Tony that he falls asleep almost right away, despite having been tormented by 
worrying thoughts all day and the previous night. 


The next morning, Peter helps Tony prepare breakfast. Morgan doesn’t question why Peter’s here. 
Instead, she asks him when he’|I ‘finally’ show her the telescope like he promised. “Um... next 
time you visit your dad, maybe?” Peter offers, laughing softly when she scrunches up her face. 


Chuckling, Tony places a waffle on Morgan’s plate. “We already talked about this on Friday, baby 
girl. We said we’d stay home this weekend to play games and draw some nice pictures. Okay?” 


“Okay,” Morgan grumbles, picking up her fork to eat her waffle. 


A few minutes into breakfast, Harley comes to join them. His eyes narrow slightly as he looks at 
Peter. “This is my seat.” 


“Harley, don’t be ridiculous,” Tony growls warningly. “There’s plenty of other chairs.” 


Muttering something unintelligible, Harley moves to the kitchen to make himself a coffee. 
Grabbing a fresh plate, he then sits down next to Morgan and reaches for the waffles. 


"Can I just say how happy I am to have breakfast with my three most favorite people in the world?" 
Tony says after a few quiet moments, beaming. 


Neither Harley, nor Peter, know how to respond to this, but thankfully, there’s Morgan. “Am I your 
most, most favorite?” 


Laughing, Tony ruffles her hair. “Of course you are, baby girl.” He winks at the two boys, and 
whereas Peter smiles at him, Harley rolls his eyes and shakes his head. 


After breakfast, Harley kisses Morgan goodbye. “Have a nice day, sis. See you in two weeks.” 
“Where’re you going?” she asks, sounding upset that he’s leaving already. 


“T’m meeting a friend of mine. Sorry, princess. I promise I'll be around more next time you’ re 
here.” With one last kiss to her cheek, he leaves the penthouse. 


Even though Peter’s anxious about spending the whole day with Morgan, he soon finds out that he 
wouldn’t have needed to worry. With every game they play, Morgan warms up to him more, and 
when Tony and him sit down on the couch to watch Frozen with her after lunch, she even snuggles 
up against Peter at one point. 


When it happens, Tony flashes him such a fond smile that Peter’s heart skips a beat. For a quick 
second, he imagines Tony and him adopting a child one day, and the thought is so beautiful and so 
sweet that he’s barely able to hold back the tears. He’s under no illusions, though. Tony’s going to 
be 46 in two months, so the chance of him wanting to have another child in five or ten years is 
probably really low. It's still nice to daydream about it, though... 


At 5:00 p.m., Tony asks Morgan to get her backpack and say her goodbye to Peter. The boy smiles 
brightly as she hugs him around the waist. “Bye, Morgan,” he says, gently stroking over her hair. 
“It was nice meeting you.” 


“See you,” she smiles, breaking the hug before running up to Tony and taking his hand. 


Twenty minutes after they’ ve left, Harley comes home. “Where’s dad?” he asks, furrowing his 
brows. 


“Taking Morgan home. He said he’d be back in half an hour.” 


“Mhm.” Nodding absentmindedly, Harley slowly sits down on the couch. “How did it go? 
Spending the day with Morgan, I mean.” 


Confused about Harley being nice to him again, Peter cautiously says, “It... went really well, I 
think. She’s a sweetheart.” 


“She is,” Harley says, smiling softly. “I’m glad you got along with her. How are you holding up?” 


Relieved that Harley isn't acting hostile anymore, Peter wraps his arms around his bent knees. “A 
little better, thanks.” 


“That’s good.” Harley tilts his head. “I was worried because I got some comments that you deleted 
your Instagram profile.” 


“T deactivated it,” Peter corrects. “Since one of my followers sent my photos around, I don’t know 
who I can trust anymore. I also had a ridiculous amount of follow requests, and it was freaking me 
out a little.” 


“T see. If I were you, though, Id reactivate it asap. Someone already made a fake account.” Peter 
gasps when Harley shows him a profile with the same name as his, just with an underscore instead 
of a dot between ‘P3T3R’ and ‘P4RK3R’. The person reposted all of Peter’s leaked photos and has 
the same profile pic Peter had. “The problem with these accounts is that they lure people to their 
pages and try to scam them with fake giveaways or coupon codes and stuff like that. Some even use 
celeb fake accounts to ask minors for nudes.” 


“Oh god... Can you please report them?” Peter asks, horrified, but Harley only snorts. 


“Sure, but the second it gets deleted — if it does — two new ones pop up. The best way to deal with 
it is reactivating your account and trying to get it verified. Trust me. The faster you do this, the 
better. I can help you, if you want.” 


“O-Okay.” Peter quickly takes out his phone and reactivates his profile. Scooting closer to Peter, 
Harley guides him through the steps to request verification. “But... What do I put at “Known for’? 
‘Dating a celeb?’ And what ‘category’ do I choose? None of these options apply to me.” 


“Just say you’re a blogger. It doesn’t matter, they’ look up your name anyways. Until you’re 
verified, make sure to set your profile to public. It'll automatically accept all follow requests, but if 
you’re scared about hate, just deactivate the comment function and don’t allow people you don’t 
follow to tag you. Oh, and we should follow one another, so people can see that you’re the real 
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one. 


Feeling dizzy, Peter does everything Harley tells him to do. Just when he’s done, Tony comes 
home. He immediately walks up to them, hugs Peter from behind, and places a wet smooch on his 
cheek. “What are you doing?” 


Before Peter can open his mouth, Harley responds with a question. “Anyone else in the mood for 
burgers? Pll pay.” 


“You'll pay? How could I say no to that,” Tony grins, coming around the couch to sit next to Peter. 
“Or do you want something else, baby?” 


“No, a burger sounds awesomes. Thanks, Harley.” 


“Don’t mention it.” He opens a delivery app and asks Tony and Peter what burgers they want. 
After placing the order, he engages Tony in conversation about his twenty-first birthday party in 
three weeks. He only shuts up once their food arrives. 


While they’re eating, Tony brings up work. “I’d feel more comfortable if you stayed home this 
week,” he tells Peter. “Going to college on Tuesday will be challenging enough, and I want you to 
focus on that. It’s more important than your internship.” 


Peter opens his mouth to argue, but then he just nods. Tony’s right... taking three days off isn’t the 
end of the world, and it really is more important that he focuses on college this week. “Okay. But 
please tell Quentin that I can come in if he needs me.” 


“T will,” Tony smiles. Then, his face lights up. “Hey, I just had an idea.” Beaming, he turns his 
head from Peter to Harley. “Since you're both home tomorrow, why don’t you study together? You 
both have advanced math courses in your curriculums, and Peter might be able to help you with 
some of the stuff you've been struggling with last semester." 


Harley nearly chokes on one of the fries he stuffed into his mouth. “You want him to tutor me? ” 
he coughs, eyes narrowing dangerously. “You do know he’s only a sophomore, right? And that I’m 
studying Computer Science, which is completely different to whatever bio-science-fuck he’s 
studying?” 


“Hey, watch your language. I’m just saying that Peter knows a thing or two about software 
engineering and algo—" 


"I'm very capable of studying on my own, thank you," Harley hisses, glaring at his dad. "In case 
you've forgotten, I didn't, um, quit college because I was failing anything. It was challenging, yes, 
but apart from two classes, I had top grades. And the only reason I had problems with those classes 


was because the professors hated me. Which, by the way, I told you about in confidence. Thanks a 
lot!" With that, Harley grabs his plate and marches out the room. 


Groaning, Tony scratches his forehead. "Okay, what did I do now?" 


"You shouldn't have said that," Peter says cautiously. "I know you meant well, but it sounded like 
you think I’m smarter than him.” 


The first thing that comes to Tony’s mind is that he does think Peter is smarter than Harley, but he 
doesn’t say it. He would never. “In that case, I owe him an apology.” Sighing, he takes a bite of his 
burger. Lately, everything he says or does seems to be wrong... He just wants these two to get 
along... 


After they’ve finished eating, Tony visits Harley in his room. His son is standing in front of the 
mirror, lifting dumb bells. “Hey... I wanted to apologize. It wasn’t my intention to show you up in 
front of Peter or imply that you need his help. I just thought it would help you bond with Peter.” 


“Whatever,” Harley mumbles, not looking at Tony. 
“T’m serious. I didn’t mean to hurt you.” 


“You know... maybe you should just worry about yourself and your bond with Peter than about 
me and my college applications.” 


“What’s that supposed to mean?” Tony folds his arms in front of his chest. What now? 


With a derogatory snort, Harley puts the dumb bells down. “Why would I tell you, if the first thing 
you’d do is run to Peter and snitch on me? Surely not. If you want to know what I’m talking about, 
make an Instagram account and look at his profile.” 


“Just... tell me what you’re talking about,” Tony sighs. “Please, Harley. I said I’m sorry. I won’t 
tell Peter, I promise.” 


Flexing his muscles, Harley tries a few different poses in front of the mirror. “I’m talking about 
your boyfriend setting his profile public earlier today. He had 150 followers yesterday and now he 
has eighty thousand.” 


“Um... okay? But isn’t that good for him?” 


Finally turning around, Harley flashes him a very pitying smile. “You don’t get it, do you? This is 
exactly like a clout chaser behaves; a person, who feeds off others popularity to get famous 
themselves. I wouldn’t be surprised if he accepted promotions soon.” 


Tony can’t help snorting softly. “I highly doubt that. It’s not his fault those websites posted photos 
from his account, and that people follow him.” 


“TIsn’t it?” Coming closer, Harley lowers his voice. “What if this is exactly what Peter wanted? 
Think about that classmate who claimed he’d always tried to befriend the rich kids. Then, the 
YouTube videos. I know he said the first one was for a school project, but what about the rest? 
Why publish them if he didn’t want to get attention? And who says that he didn’t leak those photos 
and his profile himself or asked one of his few friends to do it? Speaking of, if Peter’s so nice and 
sweet and perfect like you say he is, then how come he only has two friends? Maybe, it’s because 
his innocence and helplessness is just an act? Even Quentin told me that there’s something odd 
about Peter when I started working at SI. It all adds up, but even though you’re one of the smartest 


men alive, you somehow manage to ignore all these warning signs. But hey, think and do what you 
want. You’ve made it very clear that your relationship isn’t any of my business. For your sake, [Il 
be as nice and respectful to Peter as possible, but don’t come crying to me when you find out his 
intentions weren’t as sincere as you thought after all.” 


Lips parting slightly, Tony watches Harley go to his bathroom and bang the door shut. What the 
hell was that all about? As much as Tony hates to admit it, part of it does make sense. But it can't 
be... Peter isn't a gold digger or a... ‘cloud’ chaser or any of the other bad words people have been 
calling him... he isn’t... 


Yet, Tony feels a little weird when he goes back to the living room. Even though he despises 
himself for it, he decides to put Peter to a little test. “I’m thinking of making an Instagram 
account,” he says, sitting down next to him. 


His young boyfriend raises his brows. “Where’s that coming from all of a sudden?” 

“T think it could help me understand and connect to Harley better.” 

“Oh... okay. ’'m warning you, though... Instagram is extremely toxic and a waste of time.” 
“Why do you have an account, then?” 


Peter sighs. “Because it’s one of the only ways I can properly keep in touch with some people I 
went to school with and who go to college with me. I’m not... close enough with them that they 
would give me their numbers, but through Instagram, I’m still able to interact with people at least 
every now and then. Like my old Decathlon team.“ 


This makes Tony’s heart clench. He has indeed often wondered why Peter didn’t have many 
friends, but he’s always thought that the reasons for that are Peter’s shyness and anxiety. Not to 
mention that he is what most people would call a nerd. 


“T see... I still want to make one, though. Almost all my friends have one, I think, and I don’t want 
to miss out on all the cute photos you post.” 


Giggling, Peter snuggles up against Tony. “I wouldn’t call them cute, but... thanks.” 


“But they are. I am convinced that there’s a lot of girls and guys out there who are very upset that 
you decided to date such a lame old man.” 


“Quite the opposite,” Peter snorts. “They all wonder why someone like you, who could literally 
have anyone, decided to date someone like me.” 


Putting his thumb under Peter’s chin, Tony gently tilts his head so they can look at each other. 
“Peter... baby... Why is it so hard for you to believe that someone could be into you?” 


“Because I was made fun of for most of my life,” Peter mumbles, shivering a little. “Apart from 
you, nobody ever showed any kind of sexual interest in me, so why would they now? If anything, 
they’d only try to suck up to me because they think I’m dating you.” 


Could this really be nothing more than an act? Tony sincerely doubts it. It might be naive, but he 
believes with all his heart that Peter really is the precious, shy, and insecure boy he seems to be. 


Yet, once they’ve set up Tony’s account (‘tony_stark’, was surprisingly still available), he clicks on 
Peter’s profile and asks him about his followers. “Wow, you have a lot of followers.” 


“Yeah... it’s because I made my profile public earlier today. It accepted all my pending follow 
requests.” 


Here we go... “Why did you make it public?” 


Peter shrugs his shoulders. “Because Harley said it’s the best way to stem the risk of people getting 
scammed by people impersonating me.” 


Wait, what? Tony’s eyes widened a little. ““ Harley suggested you should make it public?” 


“Yeah... Well, actually, he suggested making it public until it gets verified as being real. Why? 
Are you bothered by it? I can make it private again, if you want. Or I can delete it and make a new 
one that people, hopefully, won't find again." 


“No no,” Tony says, trying to stay calm. “I’m just surprised this is how this works.” 


Why the fuck did Harley lie so despicably? Is he jealous of the attention Peter’s getting, not just 
from Tony, but from the general public as well? Or is Harley actually convinced about Peter taking 
advantage of Tony that he tried to set Peter up to have proof? Whatever it is, Tony can’t tolerate it. 
Even though Harley isn’t to blame for any of the other things that he pointed out, he purposefully 
lied to Tony by claiming Peter made his account public to get attention. So, what other way was 
there to deal with it than prove Harley wrong? 


“T want to post a photo of us,” Tony says, catching Peter off guard. 
“What? That’s like... going public.” 


“T know, but with everything that happened in the last couple of days, I don’t think the fuss will die 
down soon, even if we keep quiet. If we get this over with, we don’t have to be careful anymore. 
We could go on strolls through Central Park, go to the theater or even go on vacation without 
having to hide.” 


Peter looks torn. “That would be... really great, don’t get me wrong, but... I don’t know... maybe 
if we... Hm...” 


“What, baby?” Tony asks when Peter hesitates. He moves his hand to cup Peter’s cheek. “Tell 


me.” 

“T- ve been thinking. What if I signed a contract that obligates me to delete all my Social Media 
accounts, and pay you back for everything in case we break up? Like... for all the money you 
spent on our meals or that jacket... If I signed that, and if we went public with it, then maybe they 
would stop thinking that I-” 


Peter’s words get muffled by Tony kissing him. How can one person be so goddamn precious? 
And how could Tony have even the faintest doubts that Peter was anything less than good-hearted? 


“We’re not gonna do that,” Tony says after he broke the kiss. “The hell with what anyone thinks. I 
trust you, and...” he hesitates for a second, but then he chuckles. “Fuck it. J love you, Peter, and as 
far as I’m concerned, everyone can know. I have nothing to hide. If I can’t be proud of one of the 
best things that has ever happened to me, then what else can I be proud of?” 


There are tears glistening in Peter’s eyes. “Y-You... You love me? Really?” 


He sounds so hopeful that it breaks Tony’s heart. “Yes, Peter. I love you. With all my heart” 


“T... [love you too. I love you so much.” Half laughing, half sobbing, Peter moves forward, 
crashing his lips against Tony’s. Almost desperately, he licks into the older man’s mouth, who 
doesn’t hesitate for a second before pulling Peter into his lap. Straddling him, Peter puts his hands 
on Tony’s chest and bucks his hips forward, causing their crotches to grind against each other. 
Tony moans into Peter’s mouth and moves his hands to cup the teen’s ass, squeezing it through his 
jeans. 


When they hear footsteps coming from the corridor, Peter yelps and moves to slide off of Tony’s 
lap. For a wild moment, Tony’s tempted to prevent him from doing it, but he understands that 
making out in front of Harley most likely won’t help with how things are. 


Harley frowns when he sees them sitting on the couch in awkward positions, their faces no doubt 
still flushed from arousal; lips puffy from kissing. Yet, Tony can’t resist paying his son back for 
his nasty lie. 


“Good news,” he says cheerfully. “I’m on Instagram now.” 


Harley perks his eyebrow up. “Really? Wow, that's great. Make sure to follow me, so I can follow 
you back. Are you... going to be active or just use it to look at other people’s accounts?” The way 
he's swiftly glancing at Peter makes it obvious that he's referring to their conversation from earlier. 


“T think I'll be active. Actually, I was just telling Peter what I wanted to post.” With a sugarsweet 
smile, he hands Harley his phone. "Can you please take a photo of us?" 


"Of... you and Peter?" 


"Of course." Grinning, Tony whispers in Peter’s ear to close his eyes and smile. Tony then puts his 
right hand on Peter’s left cheek, closes his eyes as well, and puts a very gentle kiss on his forehead. 
He waits for a few seconds before asking, "Did you get that, Harley?" When he opens his eyes, he 
sees that his son looks like he just bit into a lemon. 


"I did," he says through clenched teeth. "But... You can't seriously consider posting that. They 
would all come at you." 


Harley frowns when Tony smiles. "Let them." Then, Tony's face hardens. “Peter and I love each 
other," he tells Harley with as much authority and determination as he can muster. “And there’s 
nothing anybody can change about that. Do you understand?" 


Tony’s look is so intent that Harley averts his gaze. Staring at the floor, he swallows thickly and 
says, voice quiet, “Yes... I understand.” 


Chapter End Notes 


I have to repeat myself: That’s what you get for being a dick, Harley ;) Just a heads up, 
I'll try to squeeze all the "first meetings" into the next chapter (Tony - May / Peter - 
Avengers / Tony - Ned & MJ) so we can finally focus on other things. Hope that’s 
okay with everyone I’m really excited to get to certain plot points, but I’m also 
having so much fun writing all these conflicts and build-ups and ugh, I’m sorry if it’s 
boring 


Thirteen 


Chapter Summary 


After making their relationship official, Peter and Tony try to be a normal couple and 
introduce one another to their loved ones. 


Chapter Notes 


Thank you Gypsywoman13 for beta-reading 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“He moved in?” Quentin’s expression is indefinable. 


“Yes. Just because someone played a stupid prank on him, dad’s worrying about his safety now." 
The first thing Harley did when he came to work this Tuesday was storm into Quentin’s office and 
tell him about all the shit that happened that weekend. The only things he lied about was that it was 
him who leaked Peter’s address to the media and who ordered all the food. "Now I have to look at 
his stupid face all the fucking time." 


“Have you considered moving out?” 


Snorting, Harley starts pacing back and forth. “That would suit them just fine. No, J was here first. 
I won’t let that little whore chase me out of my own home. It’s bad enough already that he got all 
this clout from dad and me. I mean, he gained almost two hundred thousand followers ever since 
the first article appeared. To get there, it had taken me over a fucking year of hard work, and all 
that Peter has ever done is spread his legs. But the worst part is that dad doesn’t even see how 
fucking awful this is. He ‘ loves’ him. Love! After knowing him for what, three months? It makes 
me want to puke!” 


Frustrated, Harley kicks the chair standing in front of Quentin’s desk. Tilting his head, the man 
looks at Harley intently. “You... sound a little jealous.” 


“Jealous? Tf | wanted that ugly whore to suck my dick, all I’d have to do is ask. No thanks. I have 
high standards, and Peter doesn’t fulfill them. Not even close.” 


Quentin narrows his eyes. “I was talking about Peter’s follower count.” 

Oh. 

Fuck. 

“Y-Yeah, I... I know,” Harley stutters, face flushing with shame. “I’m just, um—” 
“Do you have a crush on Peter?” 


“What? No... No, I-” Harley’s chest tightens. “ No. I was just joking, Quentin. I know what you 


meant.” 
“If you say so...” Quentin grins, lifting both of his hands defensively. 
“No, I mean, yes,” Harley asserts forcefully. “I’m serious. Say that you believe me!" 


Sighing, the man slowly nods his head. “Okay, I believe you. So... Are you giving up now or do 
you still want them to break up?” 


“What I want is for my dad to see Peter for the nasty little bitch that he is. Them breaking up would 
just be the natural outcome of that. I gotta lay low for a while, though... I have a feeling dad 
doesn’t really trust me anymore, and I need time to work on a new plan.” 


“If you need my help to figure something out, tell me,” Quentin offers with a smile. “I really care 
about you, Harley, and it pains me to see you having to deal with this. And as you know, I also 
care about Tony. I don’t want him to get hurt or lose his reputation and money because of a 
relationship that’s doomed to fail at some point anyways.” 


“Exactly. Shit, ’m so glad you understand me. Thanks, Quentin. You’re a really good friend.” 


Feeling a lot better, Harley returns to his desk. Unable to resist the urge to check, Harley opens 
Instagram. The way Tony was talking to him on Sunday made Harley fear that he had seen through 
his attempt at manipulating him. To allay Tony’s suspicions and+e-getsome-celout himself, Harley 
posted the selfie he took with Tony and Peter, with the simple caption: ‘Welcome to Instagram, 
dad @tony_stark @ P3T3R.P4RK3R #family #stopthehate #lovenothate’. It got him a lot of likes, 
follows, reposts, and comments, mostly from people who point out that Harley would be more 
fitting as Peter’s boyfriend than Tony. 


Bless them. 


Thanks to Tony joining Instagram, Harley managed to reach 550,000 followers. His gain is nothing 
compared to Peter’s, though. The fact that (up to now) 231,000 people have decided to follow an 
average boy who’s achieved nothing in his life so far, is just ridiculous. Peter hasn’t even posted 
anything since February, where he shared a photo of him going ice-skating at the Rockefeller 
Center with a girl called ‘MJ’. 


Tony, on the other hand, gained almost 10 million followers in the last 36 hours. The cringey 
couple photo he tagged Peter in (captioned with a single '¥') has over a million likes and almost 
100,000 comments. Not all of them are nice. In fact, the majority of them are hate, but there’s a 
surprising amount of people who seem to ship them. Some fans even came up with a couple name: 
Starker. 


Not to mention, all those celebs that Harley could only dream of getting a follow-back from one 
day, who publicly welcomed Tony to Instagram and even had the nerve to post comments like ‘J 
wish you all the best!’, ‘You two are so cute’, and ‘So happy for you!’ 


Pepper posting a simple ‘@’ under the photo and following not just Tony but Peter as well made 
Harley suffer another setback. 


But Harley won’t give up... He’ll break those two up, even if it’s the last thing he’ll do. 
Peter’s first day back at college turns out better than he feared. Sure, there’s tons of people staring 


at him when he’s walking down the corridors, and there’s some mean comments whispered behind 
his back or even yelled at him, but those classmates he’s always gotten along with barely treat him 


any differently than before. The only thing that bothers Peter apart from the mean comments, is 
that some students suddenly try to suck up to him by engaging him in conversation or asking if he 
wants to join their study group, fraternity or sports team. He even thinks that two or three times, 
someone tries to sneak a picture of him. 


All in all, Peter’s able to handle it rather well, though. Whenever he feels at risk of getting a light 
anxiety attack, he retreats to one of the bathrooms and reassures himself that in a few days or 
weeks, nobody will give a shit anymore. 


Until then, the only thing posing a problem is getting to college without using public 
transportation. While Empire State University protects the campus and its dozens of, more-or-less, 
famous students from outside intruders (especially paparazzi, fans, and reporters), Peter still has to 
get to and from campus somehow. Knowing that Tony and Happy won’t be able to drive him every 
time, Tony offered to let Peter take one of his six cars. At least until the fuss died down, but Peter 
kindly refused. The last thing he needs is people seeing him driving around in a fancy sports car. 
Even Tony’s Tesla Roadster is more than thrice as expensive as other Tesla models. 


Therefore, May offered to let Peter have her old car for the time being. For the handover, Tony 
invited May to have dinner with them later in the evening. 


Shortly after 6:00 p.m., Tony and Harley get home from work. Whereas Tony immediately gets 
ready to start cooking, Harley claims that he has a date and leaves. Peter doesn’t know what to feel 
about it; ever since Saturday, Harley has been the perfect example of hot and cold. On the one 
hand, Harley’s being nice and somewhat supportive — even on Instagram — but on the other hand, 
he barely talks to Peter (or to Tony, for that matter). Yesterday, Peter only saw him for breakfast 
and dinner, despite them being home the whole day. But he doesn’t want to concern himself with 
Harley’s confusing behavior tonight. For the next couple of hours, the only thing that counts is 
May and Tony getting along. 


May arrives right on time. After pulling Peter into a bone-crushing hug, she carefully steps into the 
apartment, making big eyes at the luxurious furnishings and decorations. “May, this is Tony,” Peter 
says shakily, stepping aside to allow Tony to greet her. 


“T’m so happy to finally meet you, Mrs. Parker,” he says, smiling brightly as he extends his hand. 


Peter can see May taking a deep breath before she takes it, forcing her lips into a smile as well. 
“Nice to meet you too, Mr. Stark. Call me May, please.” 


“With pleasure, May. I’m Tony.” 


They awkwardly continue to shake hands until there's a loud beep coming from the kitchen. Asking 
them to sit down, Tony hurries over to the oven. “I hope you like Mac’n’Cheese,” Tony says, 
concealing that Peter already told him that it was her favorite dish. 


“T sure do,” she chuckles, flashing Peter a knowing glance. When Tony puts the plates down, she 
nods appreciatively. “It looks and smells delicious. I... didn’t take you as someone who likes to 
cook.” 


“T’m full of surprises,” Tony winks, grinning widely. “Although I did grow up with a private chef 
and a butler, my mom still Joved to cook, so she taught me a thing or two. I admit that for a few 
years after my parents’ death, I was too lazy to cook for myself, but when my ex-wife and I got 
together, she got me back into cooking. I now try to cook at least twice a week.” 


May quirks her eyebrow at that, most likely wondering what Tony’s eating for the other five days 


of the week, if not self-cooked meals. 


The rest of the dinner is spent with some awkward small-talk and even more awkward silences. 
Even though both May and Tony desperately try to make an effort and engage in conversation 
about their jobs and hobbies, they eventually seem to accept that they have nothing in common... 
other than the fact that they’re both half-Italian and that they both love Peter. 


But it’s okay. Peter never expected them to become best friends in the first place, especially not 
after one evening, and after all the drama of the past week (not to mention that May only recently 
found out that her possible future ‘son-in-law’ is a man two years older than herself). All in all, 
Peter is content with how the evening goes. Despite their differences, Tony and May are 
thoroughly nice and respectful to one another, and that’s the only thing that matters to him. When 
Tony goes to the bathroom, May even tells Peter that Tony seems like a really nice guy and that 
she’s happy for him. 


However, once May has left again, Tony tells Peter that when he went to the bathroom, May had a 
message for Tony as well. “She told me that she would rip my head off if I ever hurt you.” When 
Peter blushes and mutters an apology, Tony laughs. “No worries, I completely understand where 
she’s coming from. I like her, she’s really nice. Not to mention, fierce and... a little scary.” 


"That's how I feel about Pepper," Peter mumbles, blushing even more. “But I’m glad you like her. 
Apart from you and Ned and MJ, she’s all I have.” 


“T know, baby. And I’m very grateful she isn’t making a big deal out of this. Not like...” Although 
Tony doesn’t speak it out loud, Peter knows he’s referring to Harley. 


After an embarrassing pause, Tony clears his throat. “Anyways, on Sunday, we’re finally gonna be 
done with all of these awkward first meetings and relax a little. In a few weeks, everything will 
have calmed down and things will go back to normal.” 


Peter somehow doubts that Tony and him have the same definition of ‘normal’, but he agrees. 
Even though he's still bothered by all the hate, Tony’s world-famous celeb ‘friends’ leaving them 
nice comments gave him a big boost of confidence. 


When the night of Bruce’s birthday party comes around on Friday, Peter’s legs feel wobbly when 
Tony parks his Lamborghini in front of a mansion in the suburbs. Knowing that Tony considers 
these people his family makes him extremely anxious; there is also the fact that Steve Rogers, who 
happens to be one of Ms. Romanoff’s oldest friends, is going to be there as well. Urging himself to 
breathe steadily, he climbs out of the car and follows Tony up the driveway. When Tony stops and 
reaches for his hand, Peter immediately feels a little stronger. He can do this... They already told 
Tony they are supportive... It will all work out... 


However, the second Ms. Romanoff opens the door for them, Peter forgets how to function. 
Standing behind her is none other than Dr. Banner, Peter’s biggest idol. 


Letting go of Peter’s hand, Tony kisses Ms. Romanoff on both cheeks and hugs Dr. Banner. 
“Happy Birthday, you crazy bastard.” 


“H-Hey,” Peter says, shyly holding out his hand to Ms. Romanoff. His heart skips a beat when she 
pulls him into a hug straight away. 


“Tt's time you start calling me Nat, Pete. You’re family now.” 


“O-Okay. Thank you, Ms— Nat.” Smiling brightly, she breaks the hug. When Dr. Banner steps 


forward to shake Peter’s hand, the boy almost faints. 
“You must be Peter. Great to meet you, I’m Bruce.” 


“H-Hi, Mister, Dr. Banner, s-sir,” Peter stutters, grasping Dr. Banner’s hand tightly to prevent 
himself from falling over. “I’m P-Peter. Parker. I-I’m a big admirer of your work, sir.” 


For a few seconds, Dr. Banner stares at Peter with wide eyes, mouth opened in confusion, before he 
looks at Tony. “He’s adorable.” 


Chuckling, Tony puts his arm around Peter’s shoulder and presses a kiss on his temple. “I know.” 


Heat flashes up the nape of Peter’s neck. Not knowing how to respond to that, he continues to 
stupidly gape at Dr. Banner. Only once the man gently peels his hand out of Peter’s tight grip, does 
he snap out of it. “Please come in. And please call me Bruce, Peter.” 


Still unable to speak, Peter allows Tony to pull him into the lounge room. There’s already a couple 
of people here, and the second they come in, all eyes are on them. “Hey guys.” Tony grins, taking 
Peter over to a black man with short dark hair. “Peter, meet Rhodey. We’ ve been best friends since 
our time at MIT.” 


“Hi Mister— um, Rhodey,” Peter says, uncertain how to properly address him. “‘Nice to meet you.” 


“Nice to meet you too,” Rhodey responds, shaking Peter’s hand. “Tony has told me a lot about 


” 


you. 


Tony and Rhodey exchange a few words before Tony, one-by-one, introduces Peter to his other 


friends. “This is Stephen, he’s a doctor. Not like Bruce, a real one..." — "Here we have Carol, she 
works in the AirForce with Rhodey..." — "Wanda and Vis; I actually have no idea what they’ re 
doing..." — "This is Scott, I don’t know if you’ ve seen him at SI before, he works down at IT..." — 


"Thor and Loki; don’t ask, I like to say their parents must’ ve been on crack when they named 
them..." 


Shaking everyone’s hands, Peter is relieved to find that they’re all receiving him nicely. If some of 
them are a little wary of him, they don’t let it show. Grabbing some small plates with finger food 
from the buffet, Tony starts chatting with his friends, always making sure Peter isn't left out of the 
conversations. 


After a few minutes, four more guests arrive. Peter immediately recognizes Steve Rogers, and 
when the blonde man approaches them, Peter wonders whether he’s shrinking or if Steve really is 
that tall and muscular. Then again, he’s less bulky than Thor, but it's still— 


“Hi, Tones.” 


Peter gulps when Tony and Steve embrace tightly. Even though Tony is good friends with Pepper 
as well, it’s something else to see him being physically close with Steve, Tony’s first — and until 
Peter, only — male partner. 


Peter’s stomach churns when Steve turns to look at him. He eyes him up and down before stepping 
closer, lips curling into a kind smile. “Hi. I’m Steve.” 


Peter’s mouth is dry when he shakes Steve’s hand. “P-Peter, sir. Peter Parker.” 


Brows furrowing in confusion, Steve opens his mouth, but before he can say something, another 
voice asks, “Oh my god, where did an old fart like you manage to find such a cutie?” 


“Who are you calling an old fart?” Tony snorts, throwing a grape at a man with short, dark blonde 
hair. “Watch your tongue, Barton, or I'll tell Laura to never let you leave the house again without 
her.” 


Laughing, Barton pulls Tony into a brotherly hug before walking up to Steve and Peter. “Hello, 
there. I’m Clint.” 


Chuckling, Peter shakes his hand. “Peter.” 


The two other men introduce themselves as 'Sam' and ‘Bucky’. Peter suffers an embarrassing 
nerdgasm when he sees that Bucky’s left arm isn’t made of human flesh. “Y-You have a metal 
arm?” Peter gasps, eyes fixed on Bucky’s left hand instead of the one he was supposed to shake. 
“That is awesome!” 


“Tt’s Vibranium,” Bucky explains, lifting it instead of his right one, so that Peter can see it better. 


Peter is speechless with admiration, for a few seconds, at least. “ Vibranium? Holy shit! Did you 
know that Vibranium is noted for its extraordinary abilities to absorb, store and release large 
amounts of kinetic energy?” 


"Really? I had no idea,” Bucky says, voice dripping with sarcasm. 


However, Peter’s too excited to notice it. He finally takes Bucky’s hand, but only to bring it closer 
to his eyes to get a better look. “I’ve never seen Vibranium with my own eyes before, let alone 
touched it. It’s so expensive and only mined in Wakanda, a Kingdom in Africa.” 


“Yeah... you know, your boyfriend happens to be friends with King T'Challa. His sister, Princess 
Shuri, was looking for someone to test a new, highly advanced prosthetic with, and since I just 
happened to be missing an arm, he made an arrangement. It’s touch sensitive, so I can feel you 
digging your nails into it right now.” 


"O-Oh." Blushing terribly, Peter quickly lets go of Bucky’s hand. Can the floor please open up and 
swallow him? "Sorry, um, Tony n-never told me about that.” 


When he glances at Bucky sheepishly, the man grins widely. “No worries, doll. I can see why 
Tony likes you, though. You're cute and smart.” 


“Don’t let Steve and Tony hear that,” Sam, who was watching the whole exchange, chuckles. 


Bucky rolls his eyes at him. “Don’t be such a pain in the ass. I'm just complimenting him.” When 
he notices Peter’s confused look, the man explains, “I’m Steve’s boyfriend.” 


Oh... OH. Finding out that Steve is in a new relationship as well takes a load off Peter’s mind, and 
it definitely helps him loosen up to Tony’s friends. Even though he’s the youngest one by far, they 
are all nice to him and even show interest in his studies and hobbies. 


Yet, there are also a few awkward moments. For instance, when Bruce hands Peter a glass of 
champagne, only to be reminded by Natasha that he’s not old enough to drink (“It’s okay, he can 
drink one glass,” says Tony). Or when Stephen asks Tony if paparazzi are still chasing them down 
("There's still one or two lingering around in front of our building, but I hired some additional 
security guards who keep them at a safe distance."). Or when Rhodey inquires about Harley... 


“Things are still a little difficult,” Tony sighs. “Yesterday, we had a big fight because I had to 
postpone the father-son trip I had promised him for this weekend.” 


Whereas Rhodey asks why Tony had to postpone the trip, Peter wonders why Tony didn't tell him 
about the fight. "I just... don't think it's a good time to fly on vacation with everything that's been 
happening,” Tony explains, glancing at Peter swiftly. So that’s why he didn't tell him... “I 
understand that he's disappointed, but I promised him we'd do it after his birthday." 


A few moments later, they all gather for some group photos. Since they want Peter to be in the 
photos as well, he happily snuggles up against Tony and beams into the camera. When Steve asks 
them if they’re okay with him posting one of the photos on his Instagram, Peter hesitates for only a 
second before nodding. What can it hurt? 


Back home, Tony asks Peter what he thought of the evening. 


"I really enjoyed it,” Peter flashes him a quick, reassuring glance. “Everyone was so nice to me... 
Even Steve." 


"That’s because they all like you,” Tony coos. “Nat, Rhodey and Bruce even explicitly warned me 
not to mess it up." 


Peter smiles happily. Then, he remembers Tony's fight with Harley. Feeling guilty that their trip 
fell through because of him, he tells Tony that he doesn't mind if he takes Harley on the trip. 


"I know, baby, but with everything that happened, I wouldn't be able to relax and enjoy this trip as 
much as I would otherwise. If you're worried about Harley, don't be. He got over it the second I 
offered him to take the jet and go on a Spring Break weekend trip to Miami with a couple of 
friends." 


Well, then... Not knowing what to say to that, Peter kisses Tony instead. 


They wake up to a sheer incredible amount of positive reactions to the photo Steve posted on his 
Instagram. As one of the most famous gay power couples for nearly four years, Tony and Steve 
were widely accepted and loved even beyond the LGBTQ+ community. Seeing Steve and Tony on 
good terms and celebrating with their new partners together, shuts up some of the haters, at least. 
With Pepper and Steve publicly accepting Peter as Tony's new boyfriend, some people — and some 
websites — finally seem to have a change of opinion regarding their relationship. 


When they finally get up, they have a quick breakfast with Harley before he leaves for his trip. 
Taking advantage of the fact that they finally have the penthouse to themselves again, Tony and 
Peter spend most of the day fucking, watching Netflix, fucking, eating pizza in bed, and fucking 
some more. By the time they take a shower to get ready to receive MJ and Ned, Peter is extremely 
sore. 


As it turns out, introducing Tony to Peter’s friends is a whole other level of awkwardness (that has 
nothing to do with the fact that Peter can barely walk, let alone sit, without wincing slightly). The 
second Ned and MJ walk into the penthouse, Peter's hope that he won’t have to die from second- 
hand embarrassment vanquishes into thin air. 


Despite not having seen Peter for almost two months, Ned barely even looks at him. Instead, his 
big eyes are focused on Tony. “M-Mister Stark,” he gasps, moving to shake Tony’s hand. “Such an 
honor.” 


Grinning amusedly, Tony says, “Call me Tony. Peter told me a lot about you, Ned.” 


“Really?” Ned beams. “Oh my god, this is— Can we take a selfie, please? And can you sign my 


1? 


phone cover? I’m such a big fan 
Wearing the most unimpressed expression ever, MJ tosses in, “I’m not, just to make that clear.” 
Letting out barking laugh, Tony shakes her hand as well. “And you must be Michelle." 


They move to sit on the couch, where Tony patiently endures Ned’s never-ending questions about 
Stark tech, and MJ’s TED talks about climate change and diversity in management boards. After 
almost an hour, he leaves the three friends to themselves, though not before bringing them some 
snacks and soft drinks. 


Whereas Ned’s highly ecstatic about Tony, MJ says he hasn’t quite passed ‘the test’ yet, whatever 
she means with that. Glad to finally have Ned back in New York, the three friends laugh and talk 
about the stupidest things only they understand. 


When they leave, it’s past midnight already. To see them off, Tony came back from his workroom, 
making sure to tell them that they’re welcome to drop by anytime. As soon as the door behind them 
has fallen shut, he grins at Peter. "Your friends are weird." 


Knowing that Tony didn’t mean it in a bad way, Peter giggles. “Yeah. Just like Iam. Don’t say that 
I’m not,” he adds when Tony opens his mouth to protest and blushes. “Remember the day we met. 
Or the next day. Or my first day at work. Or our first date. I was a mess.” 


"You were,” Tony admits, chuckling as he softly kisses Peter’s nose. “But that didn’t keep me from 
falling in love with you. Sometimes, I even think it is why I fell in love with you.” 


“And I fell in love with you because you were so kind and sweet to me. And because you saw me, 
the real me, and accepted me for who I am.” Choked up with emotion, Peter pulls Tony down for a 
long and gentle kiss that he wishes would go on forever. 


After all the emotional Ups and Downs in the last eleven days, Peter braces himself to face one last 
challenge on Monday: going back to work. In order to avoid running into anyone with Tony by his 
side, Peter drives to work a few minutes after Tony, taking May’s rusty old 1989 Volvo. 


Ignoring all the coworkers staring at him in the garage, the elevator, and in the hallways, Peter 
heads straight for Quentin’s office to report back on duty. Although Quentin smiles kindly, he 
sounds a little stiff when he wishes him a good morning. “Glad to have you back, Peter. How are 
you?” 


“Good.” When Quentin raises his brows, Peter can feel his cheeks turning pink. “I-I mean, the last 
two weeks were really... eventful, but I’m glad to be at work again. I just hope that things won’t be 
awkward between us." 


“Why would they be awkward?” Quentin asks, leaning forward in anticipation. 


“Um... Because you’re my supervisor and Tony’s your boss? And... m-mine, obviously, and... 


” 


um... 


“Oh... No worries, Peter,” Quentin chuckles, winking at him. “Tony isn’t just my boss. He’s my 
friend, and as long as he's happy, I'm happy. However... Hm. There’s one thing I can’t stop 
thinking about.” 


“What do you mean?” Peter asks anxiously. 


Standing up from his chair, Quentin walks around his desk and comes to stand in front of Peter. 
He’s so tall that Peter has to tilt his head back to hold his gaze. “I hope I’m not crossing any 
boundaries here, but that one article claimed that Tony offered you a job at Stark Industries. Since 
you’re already working here, I can only assume he was talking about a job rotation, right?” 


“Oh, um... yes, Tony offered to let me work with Bru— I mean, with Dr. Banner, but I said that I 
like working here with you and the team. I won’t leave you hanging.” 


“T see... Thank you, Peter, that’s very great to hear,” Quentin smiles, eyes crinkling kindly. “I was 
afraid you might want to leave the department, considering that I had told Tony just hours before 
your dinner date that you were lacking concentration and enthusiasm." 


It takes Peter a few seconds to comprehend what Quentin just said. “You... You think I’m lacking 
concentration and enthusiasm?” 


Quentin’s eyes expand. “Wait... didn’t Tony tell you about this?” 
"N-No, he... he didn't." 


"Oh god... Shit, Peter, I'm so sorry,” Quentin says, sounding distraught. “I actually didn't want you 
to know at all, but I thought... I didn't expect there to be secrets between you and Tony, especially 
about something so important.” 


Quentin has a point... why didn’t Tony tell him? And... oh god... Was this the real reason why he 
offered to let Peter work with Bruce? 


Not wanting to cry in front of Quentin, Peter tries to pull himself together. "It’s okay, I’m... glad 
you told me. I didn’t know I was- I thought y-you were satisfied with me. I’m so sorry if I’ ve been 
a disappointment, Quentin. I really... I really want to be good.” 


Flashing Peter a reassuring smile, Quentin puts his right hand on Peter’s left shoulder. "Please 
don’t worry about it too much. Now that I know you’re dating Tony, I understand why you’ ve 
been a little distracted lately.” 


“No, it’s not that,” Peter protests, but Quentin isn’t listening. 


“You know that I think very highly of you, so it would pain me to see you transfer to another 
department. Since Tony and I are so close, I think it’s just natural if we deepen our relationship as 
well.” 


Although Peter doesn’t feel cold, a chill runs down his spine when Quentin tightens his grip on his 
shoulder. He looks down at Peter so intently that his piercing blue eyes seem to x-ray him. 


“T’d really love for us to become friends, Peter.” 


Chapter End Notes 


As I said, I squeezed all of the meetings into this so we can move on to the "second 
act" of this fic and to the (hopefully) more interesting stuff ;) 


Fourteen 


Chapter Summary 


After Harley’s 21st birthday, something happens that threatens to endanger the new- 
found peace between Peter and Harley. 


Chapter Notes 


Thank you Gypsywoman13 for improving my chapter 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


"Quentin wants to be your friend?" Tony steals one of Peter’s fries and dips it into the ketchup. 


Peter got home from work at 6:00 p.m., but Tony had to stay for another hour because of a board 
meeting. Since Tony had something to eat there, he quickly stopped at a fast food restaurant to 
bring Peter burgers and fries for dinner. 


"Yeah,” Peter answers brusquely, taking a bite of his cheeseburger. 

Frowning about his one-word answer, Tony steals another fry. "You don't sound excited about it." 
"Tam.” 

“.. But?” Tony asks when Peter doesn’t continue. 


Shrugging his shoulders, Peter fixes his eyes on the counter he’s sitting at. “Isn't it a little... 
inappropriate? He's my supervisor." 


"And I am your boss," Tony chuckles. "Quentin is a family friend. He’s... almost like an uncle or 
cousin to Harley, so I don’t think you should worry about it." 


"Yes, but Harley is your son. That's different. I don’t want my coworkers to think I’m getting 
treated ‘special’ for being friends with the supervisor and for dating the boss." 


"They won't think that. Everyone who’s working with you knows how smart and dedicated you 
are, Peter. Every team lead and manager would be happy to have you on their team or in their 
department." When Peter snorts quietly, Tony furrows his brows in concern. "What's wrong?" 


There it goes... "Why didn't you tell me that Quentin said I was lacking concentration and 
enthusiasm? You promised not to patronize me anymore!” Peter looks up just in time to see Tony 
clenching his jaw. 


"The conversation I had with him had taken place days before I made you that promise. But you’re 
right, I... shit. ’'m sorry, Peter. I was considering telling you during dinner that day, but then you 
were so happy about your exam, and... you know what happened the next day. You already had to 
deal with so much, and I didn’t want to upset you even more. Besides, I was sure that it couldn’t be 


that bad in the first place. Quentin had always praised you before that, and he told me himself that 
he didn’t want to tell you. So, I have no fucking idea why he told you now.” 


“He didn't mean to,” Peter explains. “He figured that you had already told me because we’ re 
dating, and... because The Bugle wrote that you had offered me a ‘job’. Speaking of, was 
Quentin’s criticism the real reason why you suggested transferring me to Bruce’s department?" 


Tony grimaces. "Partly. I still think the Biolab meets your interests better, but since you told me 
that you did like working at R&D, I didn’t consider bringing it up again." 


Feeling a bit relieved, Peter nods. "Okay. Please tell me things like that from now on. If I don't 
know what I’m doing wrong, then I can't improve. Which is what I told Quentin as well." 


“T promise, baby. I’m really sorry,” Tony says, leaning over the counter to give Peter a quick kiss. 


A few minutes after Peter finished eating, Harley comes walking through the front door. Looking 
tanned and excited, he joins them in the living room and starts babbling about his weekend in 
Miami. Peter catches himself feeling a slight pang of jealousy as he listens; he’s never even been 
outside the state of New York before. The furthest Ben and May took him was a trip to Niagara 
Falls in Buffalo when he was 12. 


“But the best part is, one of the guys we met in the beach club is a producer of a Netflix 
documentary about influencers. He’s very interested in featuring me.” Harley beams with pride. “It 
could be my final breakthrough and prove that I’m more than just your son.” 


“That’s amazing,” Tony says. “I’m so proud of you.” 
And for once, it actually sounds like it. 


It causes Harley to smile brightly. “Thanks, dad. It’s not final yet, but the guy will set up a meeting 
with the other producers soon.” 


“Sounds like you had a great weekend,” Tony concludes when Harley doesn’t continue. “I’m glad 
you enjoyed it. Ours was great too. Peter got to know all of my friends and I got to know his.” 


“Cool. Sounds great,” Harley says, but it sounds very dry and uninterested. “That reminds me... 
When do you want to make good on the Cuba trip? I thought it would be nice if we did it the 
weekend of April 25th to 27th. That’s one week after my birthday.” 


“Sounds good. It’s a Morgan weekend, though, so I have to check with Pepper if we can switch.” 
“Perfect. And... that L.A. business trip you mentioned... It will be next week, right?” 

Tony frowns. “Um... yes, I think so.” He takes out his phone to check. “Yes. 21st to 23rd. Why?” 
But before Harley can answer, Peter tosses in, “You’re going on a three-day business trip?” 


“Yes, I totally forgot to tell you, I’m sorry.” Tony lifts his hand to cup Peter’s cheek. “You are 
welcome to stay in the penthouse, if that’s what you’re worried about. Don’t forget, you’ re living 
here now.” 


Behind Tony’s back, Harley scrunches up his face. Peter guessed Harley wouldn’t be happy having 
to deal with Peter by himself for three days straight, and if Peter’s honest, neither would he. Adse; 


“Um... Thank you, but I think P’Il sleep in Queens for a few days," Peter says, forcing his lips into 
a smile. 


“Are you sure? I’m not comfortable with you sleeping in your apartment, baby. What if your 
neighbors bother you again?” 


“T’m sure I can crash at May’s. It will be nice to have dinner and hang out with her again. Like we 
used to do twice a week before... all this.” 


Harley looks a little too relieved at that, but Peter decides not to let himself be bothered by it too 
much. Lately, he’s come to the conclusion that while he wants to get along with Harley, he doesn’t 
necessarily need to be his best friend. And as it seems, the feeling is mutual after all. 


Peter feels proven right when Harley mostly ignores him for the rest of the week. Even when they 
eat together or run into each other at work, they only exchange a few shallow words. 


On Friday, Morgan comes to the penthouse. Even though Harley plays a few games with them, he 
refuses to join them on their trip to the planetarium on Saturday evening, claiming to have yet 
another date. 


To avoid getting harassed, Tony paid the planetarium in advance to close for other visitors that 
evening, allowing them to walk around freely and without having to worry about anyone 
recognizing them. As the highlight of the trip, the director of the planetarium himself shows them 
the big telescope. Even though Morgan is a little scared when he dims the lights, her fear soon 
turns to excitement when she gets to take her first glimpse through the lens. 


On Sunday, they don’t do a lot apart from playing a few games with Morgan and watching Frozen 
II with her. Even Harley sticks around this time, but during the movie, he spends more time looking 
at his phone instead of the ridiculously sized TV screen. 


When they see Morgan off, Harley reminds his little sister that they will be reunited next Friday 
for Harley’s family birthday dinner in the penthouse. This reminds Peter that he has no idea yet on 
what he should get Harley. 


Later in bed, when they’re spooning, Peter asks Tony for advice. 
“That’s sweet of you to ask, but you don’t need to get him anything,” Tony says, stroking his hair. 
“T want to, though. What are you getting him?” 


"My grandpa’s old Rolex. My dad gave it to me on my 21st birthday, so ve always wanted to 
hand it down to Harley when he turns 21.” 


“Aw... That’s so cute,” Peter sighs, feeling a pang in his heart. Tony is such a great dad... It is 
moments like these that always painfully remind him that Peter’s lost all his father figures already. 


The next two days, Peer wrecks his mind about Harley’s present. He even asks MJ and Ned for 
advice, but they aren't really helpful. 


"Buy him some good manners," MJ suggests, salty about everything Peter has told them about 
Harley so far. “Or what about a cardboard cut-out of himself? Then he can admire his stupid face 


whenever he jerks off. He’s narcissistic enough to love it.” 


Ned, on the other hand, simply recommends ordering something on JustGeek, but Peter has no 
idea what fandoms (if any) Harley is even into. 


Since he doesn’t have a lot of money to spend, Peter ends up buying a book (an LT. thriller about 
spies and hacking) that has a phenomenal rating on Amazon. Knowing that there’s a certain truth to 
Harley being narcissistic, Peter also thinks of a second, more personal gift. 


After spending all Tuesday evening designing a logo with his cracked Adobe InDesign on his 
laptop, he’s pretty happy with the result: a white ‘H’ and ‘K’ (the right line of the ‘H’ also serves 
as the line for the ‘K’), framed by a white outline. He then uploads the logo to the website of a 
Brooklyn based shop and, after calling the shop and asking if they can get it done until Friday, 
orders a custom-made black phone case for Harley’s StarkPhone. 


Friday morning begins with Tony asking Peter to help him wake Harley up with a ‘Happy 
Birthday’ serenade. Even though Peter is extremely anxious about it, he obliges, blushing deeply as 
he silently sings along to Tony. To his relief, Harley isn’t upset about them waking him up so early 
on his free day. Instead, he sits up and grins widely, looking tired, yet happy and choked up. 


“Haaappy birthdaaay!” Tony cheers once they’re done with the singing, urging Harley to blow out 
the candles he put onto a small chocolate cake, forming the number ‘21’. 


“Thanks, dad,” Harley says once he’s blown out the candles, struggling to get to his feet. He pulls 
his father into a long hug before glancing at Peter. ““And thanks to you too.” 


“You’re welcome. Um. Happy Birthday.” They stare at each other awkwardly before Peter makes 
an effort, offering a quick, somewhat brotherly hug. 


After an uneventful day at college, Peter fights his way through Friday afternoon traffic all the way 
over to Brooklyn to pick up the phone case. As he’s stuck in traffic, he seriously considers giving 
May the car back and switching to public transport again. It’s just way more convenient, faster, and 
cheaper... If Tony hadn’t been giving him money to pay for gas and parking fees, Peter would’ ve 
been completely broke for a while. 


Back home, Peter quickly wraps his presents before offering to help Tony with the party 
preparations. Tony doesn’t need any help, though; not only did he hire a personal chef for today, he 
also asked the cleaning firm to do an extra cleaning. 


At 6:00 p.m., Peter gets introduced to Harley’s aunt, uncle, and a grown-up male cousin from his 
mother’s side of the family. Then, Morgan and Pepper arrive, only to be joined by Nat, Bruce, 
Rhodey, and Steve a few minutes later. 


Even though Peter knows he doesn’t have anything to fear from Steve regarding Tony, it does hurt 
to see how well he gets along with not just Morgan (she literally jumps into his arms when he 
enters the room), but with Harley as well (they hug properly and for much longer than Peter and 
Harley did in the morning). 


Last, but not least, Quentin joins the party. As their eyes meet, Peter realizes that apart from his 
first day at Stark Industries, he’s never been in one room with Quentin and Tony at the same time 
before. 


“Where’s Jeanne?” Tony asks when Quentin greets everyone. 


Quentin smiles sadly. “She hasn’t been feeling very well.” 


To Peter’s surprise, Tony just nods understandingly. “I’m sorry. I was looking forward to finally 
meeting her. Well... at least Pll get to know her at the wedding,” Tony adds with a grin. “Do you 
have a date for it already?” 


“Not yet, but we’re eyeing October.” Quentin cocks his head to the side. “She’s always dreamed of 
an Autumn wedding, but... we'll see.” 


Peter thinks he sees Nat rolling her eyes at Bruce at this, but before he can wreck his brain about it, 
Tony asks them to sit down at the dining table where they clink glasses. 


“Now we’re finally all old enough to drink,” Harley grins when he takes a sip of his champagne. 
“Well, except Morgan, of course. And Peter,” he adds with a mocking smirk. 


Peter, who’s just taken a sip from his glass, blushes when everyone glances at him awkwardly. 
Thanks, Harley. Just like at Bruce’s party, Tony immediately points out with a stern expression that 
nobody cares if Peter drinks a glass or not, and that he’s not a baby anymore. 


After dinner, Harley starts opening the presents piled up on the sideboard. Having already 
forgotten about Harley digging at Peter, Tony gets wet eyes when he tells Harley about the origins 
of the Rolex. When he mentions how much he loves his son and how proud Harley’s mom would 
be of him, Harley pulls his father into a tight hug and actually sheds a tear. And he’s not the only 
one — Peter’s and the women’s eyes are brimmed with tears as well. 


The rest of Harley’s presents aren’t as personal or expensive as the watch, but they’re definitely a 
lot more costly than Peter’s. For instance, Steve got him a fancy polaroid camera. 


When Harley eventually unwraps Peter’s book, Peter’s heart beats rapidly. “Who is this from?” 
Harley asks, brows furrowing. 


“M-Me,” Peter squeaks. “I, um, hope you’ll enjoy it.” 


“Wow, that’s really... nice. Thank you,” Harley says, smiling faintly before putting the book 
away. 


Peter’s face falls. Harley didn’t even look at the back to find out what it’s about... However, once 
Harley unpacks the phone cover, he nods approvingly. “Who’s this from?” 


Clearing his throat, Peter says, “Me again.” 
“Oh... thank you. Looks neat. HK... What brand is that?” 


Brand? “Um... i-it’s not a brand, it’s... your initials. I made it myself.” When Harley stares at him, 
Peter’s face flushes. Did he take offense in it? “T-I thought... Many influencers create and sell their 
own merch, and with you being so successful, your name is a brand too, k-kind of, and, um... 
Yeah. If you don’t like it, it’s fine, I just thought... yeah.” 


“You made this yourself?” Harley asks. When Peter anxiously nods, Harley looks back at the 
cover, exhaling loudly. “Wow, this is... it’s so cool. It looks really professional. I’ve actually 
considered getting myself a logo and designing some shirts and hoodies, but this is... wow. If my 
fans see this, they’ II all want one.” Harley finally looks up again, flashing Peter a genuine smile. 
Thank you, Peter.” 


Beneath the table, Tony’s hand gives Peter’s an appreciative squeeze. For the rest of the evening, 


Peter feels like he’s floating; he finally did something right. 


Being the proud and happy father that he is, Tony takes a lot of photos during the party and even 
posts some of them on his Instagram. One of them is a group photo where Peter somehow ended up 
posing between Tony and Steve. 


It’s this photo that makes headlines next morning and spawns a shit ton of reactions from 
supporters and haters alike. Seeing Peter with Tony’s exes and with both of his children (Tony 
placed an emoji over Morgan’s face) makes it obvious just how serious they are about their 
relationship already. 


During breakfast, Harley thanks Peter once again for his phone cover. “Any chance you could send 
me the vector graphic of it?” 


“Um... sure, why not.” 


“Sweet. I also wanted to ask... Like, I know you aren’t into parties and stuff, but if you want to 
come to my birthday party today, you’re cordially invited.” 


“Oh... Wow, that’s really... Thank you, but...” Peter bites down on his bottom lip. He really 
doesn’t want to go, but he also doesn’t want to be rude... 


Fortunately, Harley seems to understand. “There’s no pressure, really,” he smiles. “As I said, I 
know about your social anxiety. I am not upset or mad if you don’t want to come, I just want you 
to know that you’ re invited.” 


Harley then addresses Tony. “Remember the Netflix producers I told you about? Turns out they 
want to meet in New York and get to know me better. I want to throw a small party for them and 
for my closest friends. Any chance you will let me do it here?” 


“In the penthouse?” Tony frowns. “Sorry, but you know that I don't want random people running 
around in my home and going through my stuff. There’s a reason why I never agree to do press in 
here.” 


“But this is going to be a very personal documentary, so it’s important they see how I live and 
stuff. Please, dad... You let me throw parties in here before." 


"Yes, but you know the rules: no guests that I don’t personally know.” 
Harley sighs deeply. “Not even if you’re here as well?” 


“No. If you invite them, then they might want to film in here for the documentary too, and that’s 
absolutely not going to happen. I can help you find an exclusive location for it, but I don't want you 
to do it here. I’m sorry." 


Although Harley looks angry, he seems to accept it. "Okay. Fine. Forget that I asked." 


When Tony and Peter are washing the plates ten minutes later, Tony asks if Peter thought that he 
was too strict about the party. Shocked that Tony wants to hear his opinion, Peter blinks. “Um... 
N-No, I... I don’t think so. I wouldn’t want people I don’t know running around in my home 
either.” 


In fact, Peter even feels somewhat proud that Tony finally denied one of Harley’s requests, but for 
the sake of his and Harley’s rekindled ‘friendship light’, he doesn’t say it. 


Peter didn’t end up going to Harley’s party, but fortunately, Harley really doesn’t take offense to it 
at all and reassures him that it’s fine. 


On Monday, Peter stuffs clothes, college books, and his laptop into his rucksack. Even though he 
tries to keep himself together, he dissolves into tears when he wishes Tony a safe flight. 


“Ssh, no need to be sad, baby,” Tony says softly, kissing his tears away. “I'll just be gone for two 
nights.” 


“T know, but you’ ll leave again on Friday for your Cuba trip with Harley,” Peter cries, hugging 
Tony tightly. “E-Ever since I moved in, we haven’t spent one night apart from each other.” 


“True, but after the weekend, I won’t be gone for a while. Promise.” Reminding Peter that he can 
always change his mind and sleep here after all, Tony gives him one last kiss before bringing him 
to the door. 


Thankfully, work and May distract Peter enough so that he doesn’t get the chance to miss Tony as 
badly as he’s feared. 


This changes on Tuesday when Peter sits down for his first class this week and realizes that he 
forgot the charger for his laptop in the penthouse. His battery gives up during his last course, so he 
decides to fetch it from the penthouse after work. He wants to tell Harley about it, but to Peter’s 
surprise, Harley isn’t at work. When Peter asks Quentin about it, he tells him that Harley took 
today and tomorrow off. Does Tony know about it? 


Peter has barely turned around to leave Quentin’s office, when the man holds him back. “Do you 
want to grab dinner with me today? As friends, of course.” Quentin’s mouth pulls up at the corners. 
“We didn’t get a chance to properly speak during Harley’s birthday, and with Tony being on his 
trip, I figured you might be a little lonely...” He winks mischievously. 


“Oh... that would be great, really, but I’m going to have dinner with my aunt. I’m staying over at 
her place while Tony isn’t here.” When Quentin’s smile falters, Peter quickly adds, “But maybe we 
can have dinner on the weekend? Tony will be on a trip with Harley, then.” 


Face lighting up again, Quentin nods his head. “Sure, I’d love to. How about Saturday, 7 o’clock? I 
can pick you up.” 


“Um...” Peter hesitates. Isn’t that a little weird? It’s not a date, after all... “I... think it’s easier if I 
drive there myself. Where, uh, do you wanna go?” 


Eyes narrowing slightly, Quentin suggests, “The Buffalo, maybe? It’s in Chelsea.” 


Peter accepts and goes back to his desk, where he sends Harley a short message to tell him he’ll 
drop by the apartment after work. As he starts working on his assignments, his mind drifts off to 
Tony every now and then. Peter can’t wait to see him tomorrow... If he has to go to the penthouse 
anyways, then maybe he could prepare a romantic surprise for Tony for when he gets home... 


Feeling excited, Peter leaves the office the moment his work day ends. After texting May that he’ll 
get home a little later, he drops by a flower and gift shop near the penthouse. It’s the first time he’s 
out shopping since the articles, but fortunately, nobody bothers him. Armed with a big bouquet of 
red roses (that cost way more than Peter expected), tealights, and a box of chocolates, he unlocks 
the door to the penthouse half an hour later. 


Only now, Peter remembers that Harley never texted him back. When he checks his phone, he sees 
that Harley hasn’t even read his message yet. Shrugging his shoulders, Peter yells “Harley?” a few 
times to check if he’s home, but he doesn’t get any response. Even better. 


Preparing Tony’s surprise takes Peter longer than he thought. First, he struggles to find a vase big 
enough for the bouquet, and then, he spends ages arranging the unlit tealights on the bed until they 
form a perfect heart. He would’ ve bought rose petals, but they’d most likely wither until Tony 
comes home tomorrow afternoon. 


Last, but not least, Peter puts the box of chocolates in the middle, smiling happily. What he 
wouldn’t give to see Tony’s face when he gets home... Maybe he can ask Quentin if he can leave 
early tomorrow... 


Then, Peter hears Harley’s dull voice coming from the living room, as well as some quiet music. 
After one last look at his work, Peter grabs his laptop charger from his bedside table, puts it in his 
backpack, and leaves the bedroom. In the corridor, he starts hearing other voices as well, and when 
he steps into the living room, he spots Harley and about ten other people their age hanging up 
jackets in the hall or sitting down on the couch. 


The second Harley’s eyes fall on Peter, it’s obvious that Peter just caught him doing something he 
wasn’t supposed to be doing. “W-What are you doing here?” Harley hurries forward with a 
distraught expression. “I thought you were in Queens?” 


The whole room falls silent as everyone stares at Peter, who can feel heat flushing up the nape of 
his neck. “Y-Yeah, but I... I forgot my charger. I texted you.” When Harley curses loudly, Peter’s 
eyes flicker at the other guests. “What is all this? Are you throwing a party?” 


“No,” Harley says, a tad bit too quick to be believable. “I’m just hanging out with a few friends of 
mine.” 


“S-Sounds like a party to me.” And then, Peter remembers what Harley asked Tony a few days 
ago. “This is about that Netflix show, isn’t it?” 


Cursing again, Harley steps even closer, eyes narrowed to slits. “What if it is, huh? Are you gonna 
rat me out?” 


Swallowing thickly, Peter tries to resist the urge to step back. “N-Not if you call Tony right now 
and ask him for permission.” 


Whereas Harley growls at this, a blond girl from the couch yells, “Are you being serious?” 
A boy with black hair snorts loudly. “Don’t be such a suck-up, kid.” 


Feeling tears burning in the corners of his eyes, Peter swallows again. “I meant what I said,” he 
says to Harley, acting braver than he feels. “Either you call him, or I do.” 


Harley’s spared an answer when the doorbell rings. Eyes widening, he runs into the hall, probably 
to check the surveillance camera in front of the door. 


“Tt’s them,” Harley says when he comes back, looking flustered. Peter can almost see the wheels 
turning in his head. When the doorbell rings again, Harley flashes Peter a grave, dispassionate look 
before turning his head to his friends. “Make sure he doesn’t call my dad.” 


With that, three guys charge at Peter. Letting out a panicked shriek, Peter turns on his heels, 
intending to run back to the master bedroom, but he’s barely taken three steps when they catch up 


to him. One of the guys grabs him around the waist and lifts him up, and when Peter tries to kick at 
them, the second guy catches his legs. 


Peter screams when they drag him towards Harley’s bedroom. “Let go of me! Harley, please, tell 
them to—” The rest of his sentence is muffled by the third guy clasping a hand over his mouth. A 
few moments later, they’ ve dragged Peter into Harley’s room and closed the door. 


“What now?” the one holding Peter asks. Thrashing around, Peter tries to wriggle free, but they’re 
too strong for him. 


“Um... I don’t know... Let’s just... take his phone and lock him into the bathroom for now,” the 
guy holding his legs suggests. Eyes widening in fear, Peter shakes his head and tries to plead 
through the hand covering his mouth, but they ignore him. After fiddling Peter’s phone out of the 
back pocket of his jeans, they put him down, strip him off his backpack, and shove him into 
Harley’s bathroom. 


Stumbling, Peter falls hard on the tiles, whimpering as he bumps his head at the sharp edge of the 
tub. Tears are streaming down his face when he struggles to get back to his feet. Light headed and 
a little disoriented, he stumbles to the door, but they’ ve already closed it. He desperately tries to 
turn the handle and push it open, but it doesn’t budge. “P-Please, let me out, I-I won’t call Tony!” 
he yells weakly, pressing against the door with all his might. 


At first, he’s met with silence, but then he hears a noise that sounds like they’re pushing something 
heavy in front of the door... most likely Harley’s couch so that Peter can’t push the door open 
anymore. When the noise stops, he once again tries to plead with them, even kicks against the 
door, but nothing happens. 


As his chest tightens, Peter desperately tries to breathe calmly, but he can’t. They actually locked 
him in... Harley surely won’t tolerate this and tell them to let him out, right? 


... Right? 
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Fifteen 


Chapter Summary 


Peter is at the end of his tether. 
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Harley’s still shaking with anger when his friends tell him that they locked Peter into his bathroom 
for the time being. Even though Harley does feel bad about it, the little snitch sort of had it coming. 
No wonder Peter was so unpopular in school... 


“Thanks. Just make sure to turn the music up so they won’t hear him in case he yells. I can’t have 
them getting wind of that because they think dad is okay with them coming here,” Harley whispers, 
nodding his head towards the producers standing near the kitchen island, each one holding a glass 
of champagne. 


"What will you tell your dad if he finds out?" Josh asks, but Harley just shrugs his shoulders. 


“T’ll think of something,” he says reassuringly, more to himself than to his friends. “And even if he 
punishes me, so what? This is the biggest chance I'll ever get. Once I’ve won them over and 
signed the contract, it’s done. Speaking of, I have work to do.” With that, Halrey walks over to the 
four men, asking if they want more champagne. 


Even though Harley’s mind occasionally wanders off to Peter during the next two hours, he’s way 
too focused on charming the producers to care much. He knows very well that the men are mostly 
interested in him because he’s Tony Stark’s son, so he promises them — against better knowledge — 
that his father would surely ‘love’ to make an appearance in the documentary as well. 


The later the evening gets, the more everyone drinks. Eventually, Harley and his friends move the 
party to an exclusive club on the Upper East Side, where they dance, drink, and pop some pills 
until 3 o’clock in the morning. By then, Harley’s so drunk and high that he doesn’t hesitate when 
Dominic, the producer they already met in Miami, invites him to come to his hotel with him. He’s 
a cute guy in his mid-twenties, and since Harley hasn’t had sex in almost six months, he doesn’t 
even consider that hooking up with him could be a bad idea. 


However, Dominic is so wasted that he falls asleep during the blowjob Harley gives him. Not 
wanting to sneak out and ruin his potential contract, Harley decides to stay and lies down, where he 
quickly falls asleep as well. 


Hours later, Dominic’s alarm wakes them up. Cursing, the man hurries to get out of bed, looking at 
Harley apologetically. “My flight’s in three hours. Sorry for...” He pauses. “Okay, to be honest, I 
kinda had a blackout... Did we have sex? I can’t really remember anything.” 


Harley hesitates; would it be better if he claims that they had? “No, we didn’t,” he eventually says, 
trying to sound amused. “Not really. You fell asleep when I— after we'd kissed.” 


“Oh, okay,” Dominic laughs awkwardly, looking more relieved than Harley prefers. 
Grabbing his clothes, Harley asks, “So... Are you going to feature me?” 


His stomach churns when Dominic averts his gaze. ““That’s not my decision. If it were, then yes, 
definitely. It was a fun night, but, um... You know, it would be great if we could get to know your 
father too before we make a final decision.” He glances at his phone. “Shit, I really need to take a 
shower. We’ll give you a call.” 


With a somewhat strained smile, Dominic enters the bathroom and closes the door behind him. 
Feeling anger bubbling up inside him, Harley leaves the hotel and flags down a cab. Stupid 
assfucks. Harley is more than Tony Stark’s son, but for some reason, nobody seems to get that. 


He spends the ride looking at the countless photos they’ve taken during the night. He doesn’t even 
remember taking half of them... Back home, Harley groans at the dirty bottles, cups, and snack 
bags he sees. He needs to call the cleaning firm and make sure everything is tidy when Tony gets 
home. But first, he needs to get some aspirin for his headache and take a shower. 


Walking into his bedroom, Harley’s eyes immediately fall on his sofa blocking the closed 
bathroom door. Why the fuck is it— 


Only then, he remembers. 
Peter. 


Panic spreads through Harley’s veins like ice. Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck, please no... He did not forget 
that his friends had locked Peter into his bathroom... did he? Cursing, Harley quickly starts to drag 
the heavy sofa away from the door, hoping that the other boy isn’t too furious with him. 


After he got locked into the windowless bathroom, Peter tried to call Tony via JARVIS, Tony’s 
smart home system, but he had to find out that there aren't any speakers in the bathroom. The 
muffled music from the living room came to a stop after Peter had used the toilet a total of three 
times, but instead of someone coming to rescue him...everything just fell silent, making him suffer 
from a second panic attack that evening. Even though the bathroom isn’t small, it triggered his 
slight claustrophobia Peter developed after he'd got stuck in the elevator of his old apartment 
building when he was 10. Back then, he’d been confined for almost three hours until the fire 
department got him out. 


Today... Peter has no idea how long it’s been, but when a noise wakes him up from his doze, he’s 
hungry enough to assume it must be night already. 


“H-Hello?” Peter croaks, scrambling out of the tub where he’d tried to find some sleep. A few 
seconds later, he’s at the door, trying to push it open for the ‘nth’ time. “P-Please let me out, 
please!” He doesn’t care how despicable he sounds. All he wants is to get out. 


“J-Just a second,” comes Harley’s muffled, somewhat panicked voice from the other side of the 
door. “I’m on it.” 


To Peter, it feels like forever until the door finally budges. Eager to get out, he smacks it open, 
accidentally banging it against Harley, who yelps in pain. “ Ow! Fuck...” 


But Peter doesn’t give a shit. As soon as he’s stumbling onto the carpeted floor of Harley’s 
bedroom, he dissolves into tears. He doesn’t know how long he’s been kneeling there, sobbing and 
trying to get fresh air into his lungs, before he feels something touch his shoulder. “Hey, um... Are 
you—” 


“D-Don’t t-touch me!” Peter chokes out, smacking Harley’s hand away. Wiping over his eyes with 
the back of his hand, he struggles to get up. Only now, Peter realizes that it’s not the ceiling light 
that makes the room bright... it’s daylight shining in through the window. “H-How... How late is 
it?” he cries, faltering when Harley answers. 


“10:50 a.m.” 


10:50 a.m.? Peter knows he got to the penthouse around 5:30 p.m., and it couldn’t have taken him 
more than 20 minutes to arrange everything in the bedroom, so... that means... “Y-You kept me in 
there for 17 hours?” Peter gasps, turning around to stare at Harley. 


Harley looks extremely pale. “I’m sorry,” he whispers. “I... didn’t know that you were in here. I 
thought— Oh god, is that blood?” 


Eyes fixed on Peter’s left temple, he rushes forward, but Peter flinches back. “I said don’t fucking 
touch me,” Peter spits. Suddenly, he’s very angry. “Y-Your fucking friends shoved me so hard that 
I fell and hit my head on the edge of the tub. It was bleeding for a while.” 


If Harley didn’t look guilty before, he definitely does now. “Fuck, I- Peter, I’m so sorry. I really 
didn’t mean for you to get hurt. As I said, I didn’t know they locked you up. I assumed that they... 
paid you not to say anything or something, and that you sneaked out. I swear, I had no—” 


“Shut up.” 
Harley gapes at him. “What?” 


“T said ‘Shut up’.” Listening to Harley’s despicable lies makes Peter feel a fiery rage that he’s 
never felt before. “I can’t fucking take it anymore. All your fucking lies and excuses... I’m done. 
DONE! ” He screams the last word. 


“T’m not lying,” Harley insists, but Peter just shakes his head and picks up his backpack from the 
floor. With trembling hands, he looks for his phone, but he can’t find it. 


““Where’s my phone?” 
“T...“° Harley bites down on his bottom lip. “I don’t know.” 


Snorting even more loudly, Peter makes a move to leave the room, but Harley jumps forward and 
blocks the doorway. 


“Wait, I-P’ll call you,” Harley says, taking out his own phone. “If it’s here, we’ll hear it.” 


Knowing that his phone has already been low on battery, Peter holds his breath. His stomach 
churns when Harley curses. “It went straight to voicemail. I’m sorry, ll buy you a new one.” 


“T don’t want a new one!” Peter yells exasperatedly. “I want my phone.” 


“Okay, I, um... Pll find it, I promise. Maybe my friends have it. Just... Please don’t tell dad. About 
anything.” 


“Dream on,” Peter huffs, trying to squeeze past Harley, but he holds him back. 
“Alright, how much do you want?” 

“What?” 

“How much? 10 grand? 20?” 


Is Harley serious right now? Peter scrunches up his face. “Do you actually think you can buy me?” 
He doesn’t know if he’s ever been more disgusted. “Wow, you’re much stupider than I thought.” 


“Oh yeah?” Harley’s face darkens. “No person in their right mind would decline 20,000 dollars if 
the only thing they had to do for it is keeping their fucking mouth shut. What happened has already 
happened. I can’t make it undone. The only thing I can do is apologize and explain that it wasn’t 
my fault.” 


“No. The only thing you can do is stop lying and actually be sorry for what you did ; for locking 
me up and for disrespecting your father’s rules.” 


“Stop being so fucking overdramatic,” Harley hisses. “It’s not like I let those people go through my 
dad’s stuff and... you were locked up, yes, but you had tap water and a toilet. That’s not so—” 


And then, Peter can’t take it anymore. “ARE YOU KIDDING ME?” he screams, tears of anger 
spilling from his eyes. “Am I supposed to be fucking thankful because I wasn’t forced to pee my 
pants, and that I didn’t completely dehydrate? What the FUCK is wrong with you? Thanks to you, 
I gashed my head, had to calm myself down from two panic attacks, haven’t had anything to eat in 
almost 24 hours, didn’t sleep, missed two of my classes already, and, worst of all, my aunt must be 
worrying sick because I didn’t come home all night! But the only thing you worry about is me not 
taking your fucking money and telling your dad what a fuck-up of a person you truly are!” 


Shaking with anger, Peter gives Harley a shove that causes him to stumble backwards. It gives 
Peter the opportunity to slip out of the bedroom, but he’s only in the living room when Harley 
catches up to him and locks his hand around his arm. 


“Wait, please,” Harley breathes, yanking Peter around. “I... I know this is all very disturbing to 
you right now, but think about it calmly for a second... It wouldn't have mattered if you’d called 
dad after the party, so... if ’'d known you were in there, why would I have left the penthouse 
without letting you out?” 


“Well, I don’t know. Maybe you were high on drugs and just forgot?” 
Harley blinks. “I... What? I don’t take drugs.” 


“Yeah, right.” Peter lets out a disbelieving snort. He’s just done with everything. “You know, Tony 
might be indulgent enough to believe that you barely used any of the drugs you hid in your dorm, 
but I don’t believe shit you say anymore.” 


Harley clenches his fists. “Dad told you about that?” 
“Of course not. But I heard it with my own ears.” 


“That’s not possible,” Harley hisses. “You weren’t in dad’s office when I—-” Harley’s eyes widen 
when it dawns on him. “You... You were under the table, weren’t you? That’s why he—- Oh my 
god... You’re so fucking disgusting.” 


“Disgusting? Because I gave my boyfriend a blowjob?” Peter gives a fake laugh. “Wow. All this 
time I thought you’re just sexually frustrated, but it also seems that you’re extremely uptight.” With 
that, Peter yanks his arm out of Harley’s grip and marches towards the door. 


“You make it really hard for people to like you, you know that?” 


Although Peter knows he shouldn’t take the bait, he stops and turns around again, voice dripping 
with venom. “At least I don’t have to pay people to like me.” 


Harley chuckles nastily. “Well, it’s not like you could, right?” 


Everything inside of Peter screams at him to just /eave, but he can’t. “One day, I truly hope you’ll 
realize that there's more important things in the world than followers and money,” he says as 
calmly as possible. “And when that time comes, we’ll find out if you can really count on these 
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people you call your ‘friends’. 


“Bitch, please,” Harley snorts. “Don’t you think I don’t see the way you look at me? You are 
jealous of me, and you always have been. No matter how often you deny it, we both know that you 
want to have the life that I’m living. Which is why you got yourself a sugar daddy in the first 
place.” 


Peter doesn’t know whether he should laugh or cry. “The only thing I'm jealous of is that you still 
have a father figure in your life who loves you unconditionally. But you’re so full of yourself that 
you don’t even appreciate how lucky you are. Instead, you decided to shit on Tony’s trust, and for 
what? For a pointless documentary?” 


Harley groans in frustration. “He wouldn’t even notice they were here unless you snitch me out. 
Please, Peter... Don’t tell him. If you do, he’s going to be really upset.” 


“That’s on you, though, not on me.” 


When Harley responds, he sounds more desperate than angry. “Look... I know I fucked up, but I 
promise that I'll never break dad’s trust ever again. And Ill make sure my friends make up for 
what they did to you.” 


“What they did to me?” Huffing, Peter shakes his head. “Even if we assume that you’ re telling me 
the truth about yesterday, then there’s still the fact that you’ ve been treating me like shit since the 
day we first met. ’ ve been nothing but kind to you, and you thanked me by calling me names, 
trying to set me up and making all these nasty, ‘subtle’ comments about my age, my unpopularity 
and my ‘poverty’ in front of others... No. Fuck you, Harley. I’m done lying to Tony about all the 
shit you put me through. It’s time you grow the fuck up and learn that actions have consequences.” 


Without any further words, Peter strides towards the entrance door, wrenches it open, and bangs it 
shut behind him. Leaning against the wall, he takes a few deep breaths before calling up the 
elevator and riding down to the garage. The clock in his car shows Peter that it’s 11:15 a.m. now, 
but he’s way too agitated to drive to college for his last class. Instead, he drives all the way to 
Queens, to the hospital May works in. 


Her co-workers tell him that May didn’t come to work because Peter was missing. Feeling terrible, 
Peter asks them to lend him a phone. First, he calls in sick for work, and then he calls his aunt. Sick 
with worry, May alternates between yelling at him and sobbing with relief. When Peter tells her 
that he’s in the hospital to get stitches for a head injury, she immediately comes over. 


““W-What happened, sweetie?” she asks when they embrace in the nurse room, shaking. 


Not wanting to hide anything from her, Peter makes sure to tell her everything. Afterwards, May is 
so furious that Peter has a hard time convincing her not to call the cops on Harley. 


“Why do you want to protect him? His friends gave you a lightconcussion. You can’t let him get 
away with that, Peter.” 


“T know,” Peter sighs. “But he’s still my boyfriend’s son. And... I love Tony more than I hate 
Harley right now. I want Tony to deal with this.” 


Tony sighs in relief when he unlocks the door to the penthouse. Finally. He never minded having 
to go on business trips, not even when he was happily married to Pepper or dating Steve, but this 
time, he was counting down the minutes until he could reunite with his baby boy. 


Even though he knows that Harley and Peter are both at work, Tony pouts a little when he finds the 
penthouse empty. When he opens the door to the master bedroom, his heart melts. There’s a big 
bouquet of roses waiting for him on the bedside table, and on the bed, there’s a box of chocolates 
and about three dozen unlit tealights, forming the shape of a heart. His sweet boy... Tony doesn’t 
deserve him. 


Yet, Tony can’t help chuckling when he looks down at his right hand, grasping a rose bouquet 
meant for Peter. Great minds think alike... 


However, once Tony checks his phone, his good mood turns into worry. Peter still hasn’t read any 
of the eight messages Tony has sent him since yesterday afternoon. He tries to call him, but just 
like yesterday evening, it goes straight to voicemail. Frowning, Tony debates calling Peter in the 
office, but he doesn’t want to come off as controlling or overprotective. In two hours, Peter should 
be home anyways. 


Once Tony’s done unpacking his suitcase, he goes to the kitchen to make himself a drink. He’s 
barely sat down on the barstool when Harley comes home, looking extremely worn-out. 


“Hey, son. Everything okay? Why aren’t you at work?” Tony asks, frowning. 


Swallowing thickly, Harley takes off his jacket and walks up to the kitchen counter. “Hi.” He puts 
something on the counter that looks suspiciously like Peter’s phone. Only that the screen looks a 
lot more broken than it did before. 


“Ts that Peter’s phone? Why do you have it, and... why is it so broken?” Then, Tony’s stomach 
churns. “Did something happen?” When his son remains silent, Tony gets up from the stool and 
puts his right hand on Harley’s left shoulder. ““W-What’s going on?” 


“T... [messed up,” Harley whispers, averting his gaze. “I fucked up really badly, dad.” 
“What happened?” Tony asks urgently, tightening his grip. 


Once again, Harley swallows thickly. “I’m an asshole. I... threw a party for the producers... In the 
penthouse. I’m really sorry.” 


“You threw a party in here?” Tony can’t believe it. “Even though I explicitly forbade it?” When 
Harley nods, he opens his mouth to yell at him, but then, Tony’s eyes flicker to Peter’s phone. 
“What does that have to do with Peter?” 


“He found out because he was home to get his charger or something... He threatened to call you, 
and... I was afraid you’d send Happy over and kick everyone out, so I told my friends to make sure 


he didn’t call you. They... They took his phone and locked him in my bathroom.” 


Tony forgets how to function. With wide eyes, he stares at his son, unable to believe what he just 
heard. 


“They didn’t tell me what they had done, though... I assumed they’d talked Peter out of it or paid 
him shush money or something, but I admit that I didn’t even ask because I was so focused on 
wooing the producers. After a few hours, we all left the apartment to go clubbing. Only once I got 
home in the morning did I see that my bathroom door was blocked by my sofa,” Harley continued. 


There are tears glistening in Harley’s eyes when he looks at Tony, who’s still too shocked to 
speak. 


“T didn’t know he was in there, dad. I swear.” 


It takes Tony a while to find words. “Y-You... your friends locked him—” He stops when he hears 
the entrance door opening again. A second later, Peter enters the living room, wearing a big band- 
aid on his left temple. For a few moments, the three men silently stare at one another before Peter 
sniffles quietly. 


“B-Baby.” Horrified about what Harley just told him, Tony runs up to Peter and pulls him into an 
embrace. “Are you okay?” 


His heart breaks when Peter starts sobbing into his shoulder. “N-No.” 
Turning his head towards his son, Tony glares at him. “How long was he locked up for?” 
“Seventeen hours,” Harley whispers. “I’m so sorry... I swear, I didn’t know.” 


Tony opens his mouth to respond, but Peter is faster. “Cut your fucking bullshit!” Peter screams, 
pulling away from a baffled Tony to glare at Harley. “I knew it was a good idea to come back here 
after they'd stitched me up. I knew you'd be telling Tony the same shit you told me!” 


“What do you mean, getting stitched—” Tony begins, but Harley cuts him off. 


“Tt’s not bullshit!” Harley yells back at Peter. “You just don’t want to believe me because you think 
I’m a stupid ‘fuck-up’!” 


“Wowowow, calm down, both of you,” Tony says when Peter takes a deep breath, probably to 
shout even louder. “Tell me what happened. One by one.” 


As he listens to Peter’s and then to Harley’s side of the story, Tony catches himself wanting to give 
his son a few resounding slaps (which he would never do, no matter how mad he is at him). 


“Who were those assholes who locked him up?” Tony snaps once Harley has finished with his 
report. “What are their names?” 


Harley shakes his head. “It doesn’t matter. I... I know that Jam to blame for this, even though I 
had no idea what they did. I take responsibility for it, so if you want to punish someone for it, 
punish me.” 


“What they did is a criminal offense,” Tony growls. “They unlawfully imprisoned Peter and 
injured him. What if he had smacked his head even worse than he did? He could’ ve fucking died in 
there!” Then, he looks at Peter. “Can you describe them to me?” 


Peter glares at Harley before he says, “Yes, but... I don’t want the police involved. Call me crazy, 
but I know they didn’t mean to hurt me. I fell. And they only locked me up because Harley told 
them to. Which I doubt they’d admit, considering he tried to pay me for keeping my mouth shut.” 


“T did not tell them to lock you up,” Harley growls. “Maybe you should stop lying for once. I mean, 
you were there, Peter. You heard that I only told them not to let you call dad.” 


Whereas Peter snorts loudly, Tony groans. This is giving him a headache. “Peter... I need you to 
be completely honest now. Did you hear Harley tell his friends to lock you up?” 


“You believe him over me?” Peter gasps, eyes widening. 


Tony sighs deeply. “I do believe that Harley didn’t know you were in there. I understand that you 
think that he did, but this is not about what you think. It’s about what you know. So, please be 
honest with me. Did you hear Harley telling his friends to lock you up or do you know, without a 
doubt, that he knew you were in the bathroom?” 


Peter stays quiet for a while. Eventually, he shakes his head. “No. I don’t know that he knew.” It 
takes a load off Tony’s mind, but then, Peter adds, “But you can’t let him get away for 
disregarding your rules. ’'m done covering up for him. From the first day that we met, he’s been 
treating me like shit. The night after we’d told him about us, he cornered me in the kitchen and 
called me a whore and a gold digger. And at the party I went to, he told Harry Osborn to hit on me 
to find out if I would cheat on you.” 


“You did what?” Tony barks at Harley, who holds up his hands in defense. 


“That was over a fucking month ago. I know it was a shitty move, but I apologized for it many 
times already. I even suggested that Peter should tell you the truth back then, but he didn’t. It was 
his decision not to tell you, so I don’t think it’s fair to reproach me for it now. Especially after I’ve 
shown that I support you guys over and over again.” 


But then, Tony remembers something. “And what about you claiming that Peter made his 
Instagram public to get followers? When in reality, you told him to do it?” 


Whereas Peter gasps, Harley gulps. “I... Yes, I told him to do it, but only because of the fake 
accounts and... because I wanted to test him. I wanted to know if he’d try to get promotions and 
stuff. I know I shouldn’t have done that, but that was only a few days after those articles came out. 
Back then, I didn’t know if I could trust him to have good intentions about your relationship.” 


“Don’t you see how fucked up that is?” Peter asks through clenched teeth. “All this time you’ re 
talking about ‘trust’ and ‘good intentions’, when in reality, you are the one who is spreading 
nothing but lies and mistrust.” 


Knowing he has to do something about this, Tony looks at his son sternly. “Peter’s right. I know I 
spoiled you more than what’s good for you, Harley, but you’re a good kid. Why did you do all 
this?” 


Trapped, Harley struggles to find words. “I... I already told you. I was... upset because you barely 
paid any attention to me when I came home from college. And... I was trying to protect you and 
Morgan. I mean... Imagine if I’d come home with a guy older than you. What would you do?” 


“I'd have a word with you and ask you if this is really what you want. And I’d make sure the guy 
didn’t take advantage of you, but I would talk to him like an adult. The thing is, Harley... I love 
you with all my heart, but you’re not exactly mature and responsible yet. You’d be very easy to 


take advantage of.” 
“And Peter wouldn’t be?” Harley asks incredulously. 


“Well... Anyone can be taken advantage of, but between you two, Peter is the only one acting like 
a grown-up.” 


Harley sneers, “Oh yeah? How so?” 


“He doesn’t lie and manipulate people, for one,” Tony hisses, clenching his fists. “And he actually 
takes his studies seriously and works his ass off, both in school and at work.” 


For a few seconds, father and son just glare at each other. Then, Harley growls, “Just admit it... 
You wished I was more like him, don’t you?” 


Even though Tony knows Harley’s provoking him, he straightens his back. “Yes. Sometimes, I 
really wish you were.” 


What happens next, Tony didn’t see coming. Harley drops to his knees. “If you want me to be like 
him, does this mean you want me to suck your cock too? Like he did when he was hiding under 
your desk in the office?” 


“Don’t be fucking ridiculous,” Tony snaps, blushing a little. “Can you please stop acting like a 
child?” 


“Why should I?” Harley yells, climbing back to his feet. “You just said it yourself: ’'m immature 
and irresponsible. Truth is, as long as you’re thinking with your dick, I'll always lose out to Peter.” 


Shaking his head, Tony takes a step back. “This isn’t a fucking competition, Harley. But... this is 
pointless, we’re going in circles. I... I want you to pack some of your things and leave. Right now.” 


“You're kicking me out?” Harley looks at Tony shell-shocked. 


“Tam,” Tony affirms. “I think we all need some space from each other to... process what 
happened. And I guess I don’t need to tell you that the Cuba trip is cancelled.” 


“But... Fuck, ’'m... I’m sorry, okay?” Harley says, voice cracking. 
“Sorry doesn’t cut it. Not this time.” 


For a few seconds, it looks like Harley wants to continue fighting, but then he yells, “Fine!” and 
storms into the corridor, where they hear him banging his door shut. 


Peter has been silent for the last couple of minutes, but now he slowly approaches Tony. His puppy 
eyes are brimming with tears. “A-Are you okay?” 


Sighing, Tony pulls him into his arms. “Yes, baby. I think he needed that. And what you need after 
all this shit is a few days of rest and recreation.” Smiling, he leans back so he can look Peter in his 
eyes. “What would you say about a weekend trip to Cuba?” 
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“Oh my... I’m so sorry, Harley.” Quentin looks at Harley compassionately. “Even if they don’t 
believe you, they should know that you would’ ve never meant for Peter to get hurt or be locked up 
for so long.” 


“T know,” Harley grunts, clenching his fists. “But something like this was doomed to happen, 
considering how much dad is sucking up to Peter. It’s what I’ve been afraid of all this time. But 
hey, at least now I know how low they both think of me.” 


Quentin tries to smile encouragingly. “Tony doesn’t think low of you, Harley. He’s just... a little 
blinded by love.” 


Harley snorts. “That’s not love. That’s having a midlife crisis and being desperate. But I don’t 
fucking care anymore. If Peter bleeds dad dry, so be it.” 


“So... you don’t want to break them up anymore?” Quentin asks, lifting his brows. “You’re just 
giving up?” 


Harley shrugs his shoulders. “Honestly... I don’t know. I tried so many different things already, 
but most of them completely backfired on me.” In a few words, he tells Quentin that Tony now 
knows what happened at the party with Harry and that he confronted Harley about the Instagram 
thing. “They’re onto me, Quentin. If they find out that you and I recorded them during dinner, I 
can start digging my own grave.” 


Not to mention that it was Harley who gave the DailyBugle false information about Peter, and that 
it was him who leaked Peter’s address and placed those fake delivery orders... 


“T understand that, but you shouldn’t give up. Tony needs you, Harley,” Quentin says accusingly. 
“Don’t let Peter ruin your relationship with the only parent you have left.” 


“Oh yeah?” Harley asks, feeling anger bubble up inside him. “Why don’t you break them up 
yourself, if you’re so bothered by it? Why do you even care so much, huh? Do you want a piece of 
that twink ass for yourself? Or is it my dad that you’ re secretly thirsting over?” 


For a second, it almost looks like Quentin is startled, but then, his face darkens. “Careful, Harley,” 
he hisses. “I’m on your side, and I forbid you to speak to me like that. As you know, I’m not gay. I 
have a very lovely fiancé and couldn’t care less about who Peter or Tony are dating. I wasn’t 
talking about breaking them up. I was talking about you proving them wrong. Show Tony that 
you’re a good son... and that you are not irresponsible and immature like he said you were.” 


“Then why did you offer to help me break them up if you don’t even want them to break up?” 
Harley asks stubbornly. “And why help me leak that audio tape?” 


“Because I care about you,” Quentin growls, leaning forward. “And about the firm, obviously. As I 
told you a million times already, I don’t think Peter is good for Tony, but that doesn’t mean that I 
have any personal interest in them breaking up. But do as you wish, Harley. Reconcile with your 
dad or don’t... Save him from what we know will eventually break his heart or or watch him 
crumble, when you know you could've done something. I couldn’t care less. Now, please leave my 
office and let me work.” 


Snorting angrily, Harley stands up and rushes out of Quentin’s office. A moment later, he already 
regrets what he said. Good job, chasing away the only one who still had his back... 


Yesterday, Harley told Harry everything that happened, but his best friend didn’t have any 
sympathy for him. In fact, Harry outright said that Harley “had it coming’ due to all his scheming 
and manipulating. Harley was so mad about it that he decided to sleep at Gwen’s instead, but even 
she seems to think that Harley went ‘too far’ this time. And they don't even know half of what 
Harley’s actually done... 


And now, he upset Quentin as well, even though Harley knows that Quentin is right. He shouldn’t 
give up so easily, but the thing is... Until yesterday, Harley’s main motivation for breaking Tony 
and Peter up was jealousy. He couldn’t stand the thought — and sight — of his father dating the boy 
Harley had a crush on, so his only option was to break them up and, maybe, try to charm Peter 
himself. 


Sure, Harley has always been convinced that Peter is taking advantage of Tony, but if he didn’t 
have this stupid crush on Peter, then he wouldn’t try to manipulate them. Instead, he would simply 
keep a close eye on Peter and interfere only if absolutely necessary. It was Harley’s feelings for 
Peter that gave him the energy and motivation to do whatever he could to ruin their relationship, 
but now that Peter has finally shown his true colors, the only feeling Harley has left for him is 
hate. 


Therefore, Harley decides to let it be for now. When the time has come, his father will crawl back 


to him and beg Harley to move in again. 


Whimpering, Peter presses his face against the crook of Tony’s neck. Chuckling softly, the man 
wraps his arm around him and pulls him even closer. “There’s no need to be scared, baby. Flying is 
the safest way to travel.” 


“Statistics don’t matter if you’re the one who’s negatively affected by it,” Peter says, voice 
muffled by Tony’s neck. “There are still accidents, especially during take-off and landing.” 


“Yes, but what’s the alternative? Hiding in your bed all day and being afraid of living?” Tony 
soothingly caresses Peter’s soft locks. 


“No, but... If my parents hadn't boarded that plane, they would still be alive today.” 


Tony draws the air in sharply. “Shit, I... I forgot that they actually— I’m so sorry, baby. If this is 
too much for you, we can stay here.” 


Shuddering, Peter lifts his head and looks around the fancy private jet. When Tony offered to take 
him to Cuba two days ago, Peter didn’t agree right away. It wasn’t just the prospect of boarding a 
plane... He also didn’t want to imagine how much money it would cost, and how angry Harley 
would be if Tony took Peter to Cuba instead of him. To be fair, it was kind of a shitty move of 
them... but Peter's done playing nice. 


Harley had this coming, so Peter let Tony persuade him that after all the stress and horrors of the 
last couple of weeks, he deserved to go on his first real vacation. Tony even managed to pull his 
strings and get Peter a passport in less than two days. 


Taking a deep breath, Peter shakes his head. “No, you’re right. As Osho said, “Life begins where 
fear ends’. Let’s do this.” 


Smiling proudly, Tony kisses Peter on the mouth before walking up to the cockpit. Peter was 
stunned when he found out it was Happy and a co-pilot who would be flying the jet, and he was 
even more amazed when Tony told him that he had a pilot license as well. 


Ten minutes later, the jet rolls onto the airfield. When the jet eventually accelerates, Peter’s heart 
skips a beat as he’s getting pressed into his seat. Closing his eyes, Peter grasps Tony’s fingers so 
tightly he thinks he must be breaking them. Then, a few seconds later, his stomach churns as the jet 
takes off, and he feels an odd pressure in his ears. Only once Tony tells him to open his eyes (it 
sounds muffled), Peter dares to peek outside the window. What he sees makes his mouth drop 
open. He’s seen Manhattan from the top of various observation decks before, but this... this is 
something else. 


The mesmerizing landscape, the sea and the fluffy clouds underneath them are so fascinating that 
Peter soon forgets about his fear. Sure, whenever the jet shakes a little or drops a few feet his 
stomach twists nastily, but other than that, he enjoys the flight a lot. The landing makes him 
incredibly nervous once again, but fortunately, everything goes well. 


The ride from the airport to the private beach cottage near Havana that Tony booked is almost as 
exciting as the flight itself. As someone who has never been outside the state of New York before, 
Peter wished he had three additional sets of eyes as he twists and turns his head to see everything at 
once. 


Looking at Tony through the veil of tears building in his eyes, Peter croaks, “Thank you for 
bringing me here. I love you.” 


Smiling, Tony lifts his hand and cups Peter’s cheek. “I love you too.” 


The weekend in Cuba turns out to be the best weekend in Peter’s life. With their shoes in their 
hands, Tony and Peter take long strolls on the beach; they also go swimming, visit Havana, and 
cuddle in the hammock in front of their cottage to watch the sunset. Happy is with them wherever 
they go, making sure they don’t get bothered, but Peter doesn’t mind. He’s taken a real liking to 
the man, and he barely even notices that Happy is there. Thrice, Peter and Tony do get approached 
by people who recognize Tony, but they’re all friendly and only ask for a quick selfie. 


Peter is so happy that on Sunday, during breakfast, he finally dares to post on Instagram for the 
first time since February. It’s a photo that Happy took of Peter and Tony kissing in front of the 


setting sun on Friday. Afraid to receive hate, Peter didn’t feel comfortable sharing it at first, but 
Tony said that he shouldn’t let his life be determined by pitiful strangers. 


“Tf this is something you would’ ve posted if I weren’t famous or if I was your age, at least, then 
you should post it,” Tony smiled. “I want you to live like you did before all this.” 


“But I don’t want you to think I’m begging for likes,” Peter protested. 


“We’ve already discussed this, Peter. I know you’re not taking advantage of me. Besides, now that 
I have Instagram as well, I can finally understand why people want to share certain parts of their 
lives. It is nice to get some likes and nice comments, so... please, baby... If you want to share your 
happiness and show everyone that we love each other, no matter what anyone says, then post it.” 


The photo gets shared not only by Tony, but by various news outlets and blogs as well. The 
comments they get aren’t even near as negative as they used to be, but there’s still a decent amount 
of people that call Tony a cradle snatcher or accuse Peter of being a gold digger. But Peter doesn’t 
care all that much anymore. 


The only thing that matters is that Tony and him are happy. 


Unfortunately, Peter’s mood drops moments after he arrives at work on Monday morning. 
Beaming, he wishes his co-workers a “Good Morning’ and walks to his desk, where he finds a 
sticky note that has Quentin’s handwriting on it. ‘Please see me in the office.’ It’s not unusual that 
Quentin leaves him notes like that, so Peter’s still in good spirits when he knocks on Quentin’s 
door. 


“Good Morning,” he greets the man cheerfully. “You wanted to see me?” 
“Close the door, please.” Even though Quentin spoke calmly, his voice sounded very cold. 


Smile faltering, Peter obliges and nervously sits down in front of Quentin’s desk. “What’s going 
on?” 


Quentin looks at him sternly. "You said you wanted me to be honest with you, so... ’'m 
disappointed and upset that you didn’t even feel the need to call or text me to cancel our 
appointment.” 


“What appoint—” Peter begins, but then, it hits him. He was supposed to have dinner with Quentin 
on Saturday. Fuck. Guilt hits him like a freight train. “O-Oh my god, I’m... I’m so sorry, Quentin, 
I... completely forgot. I was in Cuba with Tony, and—” 


“T saw,” Quentin interrupts, folding his arms in front of his chest. “Your Instagram post was all 
over the internet. I hope you know that I would’ ve completely understood if you had canceled, but 
standing me up like that without saying anything? It’s disrespectful and not something I expected 
of you.” 


Peter desperately tries to swallow the lump of tears forming in his throat. “I know, ’'m sorry. Why 
didn’t you call me when I didn’t show up?” 


“Because I forgot my phone at home. What does it matter, though? It’s not like you could’ ve 
teleported over here anyways. I would've still sat there like an idiot.” 


“Tm really sorry,” Peter repeats. “Can I please make it up to you? How about we go and have 


dinner today? Or tomorrow?” 


Quentin knits his brows. “Honestly Peter... I don’t need you to feel sorry for me, and I most 
certainly don’t need you to go eat with me to ‘make up’ for forgetting about something that clearly 
wasn’t important for you in the first place. Yes, I admit that I thought it would be great if we 
became friends, but as it seems, you don’t want or need any more friendships. At least not with 


”° 


me. 
“N-No, please, I—” 


“Tt’s okay. You are in love, and that’s great. Please keep in mind, though, that being so attached to 
someone that you forget about everyone and everything else is pretty unhealthy. Don’t let your 
relationship consume you, Peter, or you’ ll lose yourself in the process. If you really want to be 
better, then don’t focus all your attention on Tony, and prove that you’re more than the young 
boyfriend of a famous billionaire. Now, excuse me, I have to attend a meeting.” 


Flashing Peter a weak smile, Quentin stands up and walks out of his office, leaving Peter sitting 
there like a beaten pup. Completely devastated, the boy eventually goes back to his desk and tries 
to focus on work, but he’s unable to think about anything but Quentin’s words all day. Now he’s 
on bad terms with not just Tony’s son, but with one of his best friends as well... And whereas the 
fight with Harley was hardly Peter’s fault, this is completely on him. 


When Peter confides in Tony at dinner, the man sighs deeply. "I don't think you should worry 
about it too much. Quentin tends to take things a little too personally sometimes... Nat refers to 
him as ‘ drama queen’ all the time." 


"I did mess it up, though," Peter says despondently. "I totally get why he's upset. I really shouldn't 
have forgotten about our appointment. I should have cancelled." 


"Yes, but you didn't forget about it on purpose. In my opinion, he's exaggerating. You apologized 
and tried to make it up to him. What else does he want? What happened, happened." 


Tony’s line of argument reminds Peter of Harley. He too said that he couldn’t do anything apart 
from apologizing to Peter for what happened, but the difference is that Peter actually is sorry for 
what he did, whereas Harley surely wasn’t... right? But then, Peter remembers how panicked 
Harley sounded when he freed him and how horrified he seemed... Was that just an act? 


‘No... stop. Don’t even consider forgiving him just yet,’ Peter reprimands himself. No matter if 
Harley lied or not — and no matter if he was sorry or not — he still disrespected Tony’s rules and he 
had still been an asshole to Peter more than once. 


Thinking that Harley deserves to be punished for what he did, Peter nods at what Tony said and 
continues to eat. 


Finding out that his father took Peter on the vacation Tony had planned for their father-son trip 
makes Harley so mad that he comes to work on Tuesday with the intention of quitting. At first, he 
just wanted to call, but he doesn’t want to make things with Quentin worse than they already are. 
Telling him in person was the least he could do... as well as apologizing. 


"You want to quit?" Quentin repeats disbelievingly. “Why? Because we had a disagreement?” 


"No,” Harley says, fiddling with the hem of his shirt. He can’t bring himself to look Quentin in the 
eye. “But I’m very sorry for what I said. It was rude and... immature. I hope you can forgive me?” 


Harley anxiously glances up. He sighs a breath of relief when Quentin gives him a smile. “No 
worries, I’m not resentful. Thank you for apologizing. Although, if this isn’t about me, then why 
do you want to quit?” 


“Because this job is completely useless for my career. I only agreed to work here so that dad would 
let me live in the penthouse. Now that he kicked me out, I don't see why I should still waste my 
precious time and energy to sit in an office twenty hours a week for literally nothing." 


"Don’t you need the money?" 


Harley snorts. “I earn more with one promotion than what Stark Industries is paying me for a 
month. With a part-time intern job like this, I couldn’t even afford to pay rent. Well, that is unless I 
lived in a shithole like Peter did before he got himself a sugar daddy.” Furious, Harley finally looks 
at Quentin. “Did you see that dad took him to Cuba? This was supposed to be our father-son trip. I 
get that dad’s mad at me, I really do, but this is a really low blow. If you ask me, this is more 
immature than anything I’ve ever said or done.” 


“One more reason to prove that Tony was mistaken about you,” Quentin says softly. “Work hard 
instead of quitting. Take responsibility and apologize instead of sulking.” 


After pondering about it for a few moments, Harley sighs. “Alright, I won’t quit just yet, but only 
until I’ve sealed the deal about my Netflix documentary. I won’t apologize again, though. I already 
apologized more than once for the party and for what happened to Peter, now it’s their turn to say 
sorry to me for how they were treating me.” 


Harley almost regrets his decision of staying at work when he bumps into Peter after lunch. Harley 
curses himself for looking at his phone and not paying attention to who was standing at one of the 
two vending machines in the office kitchen. 


Having probably just gotten here after college, Peter stares at Harley wordlessly for a few seconds 
before he averts his gaze, mumbling a cautious, “Hi.” 


Snorting, Harley walks to the second vending machine. Even though he knows that ignoring Peter 
would be the better option, Harley can’t resist passing a remark. “You have a funny way of proving 
that you aren’t looking for attention, you know that?” 


From the corner of his eye, he can see Peter turning his head to look at him. “What?” When Harley 
doesn’t respond, Peter huffs. “Are you talking about my Instagram photo? Not that it’s any of your 
concern, but it was Tony who talked me into posting it.” 


“That’s because he still has no idea how Social Media works. He doesn’t understand you’ re trying 
to gain clout.” 


“Oh yeah? May I remind you that if it wasn’t for you, my account would still be private?” 


“And may / remind you that it would hardly make a difference because I'm sure one of your 
followers would've conveniently leaked the photo to the press again anyways?” Harley glares at 
Peter. “If you really didn’t want any clout, you wouldn’t post anything at all, especially nothing 
related to my dad.” 


“Says the one who begged his famous father to let him post a mutual selfie,” Peter mutters under 
his breath. 


“That is completely different. There’s nothing despicable about posting photos of your family,” 
Harley snarls, clenching his fists. “Tony is my father, and he always will be, whereas you will end 


up being one of many, many people he temporarily dated in his life.” 


Peter gives a short, sneer of a laugh. “Then I guess it was just a coincidence that you posted the 
only two selfies in existence, showing you and me right around the time when every website and 
paper was reporting about me, wasn’t it?” 


“T didn’t do that for attention, Peter. I was trying to support you, whether you want to believe it or 
not. But you know what? I don’t care anymore what you or dad think of me. / know the truth, and 
this is the only thing that counts.” 


Shaking with anger, Harley grabs his coffee and leaves the kitchen. 


For the rest of the week, he completely ignores Peter whenever he runs into him, and thankfully, 
Quentin doesn’t make them work with each other on any project. Funny enough, the only time 
Harley sees Quentin talking to Peter, he almost seems cold and dismissive. 


When Harley asks Quentin about it, the man says that he wants to show Peter whose side he’s on. 
“ll always have your back, Harley. Never forget that.” 


Harley is so touched that he asks Quentin if he can crash at his place for a few days. He loves 
Gwen, he really does, but she spends hours a day rehearsing songs for broadway auditions, and it’s 
starting to get on his nerves. 


Unfortunately, Quentin turns him down. "I'd love to let you stay for a while, but Jeanne is having 
one of her episodes at the moment, and... I'm afraid it could be a little much for her." 


Harley nods understandingly. Quentin has never told anyone what disease his fiancé has, but Tony 
urged Harley not to bother the man about it. Apart from photos on Quentin’s desk, nobody has ever 
even seen her, but Harley hopes that he'll get to know her at the wedding in a few months. 


If she's healthy enough for them to go through with it, that is... 


Since Harley’s still pissed at Harry, he ends up moving to a luxurious hotel for the next couple of 
nights. Even though Harley has enough money in his bank accounts to stay there for a year or so, 
he knows that this isn’t a solution. He either has to look for an apartment or make up with his father 
and move back home. Where Peter is... 


The following week, Harley’s anger slowly changes into a certain bitterness, and he starts to feel a 
little homesick. Whenever he looks at the old Rolex that Tony gave him for his birthday, his heart 
aches. He really misses his father... more than he expected. Even when he was living in Boston 
during his time at MIT, Harley had never been as homesick as he is now, because Tony and him 
were talking on the phone every other day. Moreover, Harley had his fellow students on campus to 
distract him. Now, sitting here in a hotel room by himself, he feels oddly alone and abandoned. 


On Thursday, two weeks and a day after the fight, Harley receives some really bad news. Dominic 
sends him a short text to tell him that the other producers ‘unfortunately’ decided against including 
Harley in the Netflix documentary, and for the first time in a very long time, Harley full-heartedly 
cries. 


This could’ ve been his breakthrough... His chance to be known as Harley Keener instead of the 
illegitimate son of Tony Stark. Now, he’s compelled to continue doing useless promotions for 
shitty, overpriced products nobody even cares about. And the fight with his father... it was all for 
nothing. 


Unable to deal with his disappointment and anger, Harley calls up his friends and gets high drunk 


on Thursday, Friday, and on Saturday. Fortunately, he manages to make up with Harry, at least, 
who urges him to reconcile with Tony (and Peter) as well. 


At first, Harley doesn’t even consider it, but when he wakes up on Sunday with his third bad 
hangover in a row, he realizes that Harry is right. He can’t go on like this... The day of his 
mother’s funeral, Harley swore to himself that he’d spend every day of his life making her proud. 
Lately, he really hasn't been behaving like someone his mother would've actually been proud of. 
He wants to set this right... 


Groaning, Harley drags his ass out of bed and takes a long shower. If he’s not mistaken, Morgan 
will be at the penthouse this weekend. It’s the perfect opportunity to spend some time with her and 
beg his father to forgive him. If she’s there, Tony surely won’t yell at him. 


Yet, Harley is still nervous when he unlocks the door to the penthouse an hour later. To avoid 
Tony rejecting him, he didn’t announce his visit beforehand, which Harley regrets when he finds 
the living-kitchen area completely empty. Did they take Morgan on a trip? However, when Harley 
lets his eyes roam, he doesn’t see any indication that his baby sister is even here. It's just way too 
tidy... 


Frowning, he opens his mouth to call for his father, but a loud yelp and a slapping sound coming 
from the corridor startles him. What the hell? 


Heart pounding, Harley tiptoes into the hallway. The door to the master bedroom is ajar, and as 
Harley gets closer, he can unmistakably hear Peter’s voice. “Please... p-please, I can’t take it 
anymore.” 


Is he crying? 
“Please what?” Tony sneers. Another slap and another yelp were followed by a whimper. 
Is dad hitting him?! 


Just when Harley is about to burst into the bedroom to save Peter from whatever the hell is 
happening, Tony speaks again, sounding much softer than before. “What do you want, baby boy?” 


Baby boy... Harley scrunches up his face in disgust, but before he can even start to make up his 
mind about what in god’s name is going on in that bedroom right now, Peter’s next words make 
him freeze. 


“P-Please... Please fuck me, daddy.” 

No. 

Peter did not just— 

He did not call Tony daddy and ask him to— 


When Peter lets out the neediest and hottest moan in the history of mankind, Harley loses all his 
inhibitions. Before he knows what he’s doing, he’s leaning forward and peeking through the crack 
of the door. 


What he sees takes his breath away. 


Peter is naked with his head resting on the bed, and his bright red, plumb ass bent over Tony’s lap. 
Peter’s eyes are closed and he’s biting down on his bottom lip, but it doesn’t prevent more needy 
moans from escaping his mouth as Tony twists and turns his three fingers that are buried deep in 
Peter’s ass. 
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Smirking, Tony curls his fingers, assaulting Peter’s prostate relentlessly. He can feel Peter’s 
leaking cock pressing against his left thigh, and when the boy moves his hips, trying to rut against 
Tony’s leg once again, Tony serves yet another blow to Peter’s already glowing red butt cheeks. 
“Stop that.” 


Peter whimpers feebly. “S-Sorry, daddy. I just— Please, I need it. Please fuck me.” 


There’s nothing Tony would rather do, but he wants to enjoy this to the fullest. Due to all the stress 
of the last couple of weeks, they haven’t done such an intense session in ages... “Not yet, baby 
boy. First, I want you to cum on daddy’s fingers. Can you do that for me?” 


Instead of answering, Peter moans and hisses as Tony fingers him faster. Peter digs his fingers into 
the bedsheets, holding onto them so he won’t fall apart. 


After half a minute, the boy starts squirming again. Instead of spanking him this time, Tony grabs a 
fistful of Peter’s hair and presses his head into the mattress. “I said ‘stop that’. Do I need to spank 
you some more?” 


Fresh tears spill from Peter’s eyes as he whines. “No, sir, please don’t.” 
For a second, Tony worries that he’s being too harsh on Peter, so he decides to check. “Color?” 
He breathes a sigh of relief as Peter chokes out, ““G-Green.” 


Going right back into the scene, Tony chuckles nastily. “Then behave or I'll tie you up. You’ ve 
cum like this before, we both know you can do it. If I allow you to get too much friction, you’ ll 


ejaculate. I don’t think you want that to happen before I’m done with you. Or should I make you 
remember what overstimulation feels like?” 


“N-No, daddy, Pll... Pll be good, please,” Peter cries, forcing himself to stay still. 


Tony can feel the teen’s body shivering and jerking whenever he brushes against Peter’s prostate, 
but it takes a few more minutes until Peter finally starts moaning even louder than before. 


“F-Fuck, I- M-May I please cum, daddy?” 
“Yes you may, my sweet, perfect boy.” 


Tony’s cock leaks pre-cum when Peter’s pulsating hole clenches around his fingers. Gasping, the 
boy arches his back and holds his breath as every muscle in his body contracts and jerks. Tony can 
feel drops of something wet and sticky squirting against his calf, and for Peter’s sake, he hopes it’s 
just prostate fluid. 


Cock achingly hard, Tony pulls out his fingers. In one swift motion, he lifts Peter off his lap and 
manhandles him onto his back. Grabbing the bottle from the nightstand, he lubes himself up. “Do 
you still want daddy’s cock, baby boy?” 


With satisfaction, Tony notices that Peter’s cock is still hard. It takes Peter a few moments to come 
back from his high and be able to find his voice again. “Y-Yes, sir. Please...” 


Groaning, Tony pushes into Peter’s thoroughly prepped, yet still extraordinarily tight hole in one 
go. Almost desperate to get off, Tony wastes no time being slow or particularly gentle. He starts 
thrusting right away, knowing that Peter wants — needs — it rough today. 


Leaning down, Tony buries the boy’s small frame beneath his body and kisses him with a ferocity 
that steals Peter’s breath. When he bites down on Peter’s bottom lip, the teen moans and digs his 
fingers into Tony’s back. 


Pulling away, Tony moves back on his knees so he can pound into Peter even more forcefully. 
Tony’s right hand wraps around Peter’s cock, whereas his left grabs Peter’s throat to both stabilize 
himself and choke the boy. He's mindful not to cause Peter any sort of distress, though. 


Crossing his legs behind Tony’s back, Peter wheezes and moans as Tony snaps his hips forward at 
a rapid pace, continually hitting his prostate. Since Tony jerks Peter off in unison to his thrusts, it 
doesn’t take much longer until Peter reaches his second orgasm. His cock throbs as it shoots thick 
ropes of cum all over Tony’s fingers and Peter’s own glistening chest, ass clenching around Tony’s 
dick, sucking him in. 


The feeling of Peter’s hole pulsating around him makes Tony reach his climax as well. After a few 
more erratic thrusts, he collapses on top of his young boyfriend with a blissful moan as he spills his 
load inside of Peter’s ass. 


For a few moments, they lie there, panting and sweating before Tony turns his head and kisses 
Peter tenderly. “You okay, sweetheart?” he whispers once he’s pulled away, gently caressing 
Peter’s hair. 


Peter lets out an adorably woozy giggle. “M’ okay. Just... hold me, please.” 


“Of course.” Smiling affectionately, Tony carefully pulls out of Peter and wraps his arms around 
him. “I love you, baby.” He places a kiss on Peter’s temple. 


“T love you too.” 


Forcing himself to snap out of his shocked state, Harley sneaks away from the bedroom. As much 
as he tries to tell himself how disgusted he is by what he just witnessed, his embarrassingly painful 
hard-on tells him otherwise. 


Fuck. 


Haunted by Peter’s delightful cries and moans, Harley quietly leaves the penthouse. He needs to 
clear his head before going back in there... 


How will he ever be able to look them in the eye again? 
Sure, Harley’s joked about Peter having daddy issues, but this is just... gross, and absurd, and... 


Groaning, Harley bites down on his bottom lip as his cock presses even more tightly against his 
pants. Goddammit. The way his father manhandled and talked to Peter... And Peter, holy shit... 
Peter seemed to be into it so much that he fucking came twice. Not to mention without any real 
stimulation to his dick once... 


During the last two weeks, Harley had been so mad at Peter that he stopped desiring him, but now, 
all he wants is to bury his own cock in Peter’s perfect little ass and pound into it until Peter cries 
out Harley’s name and cums untouched... 


Shit. Why the fuck did he have to watch them?! 


Spying on two people having sex is bad enough, but spying on his own father railing a boy 
younger than Harley makes it considerably worse. Admittedly, Harley has (partly) seen his father 
in action before. 10 years ago or so, one of Tony’s many affairs leaked a sex tape of them, and 
although Harley has never watched it voluntarily, some stupid high school classmates of Harley — 
who were no doubt jealous of him — found great entertainment in sending him screenshots or gifs 
of the video throughout Senior Year. 


From what Harley has seen of it, the tape wasn’t anything special, though. Especially in contrast to 
what he just witnessed... Harley doesn’t even want to imagine what the public would think if they 
knew that- 


... Wait. 
Maybe this is it... The solution to all of his problems... 


Harley thinks he just had an epiphany. 


Harley spends the rest of the day jerking-offand coming up with a new plan. He comes to the 
conclusion that making peace with Tony and re-gaining both his and Peter’s trust is essential for 
the plan to work. So, Harley returns to the penthouse late afternoon, and this time, he makes sure to 
ring the doorbell instead of just walking in. 


It doesn’t take long until Tony opens the door. “Harley,” he says tonelessly. “What are you doing 
here?” 


Harley takes a deep breath. “I... came to apologize. I was an idiot and an asshole, and... I’m sorry. 


For everything.” 


Tony is quiet for a while, but then, he sighs deeply and opens the door a little wider. “Do you want 
to come in?” 


“Tf that’s okay for you and... for Peter, then yes.” 


Smiling nervously, Harley enters the penthouse. Peter is sitting at the dining table with his laptop 
and a bunch of college books spread all over: Peter is dressed in fluffy socks, sweatpants, and an 
oversized shirt that suspiciously looks like it belongs to Tony. Now that Harley is lusting after 
Peter again, he can’t deny that seeing him like this makes him want to jerk off for the fourth time 
today. 


Fortunately, Tony asking Harley to sit down on the couch reminds him what he’s actually here for. 
After hitting the keyboard a few more times, Peter comes over as well. He sits down on the couch 
next to Tony, cross-legged. As though wanting to show Harley that they are a team, Tony wraps 
his arm around Peter’s shoulder and pulls him closer. 


Trying to calm down the jealous beast raging inside himself, Harley clears his throat. “As I, um... 
As I just said, I’m very sorry for everything. For throwing that party, for what happened with Peter, 
for the way I behaved after and before that... I admit that I had some very big issues with you two 
being together for the first couple of weeks, but after Peter had moved in, I got to know him a little 
better and... I realized how stupid I was. You two are clearly very happy with each other, and I 
have no problem accepting and supporting it. Not anymore.” 


To Harley’s surprise, it’s Peter who speaks first. “May I say something?” he asks Tony, who 
smiles softly. 


“Of course. What makes you think you need my permission?” Tony replies. 


“Tt’s not about permission, but this is mostly between you two, so... I don’t want to butt in too 
much.” 


Before Tony can respond, Harley flashes Peter what he hopes is an encouraging smile. “No, please, 
you are a part of this as well. After all, I was mostly a jerk to you, so... say what you want to say, 
please,” Harley prompts. 


Peter shifts a little before he looks at Harley. “Sorry, but what do you mean by ‘getting to know me 
a little better’? Ever since I moved in, you’ ve hardly ever spoken to me. I’ve always had a feeling 
that you were avoiding me.” 


Shit. “Really? ?'m... sorry if you got that impression. It wasn’t my intention to avoid you,” Harley 
lies. “I guess I didn’t really know how to approach you, and... I don’t know. I’m not a couch- 
potato, so I’m not home a lot. I just have a lot of friends and I enjoy hanging out with them. And... 
correct me if I’m wrong, but I think I can speak for the both of us that we both know we don’t have 
a lot in common.” 


“Since we’ ve never had an actual conversation about anything other than Instagram, I have no 
idea,” Peter says, shrugging his shoulders. “I don’t even know what hobbies you have apart from 
parties and social media.” 


Nene? 


Harley sighs. “Well... Again, ’'m sorry if I gave you the impression that I was avoiding you. And 
I’m really sorry for everything that I did to you and for what happened during the party. I promise 


you that it will never happen again.” He turns his gaze to Tony. “And I’m sorry for behaving like a 
brat. The past two weeks, I’ve given what you said a lot of thought, and... you were right, dad. I 
haven’t exactly been acting mature or responsible, but I want to change and become better.” 


“How can we be sure you actually mean it?” Tony asks straightforwardly. 


Thankfully, Harley has given this some thought beforehand. “For one, because I called the 
producers and told them that I don’t want to do the documentary any longer.” 


Whereas Tony looks impressed by it, Peter snorts. “Are you sure they didn’t just reject you?” 


Caught, Harley blushes. “You always have to assume the worst of me, don’t you?” he says, trying 
to sound disappointed. “They did not reject me. Quite the opposite. The guy I’m closest to has 
already told me that they’Il make me an offer in the next couple of days.” 


“Oh yeah? Why are you blushing, then?” Peter asks, narrowing his eyes suspiciously. 


“Because getting accused of lying makes me feel awkward. I’m trying my best here, Peter. I can 
even show you proof, if you want,” Harley lies, provocatively fiddling his phone out of his pocket. 


Before Peter can respond, Tony speaks, “It’s fine, son. I believe you.” He turns his head to flash 
Peter a somewhat hurt look. “I hope you can too.” 


Peter swallows thickly. His bottom lip quivers when he looks at Harley. “I... I’m sorry. That was 
really uncalled for.” 


Seeing his chance to score, Harley tries to smile forgivingly. “It’s okay. I understand that it’s hard 
for you to trust me after all the shit that ve done. I’m serious about wanting to change, though. 
That’s why I’ve decided to take a month-long social media hiatus. I can’t deny that it’s become 
quite addictive lately, and I don’t want to lose myself.” 


Judging by Tony’s and Peter’s stunned expressions, they didn’t expect that. “Wow, that’s... Are 
you talking about a break from doing influencer jobs or from social media altogether?” Tony asks. 


“Altogether. I'll tell Harry to change my password on my social media apps so I can’t log into them 
anymore. I will only talk to my closest friends for a month, and only via texting. And I'll make 
good use of the free time [Il get. Like, I want to study hard for when I go back to college, and... I 
was hoping you’d allow me to work at Stark Industries full-time for the following month. I really 
enjoy working there, and I most definitely still have plans to follow in your footsteps and take over 
the company one day.” 


Tony’s lips curl into a fatherly smile. “Oh, Harley. Of course you can work at the firm full-time... 
But only if it doesn’t impede your studies. Getting accepted into college again is more important 
right now.” 


“Tt won’t, Pll make sure of it.” Harley gives Tony a smile as well. “Thanks, dad.” When nobody 
speaks for a while, Harley innocently asks about Morgan. “What did you do with Morgan this 
weekend?” 


“She wasn’t here,” Tony says. “Since we, um... since Peter and I were in Cuba, Pepper and I 
switched weekends. Morgan will be here next week. She already asked about you last week, so... 
Do you want to move back in?” 


“T’d love to,” Harley smiles. “But only if it’s okay for the both of you.” 


The two men look at Peter, who blinks. “Um... Y-Yes. Sure. Of course I don’t mind if you move 
back in.” 


Whereas Tony beams at Peter, Harley tilts his head. “Thanks, Peter. I really appreciate it.” 


On Monday, Harley moves back into the penthouse. To show his father how serious he is, he 
finally sets his Instagram profile back to public and makes one last omnios post to briskly tell his 
followers that he won’t be active for a month. 


When Tony and Peter come home from work, Harley surprises them with an offer to order pizza, 
and during dinner, he even pretends to be interested about their day. When Peter talks a little about 
work, Harley wonders if Tony knows that things between Quentin and Peter have been rather stiff, 
if not cold, lately. 


“May I ask if you had any sort of fall out with Quentin? I couldn’t help but notice that you two 
don’t chat as much as you used to.” 


Peter keeps his eyes on the table when he answers. “I upset him, and he still bears a grudge about 
it. I don’t blame him, though.” 


“T told you, he’s exaggerating,” Tony says with a huff. So he does know about it... “You shouldn’t 
beat yourself up about it, baby.” 


“What happened?” Harley asks, wondering if Peter will tell him the truth. 


Peter hesitates. “I... was supposed to have dinner with him when Tony and I were in Cuba. I 
completely forgot, so I... accidentally stood him up.” 


Harley can barely resist snorting. Yeah. Sure. After all, he knows what Quentin’s fight with Peter 
was actually about because Quentin told him, but apparently, Peter doesn’t want Tony to know that 
Quentin sided with Harley during all that drama. Peter is just as much of a liar as Harley is... 


Feeling smug, Harley decides to keep the truth to himself for now. When the time comes, he’ Il be 
able to confront Peter about it. 


The next day at the firm, Harley immediately goes to Quentin to tell him that he apologized and 
moved back into the penthouse. “Also, you should know that Peter lied to dad about you. He 
claimed that you were upset with him because he was supposed to have dinner with you or 
something.” 


Harley’s smile falters when Quentin says, “Actually, he was supposed to have dinner with me.” 
“Wait, what? I thought you were mad with him because you're on my side and stuff?” 


“T am.” Quentin lifts a hand to run his fingers through his hair. “I actually didn't give a shit about 
having dinner with him.” 


“Then... Why did you set a date with him?” 


“Because Tony wanted me to befriend Peter, so he would feel more comfortable working here. 
Lately, I haven’t been happy with Peter’s performance at all, and both of them know it. Don’t tell 


your dad I told you, though. He doesn’t want you to become jealous or something since you and I 
are so close. Also, ’m sure Tony wouldn’t appreciate me talking to you about Peter’s insecurities 
and job performance.” 


Confused, Harley tries to make sense of it. “Um... okay, I don’t really get it, but... I won’t say 
anything, don’t worry. You and I have to stick together, right?” 


“Absolutely,” Quentin smiles, eyes crinkling kindly. “Though, now that you moved back in, I 
should probably make up with Peter too.” 


Frowning, Harley gives it some thought. “Hm... Yeah, I guess it can’t hurt if he trusts you. As 
they say, ‘Keep your friends close, but your enemies closer’, right?” He lets out a barking laugh, 
but Quentin just chuckles softly. 


“T wouldn’t call him an enemy, but yes... It can’t hurt to be on good terms with him again. So... 
Are you actually fine with them being together now or did you just claim that you are?” 


“T only claimed that I am. I mean, I do want to get along with dad because he means the world to 
me, but... you were right. I can’t give up so easily. Peter will end up breaking dad’s heart, either 
because he’s finally revealed to be a gold digger or because he realizes that dating such an old guy 
isn’t worth it any longer. I mean, what if he wants to start a family one day? There’s no way dad 
wants to have another child. Not to mention, in 10 years or so, dad might not look as ‘hot’ anymore 
as he does now. By then, Peter will have a few million followers, probably, and dozens of options 
to date someone else. I can’t let this happen. The longer they’re together, the more it will break 
dad’s heart.” 


Admittedly, if Harley does end up becoming Peter’s new boyfriend one day, all of this will be very 
hard to explain. But he can worry about that when the time comes... 


“T can’t argue against that,” Quentin muses, leaning back. “Do you want me to help you come up 
with a new plan?” 


“T already have one, actually. I need you to develop another Trojan for me that will be able to 
activate the camera on dad’s StarkPad. I’d hack it, but you know StarkPads are as unhackable as 
StarkPhones. Since you helped develop them, you surely know the loopholes, though, right?” 


“Um... I guess so, but why do you want to activate his camera?” 


“Because dad keeps his StarkPad in the docking station on his nightstand most of the time, so... 
I’m sure I’Il get a good angle of him and Peter fucking, eventually.” 


“You want to film them having sex?” Quentin’s eyes widen a fraction. 
“Yes. I want dad to think that Peter sent a sex tape of them to the media.” 


A long pause follows. “You... want to leak a sex tape of them,” Quentin repeats matter-of-factly, 
eyes glistening oddly. 


Harley shakes his head. “No, of course not. Not really. I need you to talk to that guy of yours... the 
one working at the Bugle. We’Il send him the tape — only him — and tell him to write an article 
about it. Like, explaining what is happening, etc., and that an anonymous soutce sent it in. Maybe 
he can even attach a non-explicit or censored screenshot so that everyone will know it’s true.” 


Since Quentin still looks flabbergasted, Harley feels the need to explain himself further. “It’s 
impossible to overhear Peter and dad sometimes, and... Trust me, if the public finds out about their 


‘sexual preferences’, they will be extremely embarrassed. Especially Peter. Maybe this alone will 
be enough to make him break up with dad to escape the spotlight, but even if doesn’t, then dad 
accusing him of leaking it surely will.” 


“But... Why in the world would Tony think that Peter tried to leak the tape?” Quentin asks, taken 
aback. 


Harley smirks. “Because we will send the email from Peter’s computer at the office. Dad might not 
believe it at first, but don’t forget that Kim Kardashian and Paris Hilton wouldn’t be as famous as 
they are today if their sex tape didn’t leak. It’s not that unlikely that Peter would do something like 
that if he really was the attention whore the world tries to paint him as.” 


“And if they think that someone was able to hack the StarkPad after all?” 


“Then I tried, at least. I’m positive it will work, though. Once that article is out, ‘Starker’ will be 
history. So, are you going to help me?” 


Quentin ponders about it for a while. “Do you really think it’s necessary to send the video to my 
contact? Why not just tell him what to write, like last time?” 


“Because dad will do everything he can to get to the bottom of this. If your guy doesn’t even have 
evidence that he actually received the tape, dad will know something is fishy about it.” 


“Hm. And you don’t mind if my contact sees Peter like this? I wouldn’t want him to see a sex tape 
of Jeanne.” 


“T do mind, but it needs to—” Horrified, Harley stops mid sentence and claps his hand over his 
mouth. Oh god. He did not just say that... Did he? “J-I mean... that’s different. Jeanne is your 
fiancé, but Peter isn’t—... I mean, I-I don’t...“ 


But Quentin’s smug grin reveals that Harley took the bait and accidentally revealed — again — that 
he has a crush on Peter. And this time, Harley has no idea how he could possibly talk his way out 
of this mess. 


For almost half a minute, neither of the two men speak. Then, Harley pulls himself together and 
whispers, tears of shame and fear burning in his eyes, “Please don’t tell anyone.” 


Quentin casually leans back and folds his legs. “Relax, Harley. ? ve known for a while. Ever since 
you sounded jealous a few weeks ago, to be exact. I won’t tell anyone, but I’m a little confused as 
to why you want to reveal your crush’s sexual preferences to the whole world.” 


“T just don’t know what else to do,” Harley says desperately. “As I told you before, I’ve tried so 
many things already... Dad and Peter aren’t meant to be together.” 


“But you and Peter are?’ Quentin snorts, eyes sparkling dangerously. “Do you honestly expect him 
to fall into your arms as soon as Tony has broken up with him?” 


“No. I’m not that delusional. But P’Il try to become his friend and hope that it develops into more 
in a few months. I genuinely believe this will be the best for both of them. Once he’s over it, dad 

will find someone else who can make him truly happy. And if Peter doesn’t end up falling in love 
with me, then... well...” 


“Tf you can’t have him, nobody can?’ ” Quentin perks his brows. 


“No... god,” Harley says, shaking his head. “I’m not a creepy ass obsessive stalker. If he doesn’t 


want to have anything to do with me after the break up, so be it. But I can’t deal with having to see 
dad kissing him or... hearing them fuck. I can’t. The past few months have been the worst of my 
life, and that’s saying something. You know that I’m not a bad person. I want both of them to be 
happy, just... not at my expense. It’s killing me, Quentin. Please, I need your help.” 


Anxiously, Harley picks his nails while waiting for Quentin’s answer. The older man thinks about 
it for almost a minute before he slowly nods his head. “Okay. I’m in.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Since this scene was supposed to take place in chapter 6 or 7 of my initial story 
outline, I think this might end up being 30 chapters or something if I stick to my ~4-5k 
chapter length I hope that's okay for everyone lmao. 
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Chapter Summary 


Harley struggles to put his plan into action; Peter and Tony have a romantic and 
passionate date-night. 
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The first couple of days after Harley moved back home, Peter and Harley are pointedly friendly 
towards one another. Even though Peter accused Harley of avoiding him, the boy doesn’t exactly 
show any interest in spending time with Harley or in talking to him more than the mostly shallow, 
but friendly words they exchange during meals or at work. Since Harley can feel his affection for 
Peter growing whenever they do talk a little, he is relieved that they're keeping a distance from 
each other. At the same time, he hopes that Peter won’t accuse him of avoiding him or being 
hostile towards him again. 


The sooner he can execute his plan, the better... 


Unfortunately, everything is taking much longer than Harley expected. First, he has to wait for the 
perfect moment to unlock Tony’s StarkPad (the code is an open secret in the household) and 
implement Quentin’s Trojan. Since Harley doesn’t feel comfortable giving Quentin access to the 
camera and microphone 24/7, Harley is the only one with access to the stream and recorded files. 


Though, Harley doesn't have any intention of eavesdropping or spying on his father whenever he 
uses his tablet (which isn’t all that often) or when he’s close to it, so Harley only ever clicks 
through the first few minutes of footage that gets recorded after Tony and Peter go to bed or get up. 
To Harley’s misfortune, Tony and Peter only have sex once during the first week, and the only 
time they do, he can’t see anything because the docking station isn’t properly facing the bed. And 
what he hears isn’t anything out of the ordinary either. Sure, Harley does end up jerking off to 
Peter’s high-pitched, needy moans, but he doubts anyone would be shocked by the fact that Tony 
and Peter have sex. 


It’s the how that matters, not the if 


Harley doesn’t hold any hope for the weekend because Morgan comes to visit. She’s over the 
moon having her big brother back in the penthouse and insists that Harley joins them for almost 
every game Tony and Peter play with her. 


The second week after Harley implemented the Trojan isn’t much different. While Peter and Tony 
do have sex on Monday and Wednesday, Harley fails at getting a useful recording. On top of that, 
the sex they have is pretty ‘vanilla’ once again. 


Having a feeling that they might have inhibitions because of Harley being home again, he decides 
to sleep at Harry’s on Friday. Claiming to have a doctor’s appointment, Harley leaves work early 
and sneaks into the master bedroom, where he slightly adjusts the position of the docking station 
holding the tablet until it’s directly facing the bed. The guys from the cleaning firm always adjust 
and move things a little while dusting, so Harley hopes that Tony won’t question the slightly 
different angle. 


When Peter and Tony get home from college and work, Harley tells them that he’ll go to a party 
tonight that he won't return from until tomorrow at noon. Since the two of them haven’t been out to 
have dinner in ages, Tony asks Peter if he wants to go out as well. 


“No,” Peter says, shaking his head. He grins when Tony pulls his lips into a pout. “I have a 
different idea.” 


“And what is it?” 
“You'll see. Just... Can you do me a favor and stay in your workroom for an hour or so?” 


As soon as Peter hears Tony closing the door to the workroom, he grabs his jacket and leaves the 
penthouse. After a quick trip to the nearest grocery store, Peter pre-heats the oven and peels and 
slices some potatoes. Once the potatoes are in the oven, Peter quickly sets the table, lights up a few 
candles, and then hurries back to the stove to stir-fry the two filet steaks he bought. 


He’s a little more than halfway done with everything, when Tony comes creeping into the living 
room. “Wow... What are you doing?” 


“What does it look like?” Peter remarked, turning the steaks with a grin. 


Stirred, Tony lets his eyes wander from Peter to the tablet and the candle lights. “Oh baby,” he 
sighs, coming up behind Peter to wrap his arms around him from behind. “What did I do to deserve 
this?” 


“You're you.” Giggling, Peter accepts the kiss Tony places on his cheek. “I do miss our romantic 
candlelight dinners, but I figured, why not cook for you for once? I’ve been living here for almost 
two months now, and I've never cooked without you helping me. So, please, sit down and let me 
spoil you a little. I think I need ten more minutes or so.” 


Kissing Peter again, Tony obliges. Ten minutes later, Peter arranges the roast potatoes and the 
steaks on the plates and carries them over to the table, which earns him an appreciative smile from 
Tony. “Thank you so much, Peter. You’re way too good to me.” 


“There’s no ‘too good’ for the kindest man in the world,” Peter replies, leaning down to kiss his 
boyfriend tenderly. 


“But it’s not even my birthday yet,” Tony protests. “It’s next Friday.” 
“So? You just bought me an expensive StarkPhone for no reason.” 


“First of all, they’re not expensive for me since my company is the one making them. And 
secondly, your old one got almost completely ruined by Harley’s friends, so you needed a new 


bed 


one. 


Chuckling, Peter rolls his eyes. “Tony... I love you, but can you please shut up and enjoy your 
meal?” 


It seems to be impossibly hard for Tony to accept Peter spoiling him like that. Worried, Tony 
mentions how expensive the filet steaks must’ ve been, and although they were, Peter just rolls his 
eyes again. 


“Please, don’t worry about it, babe. It’s not like I’ve spent a lot of money on food lately.” When 
Tony still looks worried, Peter raises his brows seductively. “If you really want to return the favor, 
I do accept orgasms as a payment.” 


Smirking, Peter sees that Tony tightens his grip on his fork. His cock twitches excitedly at the idea 
of what Tony could be doing to him after dinner, so he doesn’t waste any more time and starts 
eating. 


During the meal, Tony and Peter don’t talk much. Instead, they mostly exchange lascivious looks. 
When Peter stretches out his leg, just barely managing to reach all the way over to press it against 
Tony’s crotch, he can feel the man’s big bulge. 


The second they’ ve swallowed down their last bites, Tony comes around the table and pulls Peter 
out of his chair. Kissing him firmly, Tony intends to drag them over to the couch, but Peter doesn’t 
budge. 


“You haven’t fucked me on the table yet,” he whispers into Tony’s ear, who groans in arousal. 


“You’re right... About time we changed that. Let me get a blanket, though. You can put that under 
your back.” 


Peter’s tempted to say that he doesn’t give a shit, but he knows Tony’s right. Since this isn’t the 
only time he’s planning to have sex tonight, hurting his back would be counterproductive... 


When Tony fucks him on the hard surface of the table ten minutes later, Peter really is grateful for 
the blanket. The sex they have is passionate, but gentle, so when they go to bed to watch Netflix an 
hour later, Peter doesn’t wait long before he shuts off the TV and leans over to make out with Tony 
once more. 


“Again?” Tony asks, astonished, when Peter straddles him and begins to grope Tony’s cock 
through his pajama pants. 


“Harley’s only gone for one night,” Peter mumbles, placing a kiss on Tony’s cheek. “I want to 
make the most out of it.” 


“Can’t you give me twenty more minutes?” 


“Aw, is fucking me twice in one hour too much for you?” Peter jokes, lips turning into a teasing 
grin. “I thought you’ re turning 46 next week, not 76.” 


“Aren’t you a nastly little brat,” Tony growls, grabbing Peter’s hands to pull him off his lap and 
force him to lay on his back. “Careful, or ’Il fuck you so hard you won’t be able to walk 
anymore.” 


“Be my guest.” 


Whereas Tony’s eyes darken, his curled lips show an amused smile. “Oh, just you wait.” 


In one quick motion, he pulls down Peter’s pajama pants, grabs the boy’s legs and puts them on his 
shoulders. Tony then moves forward and pushes Peter back on the mattress until his head falls off 
the edge of the bed. Grabbing both of Peter’s wrists, Tony brings his mouth close to Peter’s fully 
erected cock and makes a slow lick from the base to the tip. 


With a deep moan, Peter closes his eyes and lets his head hang off the bed. The blood rushing into 
his head makes him feel slightly dizzy, but not as dizzy as Tony’s tongue dancing around the tip of 
his cock does. 


“O-Oh god,” he chokes out when Tony finally wraps his lips around Peter’s cock and starts 
sucking. 


For the next couple of minutes, Peter allows himself to be completely drowned in the pleasure 
radiating from his groin. When he feels that he’s getting close, he bucks up his hips. “I... ?’m 
cumming!” Peter gasps, his legs pressing against Tony’s head and curling his toes— 


Only to cry out in distress when Tony pulls off his cock with a slurpy sound. “I don’t think so.” 
What the- 


Automatically, Peter tries to free his wrists and touch himself, but Tony’s grip on them is vice-like. 
“Not a chance,” Tony sneers, and when Peter lifts his flushed head to look at his boyfriend, he sees 
that the older man is grinning meanly. “Bad boys don’t get to cum.” 


Oh fuck. 

Seems like Tony decided to introduce him to Edging today... 
“But... please...” Peter begs, squirming. “I-I’m so close.” 
“T missed the part where that’s my problem.” 


Peter doesn’t know whether he wants to cry or scream. “Please... Please, daddy ... I-P'1l do 
anything...” 


Just like every other time when Peter addresses Tony as ‘daddy’, the man seems to get weak. 
“Aw... My poor baby. Are you that desperate to cum?” Blushing a little, Peter nods. He sighs in 
relief when Tony flashes him a soft smile. “Then I guess I'll have to do something about that." 


Putting both of Peter’s wrist into his right hand, the man brings his left fingers close to Peter’s 
mouth. Even though Peter still feels stretched from earlier, he eagerly licks and sucks at them to 
get them wet. 


After half a minute, Tony removes his fingers and readjusts Peter’s position so that his legs aren’t 
lying on Tony’s shoulders anymore. He then moves the hand still enclosing Peter’s wrists and, 
without letting go, puts his arm on Peter’s stomach and presses it down firmly. 


“Can’t have you moving too much,” he explains when Peter flashes him a confused look. 
But why- 


Peter’s thoughts are torn from his mind when Tony goes down on him again. With a blissful sigh, 
Peter lets his head hang off the edge of the mattress once more, moaning loudly when Tony presses 


his wet fingers against Peter’s rim. 
He’s going to die. 


It takes Tony only a minute until two of his fingers are buried deep inside of Peter. The hot wetness 
around his cock is already bringing Peter dangerously close for a second time, and when Tony 
curls his fingers against Peter’s prostate, the boy’s whole body jerks violently. 


“F-Fuck!” 


Panting and trembling, Peter feels himself getting closer and closer. Even though he keeps quiet 
this time, Tony manages to ruin his approaching climax yet again by pulling away at the last 
possible second. Keening desperately, Peter tries to fuck himself on Tony’s fingers, but with an evil 
chuckle, the man withdraws them from Peter’s hole. 


“Don’t even think about it, sweetheart.” 


“Please, I... Let me cum, p-please,” Peter cries, yanking at his hands hatfheartedby. Snorting, Tony 
gives Peter’s cock a teasing stroke with his left hand, causing the boy to whimper feebly, “D- 
Daddy, please... I’m sorry for being a brat.” 


“How do I know you’re not just saying that to get what you want, huh?” Wrapping his hand around 
Peter’s dick again, Tony slides his thumb across the sensitive tip. Even though Peter cries out at 
the motion, it’s not enough to make him reach his pending orgasm. Squirming, Peter tries to roll 
onto the side to rut against the mattress, but the older man puts a quick end to his movements by 
holding him down with his arms and knees. “I could do this all night, you know.” 


Tears spill from Peter’s eyes when he lifts his head to look at Tony pleadingly. If Tony continues 


to torture him, he’ll go insane. NetthatPeter-s-eomptainingtheugh. “Tm so sorry, daddy. I’m not 


just saying that, I swear. Please s-stop punishing me. I promise I'll be a good boy from now on.” 


Cocking his head to the side, Tony seems to consider Peter’s words. “Hm... Alright, how about 
this: you’ll prove to me how good of a boy you are by sucking me off for a bit. If you do well, Pll 
fuck you again, and maybe, if you beg me nicely, I'll let you cum once I’m done with you. Deal?” 


Mouth watering, Peter nods eagerly. “Yes, sir.” 


Only when Tony lets go of his wrists does Peter dare to sigh in relief. They hurt a little, and when 
he takes a quick look at them, Peter can see red marks that Tony’s fingers left on his pale skin. 
Peter doesn’t mind, but he hopes the marks will be gone by tomorrow. After all, Ned’s home for 
the weekend and he said he’d come over with MJ. Not to mention, what Harley would think if he 
saw those marks... 


Seeing Tony undressing himself snaps Peter out of it. He too gets rid of his shirt and then crawls 
over to his boyfriend, flinching a little as he’s doing so; Peter’s cock is so hard it almost hurts to 
move. 


With a smug grin, Tony rests his upper body against the headboard and spreads his legs a little. 
Peter gets between them and leans forward to give the older man a hungry kiss. Then, he bends 
down, wraps his right hands around the base of Tony’s proud erection, and gently cups Tony’s balls 
with his left hand. Lowering his mouth to lick over Tony’s glistening tip, Peter tastes drops of pre- 
cum that must have escaped while Tony was tormenting him. 


After swirling his tongue around the tip, Peter does a few teasing kitten licks up and down Tony’s 
shaft. Not wanting to waste a lot of time, he then wraps his lips around the tip and starts to push his 


head down as far as he can go without choking. So far, Peter has never been able to take Tony’s 
full length, but he’s gotten way better at deepthroating. And Tony has never urged him to take 
more than he could, so Peter doesn’t feel any pressure to push himself over his limit. 


After a little bit of sucking and licking, Peter starts to bop his head. His own dick twitches when 
Tony fists his fingers into Peter’s hair and takes over the rhythm, making sure to stop pushing him 
down when Peter gags for the first time. 


“Look at you,” Tony mumbles, easing his grip a litte. “So young, yet so eager to suck cock.” 


When Tony pauses, Peter hums in approval to signal Tony that he can take it further... which he 
does. 


“One could think you were born for this. I gotta admit, when I met you, I would’ ve never guessed 
that you’re nothing more than a slut who wants to be used.” 


Peter’s dick starts leaking at the humiliation and degradation. He doesn’t always like it, not at all, 
but every now and then, it’s just what he needs. Just like when he sometimes needs Tony to be 
rough and mean to him instead of being caring and gentle... 


When Peter was younger, he never understood why he yearned to have a loving relationship with 
someone who’d consider him his equal, and still occasionally liked to watch porn where one part 
was humiliated or degraded. Peter figured something had to be wrong with him, so even after Tony 
had deflowered him, he was reluctant to be honest about his kinks. 


But it didn’t take long for Tony to find out what Peter is into. He managed to show Peter that it’s 
possible to have a loving relationship built on trust and respect, and have rough and degrading sex 
every now and then. As someone who identifies as an occasional “soft dom’, Tony is able to give 
Peter whatever he wants, whenever he wants. Just like Peter is able to give Tony whatever he 
wants in return. They complement each other perfectly; they even have the same dislikes, meaning 
that neither of them is into rape roleplay or any sort of physical violence that goes beyond light 
choking, hair-pulling, biting or — from time to time — spanking. Things they haven’t tried yet, but 
are curious to explore one day, are light bondage and wax play, but they’ re taking it slow. 


And even if Tony went a little over the top one day, then Peter would use his safewords to get 
himself out of a situation. He knows that Tony would never deliberately hurt him, though. Just like 
he knows that Tony will eventually let him cum tonight, no matter how well Peter performs. 


However, this doesn’t mean that Peter isn’t giving his best right now... He sucks and licks at 
Tony’s cock as if it was the best candy he’s ever had, feeling grateful for every drop of pre-cum 
and every moan he manages to draw from Tony’s lips. 


After a couple of minutes, Tony pulls Peter off his cock. Since he fucked him while Peter was 
lying on his back earlier, Tony now drags him around until Peter’s on his hands and knees, facing 
the window and Tony’s nightstand. 


“Hand me the bottle, please,” Tony asks, so Peter reaches forward to fetch the lube from the 
drawer of the nightstand. In the reflection of the dark display of Tony’s StarkPad, Peter watches his 
boyfriend squeezing some of the cold liquid onto his cock and fingers before massaging Peter’s 
rim. Moaning, Peter lets his head drop, looking at his hands fisting the bed sheets. 


Tony fingers him open quickly. Not long after, Tony lines himself up and pushes in, stealing 
Peter’s breath. No matter how often they fuck or how thoroughly prepared Peter is, the stretch 
always burns for a second. Making sure not to hurt Peter, Tony waits a few moments before 


thrusting slowly. Within moments, he’s already starting a relatively fast rhythm. It only takes him a 
few thrusts to find the perfect angle, making Peter cry out. 


“Y-Yes, daddy... F-Fuck...” 
“Language!” Tony scolds, serving a sharp blow to Peter’s right buttock. 


Hissing, Peter lifts his head, back bowing, which somehow allows Tony to push into him more 
deeply. “S-Sorry. It just— It feels so goo— ohgod.” Unable to help himself, Peter moves his hips to 
meet Tony’s thrusts, which earns him a loud snort from the older man. 


“You really can’t get enough, can you?” In order to stop Peter’s movements, Tony’s fists his right 
hand into Peter’s hair and tightly grabs Peter’s hip with his left hand. In the reflection of the 
StarkPad, Peter can see Tony smirking smugly. “I thought we agreed that you won’t get to cum 
until I’m done?” 


“Y-Yes, sir, I-, ah, ’'m s-sorry.” Biting down on his bottom lip, Peter closes his eyes. He’s already 
going crazy with the need to touch himself and get his release, but he tries to hold still and let Tony 
use his body for his own sexual needs. 


“Good boy,” Tony praises, speeding up. “My perfect little cum dump.” 


Cheeks burning, Peter digs his fingers into the sheets. For the next couple of minutes, Peter’s 
incapable of doing anything but whimpering and moaning every time that Tony snaps his hips 
forward. Whenever Tony scrapes his prostate, Peter cries out, and when the pressure in his groin 
becomes too much... he realizes he’s about to cum on Tony’s cock for the first time. 


“I... ’m gonna cum,” Peter chokes out, hoping and praying that Tony won’t stop again. 


“Shit... Can you hold it? I’m close too,” the man pants, breaking character as he hammers into 
Peter even faster and more erratically. 


Behind his closed lids, the boy sees white, tears running from his closed eyes and beads of sweat 
dripping from his forehead. Peter forgets to breathe, forgets to think, as he desperately tries to resist 
giving in. 


After twenty more seconds and a particularly harsh thrust from Tony, Peter loses his fight. With an 
embarrassingly high-pitched scream the pressure inside of him erupts. Vein burning like fire, his 
back arches into a perfect bow when he’s overcome by his prostate orgasm. To Peter’s greatest 
relief, Tony lets go of his hair and wraps his hand around Peter’s dick to help him through it, 
making sure Peter will actually get his release this time. 


Succumbing to the stimulation, Peter’s balls tighten and his cock shoots out thick ropes of cum. It 
almost feels like a seperate, second orgasm that is even more intense than the one he just had. 
Cumming harder than he has ever cum before, Peter collapses on the bed with yet another scream, 
his whole body spasming. It sends Tony over the edge as well, and with one last forceful thrust, 
Tony collapses onto the smaller man’s body and releases himself inside of Peter. 


The first thing Harley does when he wakes up on Saturday is check the recordings from last night. 
His fingers are shaking when he calls up the file. It’s his lucky day, he can feel it... 


But Harley curses when he sees Tony and Peter coming into the bedroom half naked, looking 
messy and as though they’ve already fucked. Shit shit shit. Frustrated, he watches them fetching 
their pajamas and walking into the bathroom, probably to take a shower. Afterwards, they cuddle 


up in bed and watch TV. 


Despite barely having hope, Harley fast-forwards the recording to make sure he’s not missing 
anything important. He gasps when after only a few minutes, Peter’s suddenly sitting on top of 
Tony and groping him through his pajamas. 


And then, Harley gets everything he could’ve ever hoped for. Even more, actually... 


When Tony starts to suck Peter off, the angle isn’t perfect, but it still leaves little to nothing to the 
imagination. Since Peter’s head is dangling off the edge of the other side of the bed, his face isn’t 
visible most of the time, but it doesn’t really matter. What Tony is doing to Peter is so unbelievably 
hot that Harley pauses the recording and retreats into Harry’s bathroom, where he continues to 
watch while jerking off. 


He cums just when Tony denies Peter’s orgasm for the second time. 


Knowing that the video is far from being over, Harley forces himself to take a break. To distract 
himself, he opens Instagram, logs into his secret second account, and checks the newest comments 
under his posts. For the first couple of days, some of Harley’s followers were really worried about 
his announced break and even messaged his friends about it. But now, barely anyone seems to give 
a shit anymore. To Harley’s greatest misfortune, he even lost 20,000 followers, throwing him back 
to 532k. Whereas Peter... 


Harley feels a pang of jealousy when he sees that Peter’s follower count climbed up to 321k. 
Posting the kissing photo from Cuba gave him so much clout and, due to Peter disabling comments 
from people he doesn’t follow back, there aren’t even any rude comments Harley could read to 
make himself feel better. 


So, he ends up switching back to the video. A pleasant shudder runs down Harley’s spine when he 
watches Tony tormenting Peter for a little longer before ordering him to suck him off. Their new 
position gives Harley a perfect view of Peter going down on Tony. Watching him choke on his 
father’s someone’s dick (It’s not Tony. It’s just some guy. It’s not Tony...) is even hotter than 
watching someone sucking Peter off, because it allows Harley to imagine those delicate lips 
wrapping around his own cock. It must feel like heaven... 


Hearing Tony call Peter a s/ut surprises Harley. Even more so that Peter doesn’t seem to mind. So 
many people, including Harley, have called Peter a slut or a whore recently, but when Tony does... 
the boy seems to get off on it. If the general public finds out about this, they’! lose their minds. 


Just when Harley thinks that things can’t possibly get any better, they change positions once again. 
This time, their faces are turned towards the camera, and after Peter hands Tony the lube, it 
happens. 


Peter looks straight at the camera. 


For a second, Harley’s heart skips a beat. Did Peter notice anything? Did the camera lense blink or 
glow? Before setting this up, Harley made sure that the highly advanced StarkPad cameras don’t 
reveal if they’re active, but maybe there’s something he missed... 


Fortunately, Peter doesn’t show any sign of being wary. He silently glances at the camera for a few 
more seconds until Tony starts to finger him open, making Peter drop his head and Harley sigh in 
relief. Now that he knows he didn’t get busted, he realizes just how fucking perfect this is... It 
makes it look like Peter knows he’s being recorded. 


If this isn’t enough to convince Tony that Peter was the one who recorded them, Harley doesn’t 
know what is. 


Smirking, Harley reaches down to his cock once more, stroking it in sync with his fathers’s thrusts. 
Soon, he’ll be the one making Peter moan like that... He can't fucking wait for it. 
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Harley is still haunted by what he saw on the recording when he returns to the penthouse on 
Saturday around 2:00 p.m., torn between deeming it the hottest porn he’s ever seen and wanting to 
forget everything about it. Lost in his thoughts, Harley doesn’t acknowledge the different voices 
coming from the living room at first, but when he steps out of the hall, he stops dead in his tracks. 


Peter is sitting on the couch, flanked by two people Harley only knows from Instagram photos. As 
soon as Peter’s friend’s look at him, Harley gets hit by a hot wave of hostility. Dropping the 
gaming controller he was holding, Peter jumps up from the couch, looking nervous. 


“H-Hey, um...” He pauses to clear his throat. “Tony had to go to work because of some IT 
problem, and, um... Harley, these are my friends. N-Ned and MJ.” 


Forcing his lips into a strained smile, Harley steps closer. Be nice. If he ever wants to have a shot 
at Peter, he should try to get along with his friends. “Hi. Peter’s told me a lot about you,” he lies, 
stretching out his hand invitingly. “Nice to finally meet you.” 


Whereas Ned averts his gaze, MJ narrows her eyes to slits. “I wouldn’t exactly call it ‘nice’.” 
“MJ,” Peter says through clenched teeth, blushing. “Don’t.” 


She snorts. “What? He put you through hell. You may be too polite to treat him like the POS that he 
is, but I won’t forgive him so easily. You’ve been through enough, Peter, and if you don’t stand up 
for yourself, then Ned and I will.” 


“Right,” Ned affirms, nodding his head while flashing Harley a nervous look. “We’ll always have 
Peter’s back.” 


Face flushing with shame and anger, Harley drops his hand. His voice is dripping like venom when 
he spits, “I don’t know who you think you are, but you better apologize for calling me a piece of 
shit in my home or I'll call the cops and have them drag your fucking asses out of here.” 


“You’re threatening us? You?” Glaring at him hatefully, MJ rises from the couch. “Go on. Call 
them. I’m sure they’d be very interested to hear that you locked Peter into a bathroom for 
seventeen hours.” 


Before Harley can defend himself, Peter steps forward and grabs the girl around the arm. “Please, 
Michelle,” he says, sounding desperate. “I don’t want any more fights.” 


“Don’t bother,” Harley hisses, clenching his fists. “I don’t even want to know what awful things 
you told them about me. Things that most likely aren’t even all true. But it’s good to know how 
low you still think of me, despite me trying to become a better person.” Whereas Peter visibly 
shrinks, Harley focuses his attention on the two other teenagers. “I did some bad things that I’m not 
in any way proud of, yes, but I’m a fucking human. I have flaws, just like everyone else does.” 


“You don’t expect anyone to fall for that crap, do you?” Michelle gives a false laugh. 


Shaking his head, Harley steps back. “You know... It’s great that you want to stand up for your 
friend, but the only one acting like a ‘POS’ right now, is you.” With that, Harley turns around and 
struts into his room, shaking with anger. That bitch. He tried to be nice to her, and she... she didn’t 
even give him a chance. 


And Peter... It's obvious that he didn’t want Harley to know how badly he’s been bitching about 
him to his friends. It’s very rich of someone like Peter, who claims to have suffered from getting 
bullied in school, to allow his friends to team up against Harley and call him bad names. 


Knowing there’s no better way to have Peter pay for it, Harley calls Quentin and informs him that 
he finally managed to grab some promising footage. “Once I’ve cut it, ’m gonna take it to work 
with me. I think it’s best if you distract Peter by calling him in for a meeting or something. 
Preferably in the evening when most of the others are gone already. Then, I'll sneak to his 
computer and send it to your guy with the information I want published.” 


“Sounds good,” Quentin says. “Ill disable the Trojan as soon as possible. Any particular day you 
have in mind for leaking the tape?” 


“The article, not the tape,” Harley reminds Quentin. “And about the timing, the sooner the better. 
Dad’s birthday is on Friday, and I don’t want to ruin it completely by doing it close to it. Oh, but I 
need a copy of Peter’s key card or I won’t be able to access his computer. Can you provide that for 
me somehow?” 


Harley can almost hear Quentin smile. “Nothing easier than that.” 


As soon as Harley bangs his door shut, Peter has a long discussion with MJ and Ned. Even though 
he greatly appreciates them for standing up for him, he doesn’t want to give Harley a new reason to 


hate him again-Gfhe-deesrt st] hate hin anyways). 


“Sorry, but someone needed to give him a piece of his mind,” Michelle huffs, sitting back down. 
“He’s a dick.” 


“Yes, but I want to move on from this. No matter if Harley was sincere about his apology or not, I 
don’t want to be the cause of any more fighting. I promised Tony I’d give him another chance.” 


Whereas Ned mumbles an apology, Michelle sighs deeply. “Okay, I get it. It won’t happen again. I 
won’t apologize to him, though. I meant what I said, and I don’t care if he hates me. ” 


Shrugging his shoulders, Peter grabs his game controller and resumes the game. Ned brought over 
his Nintendo Switch so they could play a few fun rounds of Mario Kart 8 together. 


When Tony comes back an hour later, Peter immediately asks him if everything is okay at the firm. 
With an exhausted sigh, Tony squeezes himself between Peter and Michelle, eyes fixed on the TV 


screen. 


“We had yet another cyber attack, but Scott and his team managed to fix it. What are you 
playing?” 


“You don’t know Mario Kart?” Ned blurts out, goggling at Tony. “This game’s ancient.” 
Tony snorts. “Just like me, you mean?” 


Blushing terribly, Ned shakes his head. He mumbles something intelligible while Peter, MJ and 
Tony laugh at him. 


“For real, though... Have you never played it before?” Peter asks Tony with a grin. 
“You know that I don’t play video games, baby.” 
“Yes, but... This isn’t the sort of game you usually complain about. Wanna try?” 


Tony hesitates. Peter knows that Tony thinks that playing video games is a waste of time, but to his 
astonishment, the older man eventually nods his head. “Sure. You have another one of those?” He 
points at the controller. 


A few moments later, they start a four-player race. As expected, Tony’s massively overwhelmed 
by the various controls and functions; Peter, MJ, and Ned almost die of laughter when Tony starts 
ranting about how complicated everything is. 


“Are you telling me that one of the smartest men alive can’t play a simple game designed for 
children ?” MJ taunts, dropping a banana right in front of Tony. 


Ignoring her, Tony curses loudly as his character pinwheels. 


After a while, the man starts to get the hang of it. To give Tony a small chance at winning, the 
teenagers start to give him a head start for each race, but they always catch up to him rather 
quickly. It’s still fun, though. A few times, Tony even manages to get the lead due to some 
powerful weapons he gets out of the boxes. 


They probably would’ve played even longer if it wasn’t for Harley coming into the living room 
after an hour or so. He looks like he bit into a lemon when he addresses his father, “Since when are 
you into playing video games?” 


“Since today,” Tony responds cheerfully, letting out a triumphant ‘HA!’ when he manages to shoot 
ared shell at Ned. “Take that, loser.” 


Snorting disdainfully, Harley stalks into the kitchen to make himself a coffee and a snack. After 
finishing the round, Tony opts out to join his son in the kitchen. Peter can’t hear what Harley is 
telling Tony, but when the older man glances at them with a frown... Peter has a feeling what it is 
about. 


When MJ and Ned say goodbye ten minutes later, Tony almost seems a little stiff. The second the 
door has closed, he turns to look at Peter. “Did Michelle call Harley a piece of shit?” 


Sighing, Peter glances at the floor. “Yes. She didn’t mean— Okay, she did mean it, but she was 
just... very upset about all the things that happened. I’m sorry. I told her not to do it again and she 
promised she wouldn’t. Please don’t hate her,” Peter adds, not caring about how pathetic he 
sounds. 


“T don’t hate her,” Tony says calmly. “But I'd prefer if she didn’t insult my son. I’m glad your 
friends are defending you, baby, but there are different ways to do that. And nobody needs to use 
insults to voice criticism.” 


“I know. I’m sorry,” Peter repeats, trying to swallow down the lump building in his throat. It takes 
a load off his mind when Tony pulls him into an embrace. 


“Tt’s fine. Please don’t be upset, okay?” Tony places a kiss on Peter’s temple. “Harley promised 
me that he won’t hold a grudge against your friends.” 


Yet, Peter’s nervous when Harley joins them for dinner later. To Peter’s relief, the young man 
doesn’t seem to be angry any longer, but he keeps oddly quiet during the meal... even more so than 
usual. And it’s not just that. More than once, Peter has the feeling that Harley’s staring at him from 
across the table, but whenever Peter lifts his eyes to look at him, Harley’s gaze is focused on his 
plate. 


On Sunday, Tony takes Peter out to have brunch in a fancy Cafe on Fifth Avenue. Afterwards, they 
go on a three-hour long stroll through Central Park, and for once, neither of them cares about 
attracting attention. Holding hands, they ignore people’s stares and patiently stop whenever Tony 
gets asked for a selfie. At the time they exit the park at the southwestern entrance, two paparazzi 
have caught up to them, but Peter and Tony ignore them too and casually walk back to Tony’s car. 


The next morning, Peter gets up with Tony and Harley to have a shared, yet mostly quiet breakfast. 
When Tony asks Peter when his first exam will be today, Harley’s head snaps up. 


“You have an exam today?” 


“Yeah. All week, actually,” Peter says, shuddering. “I have finals. Which is why I’ve been 
studying like a madman lately.” 


“So... when will you go to work this week?” 


Wondering why Harley even cares, Peter wrinkles his brows in confusion. “I won’t. I’m taking the 
week off. Why?” 


“Just...” Harley’s cheeks turn pink as he pauses. “I was just wondering how you’d accommodate a 
part-time job and finals week. Kudos to you, though. I don’t think I’d be able to handle working so 
much beside college in the first place.” 


Whereas Tony flashes Harley a soft smile, Peter can’t help being wary. If he didn’t know better, 
he’d almost think that Harley had yet another secret party planned. 


Fortunately, finals week couldn’t have gone any better for Peter. The exams were challenging, 
sure, but he didn’t really face any problems. 


Yet, when Peter comes home on Friday at noon, he feels utterly relieved that it’s over. Now, he can 
thoroughly enjoy Tony’s birthday party later today. In the morning, Peter woke Tony up with a 
birthday blowjob, but Peter was way too anxious about his last exam to get really into it. 


With MJ’s and Aunt May’s help, Peter spends an hour decorating the penthouse with cheesy 
festoons and balloons. Once they’re done, Peter and May drive to a nearby bakery to pick up 
Tony’s birthday cake. Since Peter couldn’t have baked a cake without Tony noticing, let alone two 
for all the guests that Tony invited, he ordered an enormous layered cake that cost him his last 


penny. 


Peter and May have barely managed to stuff the cake into the fridge when Harley and Tony come 
home, staring at the decorations. “What the— Oh Peter,” Tony sighs, clearly moved as he looks at 
Peter with wet eyes. “You really didn’t have to do that.” 


“But I wanted to. May and MJ helped me.” Where Harley huffs at hearing MJ’s name, Tony’s lips 
curl into a smile as he steps forward to greet May. 


“Hi, May. Thank you so much. How are you?” 


“T’m good, thanks,” the woman responds, taking Tony’s hand. “Happy Birthday.” Her eyes then 
flicker to Harley, who’s standing behind Tony, shuffling his feet. 


Smiling awkwardly, Tony quickly steps aside. “Oh, um... May, this is my son Harley. Harley, this 
is Peter’s aunt, May Parker.” 


“Nice to meet you, Mrs. Parker,” Harley mumbles, barely daring to look her in the eye as he holds 
out his hand. 


May’s nostrils flare, but luckily, she considers Peter’s wish to be nice to Harley, should she ever 
meet him. “Likewise,” she says as calmly as possible and takes Harley’s hand. Peter takes notice 
that she doesn’t offer Harley to call her ‘May’, though... 


After an awkward silence, May says goodbye. Tony invites her to stay for the party, but she 
declines kindly. “Thank you so much, but I have to work the night shift today.” 


“Then I insist you join Peter and me for dinner tomorrow evening,” Tony smiles. “I have a table 
reservation at Barney’s. No buts,” he adds when May opens her mouth. “We’ll pick you up at 7:00 
p.m.” Chuckling softly, May accepts the invitation, kisses Peter goodbye, and leaves the 
penthouse. 


From 6:00 p.m. onwards, the guests arrive in bursts. The guests are: Pepper, Morgan, Happy, 
Quentin, and Rhodey; Bruce, Natasha, Stephen, and Carol; Steve, Bucky, Sam, Wanda, and 
Vision; Thor, Loki, Clint and his family, and last, but not least, Scott with his fiancé Hope and his 
daughter Cassie. 


The caterer that Tony hired for tonight brought a few additional tables and chairs, and arranged 
them in the large dining area so that they could all sit together. 


After dinner, Peter asks Nat and Pepper to help him get the cake out of the fridge and light the 
candles. With a big-ass smile, he then carries the heavy cake to the table while striking up a 
birthday song. Not caring about everyone watching them, Peter sets the cake down, slips into 
Tony’s lap, and gives him a fierce kiss. He grins happily when Tony’s friends cheer loudly around 
them. 


Just like during Harley’s party, Peter tries not to be too bothered by the fact that everyone else's 
presents are much more expensive or exciting than his. Thing is, it’s hard enough already to buy 
something for a man who has everything, and even more so, if your budget is limited... 


Apart from the cake, Peter was only able to afford a custom made puzzle with a collage of some of 
couple photos, a variety of Tony’s most favorite sweets, and self-made ‘love coupons’, like ‘A 
massage’, ‘A shared bubble bath’, ‘A self-cooked candle light dinner’, “A romantic picnic’, and so 
on. To avoid embarrassing himself in front of everyone, Peter already handed the gifts over to 
Tony in the morning. Even though Tony seemed incredibly happy and grateful, Peter can’t help 


wishing that he’d managed to save up more money to spend. 


Harley’s idea is pretty nice taltheugh-atiny bit nareissistie, maybe}; referring to Tony’s present for 


him, he bought his father a watch and engraved it with his and Morgan’s names and birthdays. 
Morgan made a few cute, yet barely recognizable drawings for her father. Quentin gives Tony a 
limited edition of some highly expensive Irish Whiskey. From Pepper, Tony gets a personalized tie 
and a new Louis Vuitton briefcase, and Tony’s other friends all pooled money for a two week long 
summer vacation on a private island in the Bahamas — for them, Tony, and Peter. 


The Barton family, Scott, Hope, and Cassie, as well as Pepper and Morgan leave around 9:00 p.m. 
Before she goes, Pepper reminds Tony that he needs to pick up Morgan on Sunday because she's 
going on a three-day business trip on Monday. 


The rest of the guests stay until way after midnight. Harley spends most of the evening talking to 
Quentin, and Peter believes that he can feel their eyes constantly on him; yet, whenever he glances 
at them, they're always in deep conversation or looking somewhere else entirely. 


He's probably just getting paranoid. 


At 4:15 a.m., Rhodey, Bruce, Nat, Steve, and Bucky finally leave. Tony's way too drunk and 
Peter’s way too tired to have sex, so Peter simply drags Tony to the bathroom where he helps the 
man brush his teeth and change into his pyjamas. All the while, Tony’s adorably babbling about 
how much he loves Peter and that he's ‘so happy’ that he ‘finally found the love of his life’. 


Peter’s extremely touched, and yet... he knows that it’s mainly the alcohol making Tony say most 
of these things. In Peter’s case, it's undoubtedly true, but Tony was married to Pepper for six years. 
And he dated Steve for almost four years. What's four and a half months compared to that? 


Tony and Peter sleep in until noon. Since Tony’s badly hungover, Peter climbs on top and rides 
him, for once. They spend the afternoon cuddling on the couch and watching two movies. Harley 
joins them for the second, and once more, Peter has the odd feeling that the young man spends 
more time looking at him than at the screen. 


In the evening, Tony and Peter dress up for their dinner date with May. They spend two 
surprisingly lovely hours at Tony’s favorite restaurant, which culminates in Tony inviting Peter 
and May to a summer trip to Europe. 


“T thought you and I are going to the Bahamas with your friends?” Peter asks, befuddled. 


“That too,” Tony grins, taking another sip of his wine. “I want this to be the summer of your life, 
Peter. And just to be clear, I won’t accept ‘No’ for an answer. I don’t know anyone who deserves 
to go on a nice vacation more than you two. Also, it’s your birthday in August.” 


Peter’s tempted to argue with Tony, but he doesn’t. If he wants to keep seeing Tony — which he 
does — then he should probably get used to Tony giving him extremely generous gifts. So, Peter 
simply kisses Tony and says that he can’t wait to explore the world with him. 


He really couldn’t be any happier. 


It’s hard for Harley to be in Peter’s presence without thinking about what it must feel like to fuck 
his perfect little ass or have those lips wrapped around his cock. Although he tries not to, Harley 
can’t help staring at Peter whenever he’s in the same room with him, daydreaming about what 
things he’d do to him if Peter was his. 


It’s one of the reasons why Harley hesitates when Peter asks him if he wants to play Mario Kart 
with him on Sunday. Tony left to pick up Morgan, meaning Harley and Peter are all alone... 


“T don’t know...” Harley says evasively. “I’ve only played it twice at a friend's, and I really suck.” 


“Doesn’t matter,” Peter smiles, opening the box of the Nintendo Switch that Tony bought ‘for the 
family’ during a shopping trip earlier with Peter today. “It’s still fun.” 


Knowing that it can’t hurt being friendly, Harley makes an effort and agrees. Torn between 
wanting to sit close to Peter and be as far away from him as possible, Harley eventually grabs one 
of the gaming controllers and sits down at the opposite end of the couch. Harley tries to 
concentrate on the game, but his mind always drifts off to the new plan Quentin and he forged 
during Tony’s birthday party. 


Since Peter hadn’t been at work last week, they’re going to execute the plan the following week. 
On Tuesday, to be exact. However, instead of Harley, Quentin will be the one to upload the video 
and send the email. They changed the plan when Tony asked Harley to bring Morgan — who’ll 
spend three days with them due to Pepper’s business trip — to the dentist on Tuesday. Due to a 
meeting, Tony can’t do it himself, but since the girl suffers from dental anxiety, he promised 
Morgan he’d take her and Harley to the zoo afterwards. Which opens up new possibilities... 


After the drama with Peter’s friends, Harley thinks it’s better if he isn’t in the office when the 
Bugle receives the video. Being at the dentist with Morgan gives Harley a perfect alibi. Once Tony 
has picked them up, Quentin will send Peter and the only other intern at work that day to run an in- 
house errand. It’ll allow Quentin to access Peter’s computer, upload the video to a file hoster, and 
send the download link to his contact. At first, Harley didn’t feel comfortable about the idea of 
giving Quentin access to the video, but he highly doubts the man will click on it. 


Tony and Morgan coming home snaps Harley out of his brooding. Only now he realizes that he has 
no fucking clue how many rounds Peter and him played or how badly he placed each time. Happy 
to see Harley and Peter ‘hanging out’, Tony asks if Morgan and he can watch them play for a little 
while. To Harley’s relief, Morgan wants to try it herself after a few minutes, so he can finally stop 
pretending that he’s having fun and watch Peter in his efforts of teaching Morgan how to play. 


On Monday, Harley and Quentin talk everything through one last time. In the evening, Harley 
prepares a list of stuff that he wants to have included in the article by all means; he watches the cut 


video one last time and-afterjerkine-offHte+t forthe nth-time;copies the 1.5 GB file onto a flash 


drive he’ll leave to Quentin’s care. 


The following day, Harley and Tony drop Morgan off at kindergarten. Tony reminds his daughter 
that Harley will pick her up at noon and bring her to the dentist. “I know you’ll be brave, baby 
girl,” Tony says when he kisses her goodbye. “Ill come pick you up right after my meeting, so we 
can spend a nice afternoon at the zoo, okay? I heard the penguins got babies.” 


Harley feels a shiver running down his spine as he watches his sister vanish through the doors of 
the kindergarten school. He already feels bad for ruining the zoo trip, but Harley will make it up to 
her once Peter has moved out. 


At the firm, Harley heads straight into Quentin’s office and hands him the flash drive. With a 
smirk, Quentin shows him the key card that will give him access to Peter’s computer. “I overwrote 
the chip. Nobody will be able to distinguish it from the one Peter has. I also cracked his password. 
Depending on the upload speed, the whole thing won’t take me longer than five minutes. The 


errand Ill have planned for Peter will take at least twenty minutes. I’Il send him down to the 
archives to fetch an old file for me. There’s nobody else down there, so he won’t have an alibi.” 


“Won’t he expect you to admit that you sent him on an errand?” 


“Sure,” Quentin says, playing with the flash drive in his hands. “But Ill say that I don’t remember 
exactly when I sent him. It doesn’t really matter, though. Peter could’ ve uploaded and sent it right 
before or after. There aren’t any cameras on his path down, so there’s no way he’Il be able to prove 
when exactly he left his workspace. The only person who will know that Peter didn’t do it, will be 
Peter himself. And from his point of view, there’s dozens of co-workers who could’ ve done it.” 


Nodding contently, Harley leaves to get some actual work done, but he’s way too nervous to 
concentrate on his tasks. After a quick lunch down in the cafeteria, Harley flags down a cab to pick 
up Morgan. The dentist appointment turns out to be way more nerve-wracking than Harley 
expected. During the half-hour wait, and the treatment itself, Morgan falls into two very intense 
crying fits, calling for her mommy or daddy. 


At 1:30 p.m., they’re finally done. Since Tony doesn’t pick up his phone, Harley calls the office. 
It’s Natasha who answers the call. “Tony’s still in his meeting.” 


Harley groans. “Great. Well... tell them Morgan and IJ are ready, will you? We’ll be waiting at the 
bus stop just outside the building. And tell him to hurry, please.” 


Without waiting for an answer, Harley hangs up. Just when they arrive at the bus stop, Harley’s 
phone rings. It’s not Tony, though; it’s Quentin. 


“We have a problem,” the man says right when Harley picks up. “I just got back from the bathroom 
and found a note from Peter on my desk saying that he has to leave early due to a ‘family 
emergency’. Do you want me to call it off?” 


Harley curses quietly. “I... Shit, I don’t know.” Pausing, he ponders about it for a second. Maybe 
there’s still a chance to get it done as planned... With a side glance at Morgan, Harley asks, “Can 
you figure out when exactly he left?” 


“Couldn’t have been more than five minutes ago. Wait a sec...” Harley hears Quentin hitting the 
keyboard of his computer. “Yeah... He clocked out not even three minutes ago. Should I try to 
catch up to him? Maybe he’s still on the floor somewhere.” 


Dropping his voice so that Morgan won’t be able to hear him, Harley whispers, “No. If something 
happened to his aunt, then I don’t think he’d stick around for even a second longer. Goddammit... 
Today would’ ve been the perfect day.” Then, Harley’s eyes widen. “Wait! Who says he couldn’t 
have used his computer even after he clocked out? I mean, he could’ ve clocked out on purpose to 
get himself an alibi, if you know what I’m saying. If you hurry up, then... “ 


Fortunately, Quentin catches up quickly. “Got it. Wait a sec.” Harley listens to Quentin calling 
‘Jarrod’ with the office phone and sending him down to the archives. Then, he can hear him 
hurrying along the corridor to the six-person office Peter and the other interns work in, knocking, 
before saying into the speaker, “Okay, the office is empty. I'll text you once I’m done.” 


After five anxious minutes, Quentin does indeed message him. ‘Didn’t encounter any problems. 
Ill ring up my guy and keep you updated.’ 


Harley sighs in relief. That was a near miss... 


Since Morgan is utterly bored and, therefore, a little fractious from waiting, Harley lets her have 


his phone so she can play a few games. They’ ve been waiting for almost thirty minutes when 
Harley takes the phone back, furious about what’s taking Tony so long. Just when he’s about to 
call the office once more, a rusty old car pulls up in front of them. Ignoring it, Harley lifts the 
phone to his ear and waits for Nat or another assistant to answer the call. From the corner of his 
eye, he notices Morgan slipping from the seat next to him and running up to the car standing in the 
bus stop. 


“Hey, get back here!” Harley hisses, jumping up. He barely just manages to grab her around the 
arm. “What are you thinking?” 


Morgan curls her lips into a pout. “Why can’t I go to Peter?” 
“Hugh?” Harley stares at her dumbfounded. “What do you mean? Peter isn’t here.” 


A familiar, slightly desperate voice coming from behind them makes Harley jump. “Can you 
please hurry up? There’s a bus coming.” 


Chapter End Notes 


What do you think... will Harley’s plan be successful? I'd love to hear your theories 


Sorry if this was too much filler, but I just adore Peter and Tony and wanted them to 
have a few more moments of peace & Also, I have no idea why my plans always have 
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Chapter Summary 


When forced to spend time with Peter, Harley discovers a new side of the person he 
hates to love and loves to hate. 
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Flabbergasted, Harley spins around. His breath hitches when he sees Peter peeking out of the 
scrolled down passenger window of the junk car, cheeks flushed. 


“What... What are you doing here?” Harley asks, perplexed. 


“Tony asked me to pick you up because—” A loud honk coming from the bus wanting to use the 
bus stop, makes Peter jump. “I'll explain on the way to the zoo, just get in, please.” 


On the way to the zoo? 
What the fuck happened to his family emergen- Oh. This is the emergency, apparently. 


Harley can feel a knot tightening in his chest. Does this mean he’s going to be stuck with Peter 
instead of Tony? This would be a disaster... Cursing inwardly, he takes Morgan’s hand and helps 
her climb into the booster seat strapped to the backseat before sliding into the passenger side up 
front. 


“I’m sorry it took me so long, but I had to fetch Tony’s car key from his office to get the booster 
seat out of his car and put it into my car — actually, it’s May’s car but I’ve had it for a weeks now 
so that I can go to college and work and stuff,” Peter babbles, operating the turn signal and turning 
his head to do a shoulder check. “I would’ve called, but I don’t have your number in my new phone 
for some reason, and, oh my god, don’t get me started on the traffic. It’s particularly nasty today. I 
can't tell you how much I hate to drive through Manhattan at noon. It’s even worse at rush hour, 
though. I think there was an accident too, because there was a detour when I tried to drive to the 
firm after college, and...” 


But Harley isn’t listening. Shaking with anger, he watches Peter carefully maneuver the musty car 
out of the bus stop. This ruins everything... “I thought dad was going to the zoo with us,” he 
interrupts Peter's ramble about traffic, sounding way more aggressive than he intended. 


Taken aback by Harley’s rude tone of voice, Peter’s shifts in his seat. “I... His meeting with the 
investors is taking longer than expected, so he—” 


“Why didn't he call or text me?” 


“You know that Tony doesn’t have his phone with him during important meetings. Nat called to 
tell me that he wanted me to pick you up so that Morgan can still see the baby penguins.” Through 
the rearview mirror, Peter flashes Morgan a strained smile. “Your daddy is really sorry and upset 
that he can’t make it, Morgan. I hope it’s okay if I come to the zoo with you instead?” 


Harley doesn’t give Morgan a chance to respond. Hearing Peter say ‘daddy’ in Morgan’s presence 
makes him see red. “It’s not okay. This was supposed to be a family trip. The first in many, many 
months. Dad promised Morgan that he would spend the afternoon with her. And if he really 
couldn’t make it, why not let us go by ourselves? I don’t need a second child to babysit.” 


Peter grips the steering wheel so tightly his knuckles turn white. “Says the one who doesn't even 
have a driving license," he mutters under his breath. 


"And what would I need one for? We’re living in one of the biggest cities in the world. There are 
cabs everywhere you look, and in contrast to you, I can afford to ride as many as I like to avoid 
having to use public transport.” 


“Good for you,” Peter says through clenched teeth. “Now, can you please stop snubbing at me? 
It’s not my fault that Tony can’t make it. I’m just trying to help and make sure that Morgan has a 
great day regardless.” 


“Don’t act like you’re the only one who has Morgan’s best interest at heart,” Harley snarls. 
“You’re not her father. And you’re not mine either, so I don’t see why dad sent you to pick us up. 
As if I couldn’t take care of her on my own...” 


"I know I'm not your father, and I'm not trying to be. But I'm your father’s boyfriend and, as such, 
part of this family, whether you like it or not." 


Family... Snorting, Harley decides to ignore what Peter said and focus on more important things. 
Making sure to hold his phone in an angle that won’t allow Peter to see anything, Harley texts 
Quentin. ‘Dad’s still in his meeting. Peter picked us up. ‘Family emergency’ my ass. Tell your guy 
not to publish the article.’ 


While waiting for the man to text back, Harley inspects the console; it’s blazing hot inside the car. 
“Ts the A/C turned off?” 


“T don’t have an A/C,” Peter responds curtly. ““That’s why the windows are open.” 
Harley snorts again. “What car doesn’t have an A/C?” 


“This one,” Peter says cockily and, probably to avoid having to talk to Harley any longer, turns on 
the radio. 


After a twenty minute ride, Peter steers the car into a parking garage near Central Park. 


When Peter takes Morgan’s hand to lead her across the first crossing, it’s obvious that he’s 
nervous. “Happy’s supposed to meet us at the entrance of the zoo,” he tells Harley, who huffs. 


“If Happy’s coming with us, then why couldn’t he pick us up? ” 


“Because it’s his free day,” Peter explains, sounding exhausted. “It would’ve taken him twice as 
long to get to you than it took me.” 


Vastly annoyed, Harley shakes his head. This whole day is a fucking disaster. To make matters 
even worse, Quentin still hasn’t read his text. If the article leaks while Harley’s stuck in Central 


Park Zoo with Peter and Happy, this could turn into a living nightmare for him. 
Happy is waiting for them next to the box office. Thankfully, he’s already bought the tickets. 


“Thank you so much for helping us on your free day,” Peter says. He pulls the man in for a quick 
hug, making some of Harley’s muscles twitch. 


“No worries, Pete. Tony’s family is my family.” Winking, Happy picks up Morgan and carries her 
towards the gate. “Are you excited, princess?” 


The first half hour, Harley trails behind Happy, Peter, and Morgan. It annoys him how well Happy 
and Peter get along, and it annoys him even more that Morgan clings to Peter whenever they stop 
at an exhibit. It’s as if she doesn’t even care all that much that Tony isn’t with them... 


Halfway through the zoo, they come to a playground. Whereas Peter insists on pushing Morgan on 
the swing, Harley sits down on a shaded park bench, watching them grumpily. When Happy asks 
him what he’s sulking about, Harley’s patience snaps. 


“T’m not sulking,” he hisses. “It’s just... way too hot, and I’m thirsty.” 

“Want me to fetch you some soda or something?” 

Harley sighs. “Actually... yeah. That would be nice. Um. Thanks.” 

“No problem. Can I leave you three alone for a few minutes?” 

“Of course.” Harley rolls his eyes. “This isn’t the first time ’'m with Morgan by myself.” 


With a strained smile, Happy excuses himself and walks over to the nearby kiosk. Not even a 
minute later, Peter comes to sit next to Harley, panting slightly. 


“There’s no stopping her,” Peter chuckles, watching Morgan climb up the slide with a smile. When 
he looks at Harley, he frowns. ““Where’s Happy?” 


“Getting drinks.” 


“Oh... sweet. I’m dying of thirst.” After a few awkward, quiet moments, Peter clears his throat. “S- 
So, uh... I know you’re pissed about this whole situation, but I really wish we could talk this out 
like adults.” 


“There’s nothing to ‘talk out’.” In order to avoid Peter’s penetrating stare, Harley takes out his 
phone. Quentin has finally read his text, but he hasn’t replied. This hopefully means that he’s 
working on it... 


“There is, and we both know it. Please, Harley... I don’t want you to see me as your enemy. When 
you moved back in, I tried to leave the past behind me, but you—” 


“Oh yeah? Didn’t look like that when your friends called me a piece of shit. Don’t say you tried to 
stop them,” Harley adds when Peter opens his mouth to defend himself. “It doesn’t matter. If you’d 
ever spoken nicely about me in front of them or let them know that I’m sorry and trying to become 
a better person, then they wouldn’t have been rude to me when all I did was greet them kindly. If 
you want to talk this out like adults, then I think it’s time you start being honest too.” 


Peter is quiet for a few seconds. “You're right. I never really said anything nice about you to them. 
But I don’t think you can blame me for that. You admitted yourself that you had treated me like 


shit.” 


“Okay, here’s a thing that pisses me off about you.” Harley straightens his back. “You just can’t 
admit when you’re wrong about something. You always look for an explanation or an excuse to try 
and justify your actions.” 


Snorting quietly, Peter shakes his head. “Sorry, Harley, but you’re a hypocrite. You are the one 
who’s always blaming someone else for your mistakes. You blame your friends for things that 
happen at your parties, your teachers for receiving bad grades, and your fellow students for getting 
kicked out of college... These things don’t happen because someone doesn’t like you, Harley. 
They happen because you fucked up. Nobody else.” 


“And how would you know?” Harley hisses angrily. “You don’t know my teachers or the other 
students, and you have no fucking idea what it is to be the son of one of the most brilliant and 
smartest men in the world. There’s been a shit ton of pressure on me ever since the day I was born. 
People have prejudices against me without even knowing me, and some of them want to see me 
fail at all costs, believe it or not. But look who I am talking to... You don’t even know what it’s like 
to feel the exhaustion and pressure of going to an elite college.” 


“No. I don’t. But I know that if J would’ve gotten kicked out of one of the best colleges in the 
world, I would’ ve done everything I could to prove my innocence and get re-accepted. Whereas 
you obviously didn’t care all that much. You don’t give a shit if you have a good job or a good 
education because in the end, your dad is always gonna give you a hand and make sure you have a 
good life.” 


So much for Peter claiming that he wasn’t jealous about Harley... 


Feeling smug, Harley sneers, “Well, it’s not my fault you weren’t good enough to be accepted into 
MIT.” Or that your parents were deadbeats. 


“Oh, I was good enough,” Peter says bitterly. “MIT even awarded me a scholarship. I was 
supposed to go there with Ned, but... when they found a tumor in my aunt’s brain just weeks before 
my high school graduation, I decided to renounce my scholarship and attend a college in New 
York. To be near her and help her with the treatments.” 


Harley draws the air in sharply. Oh god... 


Voice trembling, Peter continues, “I wouldn’t have been able to live with myself if she’d died 
while I was in Boston. Fortunately, she managed to beat the cancer and made a full recovery, but I 
don’t mind that I gave up MIT for it. I’d do it all over again. However, it just makes me feel sick to 
see people like you throwing away their chance like that.” 


For a few seconds, Harley is lost for words. Then, he swallows thickly. “My... My mom died of 
cancer.” 


“T know.” Sniffling, Peter wipes his hand over his tear-filled eyes. “And I’m really sorry that she 
wasn’t as lucky as May. I know that things between your mom and Tony weren’t easy, but he said 
she was a great person and the best mother you could’ ve had.” 


Peter sounds so sincere that Harley’s anger evaporates into thin air. And suddenly, he realizes that 
he never even bothered to ask how Peter’s parents, the people he just called deadbeats in his head, 
had died. He really is a hypocrite... 


“What happened to your parents?” 


Peter hesitates for a second. “My dad was a salesman for a big tech firm in Queens. One day, they 
wanted him to fly to Rio De Janeiro for a week-long training event, and since my mom and he have 
never really been able to afford to go abroad, she decided to come with him. I’d just started third 
grade, so they had to leave me behind... I never saw them again. Two hours into the flight, the 
plane crashed into the North Atlantic. My parent’s bodies were never retrieved.” 


Color draining from Harley’s face, he closes his eyes. “Fuck, I’m... I’m so sorry, Peter.” 


“Tt’s okay. I mean, it’s not, but it happened a long time ago. I don’t even remember them all that 
much... And I had Aunt May and Uncle Ben, my dad’s brother, and... they raised me like I was 
their own son.” 


Horrified, Harley remembers what Peter said to him during Harley’s first party. When he broke 
down and admitted that his aunt and him had struggled to pay their bills ever since his uncle had 
died. The uncle, who was like a father to Peter. The only blood family he had left. And Harley... 
he never even fucking asked. Why did he never ask?! 


“Y-Your uncle... Isn’t he... gone as well?” 


When Harley risks a glance at Peter, he can see that the boy’s bottom lip is quivering. “Yes. Five 
years ago, h-he got stabbed by a guy who'd just robbed a store. Ben thought the guy was just a 
pickpocket, so he jumped into his way and wanted to hold him off... The robber stabbed him in the 
neck. I... I was with Ben, but I couldn’t do anything to help him. He’d choked on his own blood 
before the ambulance was even here.” 


Too shocked to speak, Harley just stares at Peter. At fourteen, Peter had already had to deal with 
more calamities than anyone else Harley personally knows. 


Wiping over his eyes once more, Peter looks at Harley provocatively. “Go on. Say it.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“That you finally know why I have daddy issues.” 


Feeling utterly ashamed and guilty, Harley vigorously shakes his head. “I wouldn’t— I mean, ’m 
not—” 


“Don’t bother.” Letting out a broken chuckle, Peter stares at the ground. “I’ve gotten used to it. It’s 
what people have been throwing at me ever since they found out I’m dating Tony. And maybe... 
maybe they’re right. Maybe one of the reasons why I fell in love with your dad was because he’s so 
much older than me. I never questioned it, to be honest. I never really had typical celeb crushes or 
an actual crush at school. It’s not that I don’t find younger men attractive, but I’ve never had any 
particular interest in anyone but your dad, so... Maybe I do need someone who can take care of me 
in a way... someone who makes me feel protected.” Snorting, Peter shakes his head. “So... go on. 
Laugh at me.” 


“T... don’t think this is funny, Peter,” Harley says honestly. “If you feel that way, then... I guess 

it’s totally reasonable.” Pausing, Harley struggles to word his next question. “You don’t have to 

answer this, but, um... Do you think you could ever love someone who’s your age? Like, if you 

weren’t dating my dad?” When Peter frowns, Harley hastily adds, “I’m just asking because if the 
answer is ‘no’, then you know whether or not you have a... ‘general thing’ for older guys.” 


“T mean... As I said, I’ ve never questioned it.” Peter tilts his head. “But... I’m pretty sure I could 
love someone who’s my age. As long as the guy doesn’t expect me to, um... you know... ‘Call the 


shots.’” Peter’s face turns red as a tomato. “F-Forget it.” 


Harley can’t help but grin widely. “Don’t worry, I... think I know what you mean. Like, I’m a total 
top, so I only really want to date a bottom.” 


Peter lets out an embarrassed laugh. “Oh god, this is... How did we end up here?” 


“No idea,” Harley chuckles. “But you don’t need to be embarrassed, Peter. I know it’s a little 
awkward considering you’re dating my dad and stuff, but... it’s not like I want to know any 
details.” 


At this, Harley’s stomach twists nastily. He’s such a fucking liar. Even worse, Harley can suddenly 
hear his own words ringing in his head... words that he once spoke to Harry... 


‘He’s an orphan who grew up with his aunt and uncle or something, which means he doesn’t have 
a proper family either. Which explains his daddy issues, at least.’ - ‘All things considered, I doubt 
he’d be able to handle public bullying. And there will be bullying, trust me.’ 


As Harley watches the poor, good-hearted boy next to him, the harsh reality of how fucking 
despicable he has been acting hits him like a freight train. Not to mention, what horrible thing 
Harley has instigated... 


Like a scalded cat, Harley jumps up from the park bench. “Can you watch Morgan on your own for 
a sec? I... I need to use the bathroom.” 


Thankfully, Happy arrives with the drinks just when Harley leaves. As soon as Harley’s out of 
sight, he fumbles his phone out of his pocket and calls Quentin. He doesn’t pick up, so Harley tries 
the office phone next. Fortunately, the assistant puts him right through. 


“Stark Industries Research and Development, you’ re speaking with Quent-” 
“It’s me,” Harley interrupts. “Quentin, you have to call it off.” 


The man doesn’t seem very pleased about the call. “I’m working on it. That’s why I haven’t called 
you back yet. This isn’t as easy as you think it is. My guy has already seen the video, and now he 
wants to publish that damn article at all costs.” 


“Fuck,” Harley curses. His mind is racing. “Give me his number.” 


“T can’t. You know that he only agreed to work with us if his anonymity is guaranteed. This guy 
trusts me to protect him, so I can’t let you know who he is.” 


“Okay, then tell him he’ll get twenty grand if he deletes the video and forgets it ever happened. 
Please, Quentin... We can’t do this to them. Peter, he... he doesn’t deserve this. And dad doesn’t 
either.” 


“Are you telling me you changed your mind yet again? ” Quentin snorts exasperatedly. “This is 
what... the sixth time now?” 


“T’m sorry, I... We can discuss this tomorrow, but please, do everything you can to stop this. If he 
wants the money, I have it ready. Please.” 


To Harley’s relief, Quentin promises he’ ll take care of it. Going back to the others, Harley realizes 
that he’s not bothered anymore by Morgan beaming at Peter or by crawling onto his lap. It’s 
actually... very heart-warming to see how Peter’s treating her. 


The second half of the trip is a lot more fun than the first. Having forgotten about their fight, Peter 
and Harley start chatting about things they’ve never spoken about before, like the music they listen 
to, their favorite movies, some school trips they remember going on, etc. Harley can’t help letting 
out a heartfelt ‘Aww’ when Peter tells him that his Physics teacher took them to a field trip to Stark 
Industries in freshman year, and that it’s still hard for Peter to believe that he’s actually working 
there now. 


Way too soon, they’ve completed their walk through the zoo. In the car back to the penthouse, 
Harley finally receives the eagerly anticipated text from Quentin. ‘J took care of it. Let’s talk 
tomorrow.’ 


Smiling happily, Harley glances at Peter, and sees that in order to stop himself from uttering 
obscenities about the traffic in front of Morgan, the boy is biting down on his bottom lip. It looks 
so fucking cute that Harley wants to die. 


Back home, they find Tony in the kitchen preparing dinner. He’s in a very bad mood due to the 
meeting, but he seems relieved that Morgan isn’t mad at him. His lips curl into a smile as he listens 
to her blabbering about the animals. “I’m glad you had fun, baby girl. Next time you’re here, I'll 
take you to the Bronx Zoo. Promise.” 


Then, Tony leans towards Peter to kiss him. Although it has always hurt to see them being 
affectionate towards one another, Harley is surprised how badly it hurts today. It takes him a while 
to realize that something else has changed as well. 


His jealousy doesn't make him angry anymore. 
It just makes him extremely upset and heartbroken. 


All night, Harley tosses and turns in his bed. What is he supposed to do? He doesn’t want to suffer 
for the rest of his life, but... he also doesn’t want to hurt Peter and his father. Not anymore. Should 
he just tell them how he feels? The idea alone makes him want to vomit. 


After a restless night filled with nightmares, Harley struggles to keep his eyes open during 
breakfast. Depressed, he watches Tony and Peter looking at each other with heart eyes, wondering 
if he’ ll ever find someone who’ll look at him the same way. 


On their way to Stark Industries, Tony and Harley drop Morgan off at kindergarten. Since Pepper, 
who’s back from her business trip, will pick her up, they both kiss her goodbye. At the firm, Harley 
immediately heads to Quentin’s office. 


“Care to explain what happened yesterday?” the man asks, blatantly irritated. “You made me look 
like a fool.” 


“T’m sorry,” Harley mumbles. “It just... it’s not right, Quentin. I don’t want to cause them any 
more pain.” 


Quentin stares at him gravely. “You would have spared me a lot of time and trouble if you hadn’t 
even talked me into doing this in the first place. What changed? Have you given up on trying to 
break them up?” 


“Sort of.” 
“Wow. Your feelings for Peter must’ ve been really strong,” Quentin answers with dry sarcasm. 


“Tt’s not like that. Quite the opposite... I mean, you’re not supposed to hurt the ones you love, 


right?” Harley can feel tears prickling in the corners of his eyes. “I think that, until yesterday, I’ve 
only ever wanted Peter because he was this cute, puppy-eyed boy that I was attracted to. But he’s 
more than that. He’s... a great person who had to deal with way too much already. Seeing him 
with dad still hurts a lot, but... it doesn’t give me the right to hurt them. They’re not hurting me on 
purpose either. It’s not their fault that I fell in love with Peter.” 


There’s an odd glimmer in Quentin’s eyes. “So, you’re just... gonna deal with it somehow?” 


Harley shrugs his shoulders. “Not necessarily. I’m still stuck in New York for the next couple of 
months, at least, so I guess we’ll see what happens.” 


“What’s that supposed to mean?” 


“That I still want to become Peter’s friend and spend time with him. And if he happens to fall for 
me as well, then I guess we are the ones who are meant to be together. If not, then... not. Nothing I 
can do about it.” 


Quentin doesn’t seem happy about this at all. “Mhm. Well, next time you need my help with 
anything, please make up your mind about what you actually want before dragging me into it. ’'m 
too old for this teenage heartache drama shit. Especially when I have a sick fiancé at home that 
needs me.” 


Harley nods understandingly. “That’s reasonable. I apologize for wasting your time, but I’m still 
very grateful that you helped me.” His lips curl into a thankful smile. “And I really appreciate that I 
can talk to you about anything. You’re one of the best friends that I have, Quentin. Thank you so 
much.” 


Sighing deeply, Quentin returns the smile, but it looks a little strained. “It’s okay. Just... take care 
of yourself, will you?” 


“T will.” 


For the first time since starting to work at Stark Industries, Harley wishes he was sitting in the 
same office as Peter or, at least, working on the same project as him. Maybe he can convince 
Quentin to assign them a common task or something... But not today. Harley can understand that 
Quentin is annoyed with him, so he decides to not bother him about Peter for the next week or so. 


Therefore, Harley doesn’t see Peter until they get home in the evening. Since all three men are too 
lazy to cook, they decide to order in. While waiting for the food to arrive, Harley makes an effort 
and asks Peter if he wants to play Mario Kart again. “Maybe you can give me a few tips, so then 
Ill stop sucking so badly.” 


“Um... yeah, sure,” Peter says, sounding both surprised and excited. “I’d love to.” 


“Mind if I join as well?” Tony is beaming at them, clearly happy that they finally seem to get 
along. It makes Harley feel a little bad... After all, he’s still trying to steal Peter from his father, 
even if Harley’s going to play fair from now on. 


They’ ve just started the fourth round when the doorbell rings. Assuming it’s their dinner, Harley 
offers to take care of it and walks into the hall. However, when he glances at the video screen and 
sees who is standing outside the door, he gasps. “Dad... it’s the police.” 


“The police?” Tony joins Harley in the hall, brows pinched together in confusion. Clearing his 
throat, he unlocks the door, greeting the four officers standing outside their door. “Good evening, 
Officers. How can I help you?” 


“Mr. Stark.” The chubby officer up front takes a step forward. “NYPD.” As he holds up his badge, 
the other three officers straighten their shoulders and shuffle their feet. “Mr. Stark, you’re under 
arrest.” 


Too shocked to move, Harley and Tony stare at the officer. “I’m... ?’m what?” 


Harley can’t think straight. Standing there like an idiot, he watches his father getting grabbed, 
yanked around, and put in handcuffs while one of the officers reads Tony his Miranda rights in a 
dull voice. 


Only once Peter runs into the hall, letting out a panicked, “W-What’s going on here?”, does Harley 
snap out of it. 


“Yeah, what... what are you charging my dad for?” Harley stutters, clenching his fists. This surely 
has to do with the firm... Didn’t Tony assure him over and over again that Stark Industries isn’t 
mixed up with shady business? 


“That’s not your concern,” a dark-skinned officer says curtly. 


“Tt is mine, though,” Tony groans when they yank him around again, probably to conduct him. 
“What the fuck are you arresting me for?” 


With a disgusted expression, the chubby officer looks Tony up and down. “Rape.” 
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Frozen in shock, Harley, Peter, and Tony stare at the four officers. When one of them mentions that 
they also have a warrant to search the apartment, Tony snaps out of it. “W-Who says that— I never 
hurt anyone, I swear,“ he croaks. Completely distraught, he then looks at Peter. “This must be a 
misunderstanding.“ 


Peter doesn’t doubt for a second that Tony’s innocent. Unable to keep himself from crying, he 
dissolves into tears as panic overcomes him. Whereas Harley assures Tony that he’ll call their 
lawyer immediately, two of the policemen swarm out into the apartment. 


Feeling helpless, Peter turns towards the chubby officer. “P-Please, sir... There m-must be a 
mistake.“ 


“Aren’t you Peter Parker?“ The man musters Peter gravely. Crying, Peter nods. “Then you might 
want to come with us right away. We need your testimony.“ 


“S-Sure, but... Can you please tell us w-what’s going on?“ 
But he’s ignored. 
After about two minutes, the other two officers come back, stating there’s ‘nobody else in here’. 


Helplessly, Peter’s forced to watch two of the officers leading Tony away. “I-I love you!“ Peter 
desperately yells after him, and the second the door falls shut, his legs give in. Peter tumbles, but 
suddenly, there’s someone grabbing him from behind, preventing him from falling to the floor. 


“C-Careful.“ It’s Harley, voice shaky and tearful. “I’m sure this is just a misunderstanding, Peter. 
It... It will clear up once they question him. And Matt’s the best lawyer in the city, he’ll get dad out 
of there immediately.“ Sobbing, Peter clutches at Harley’s neck. Without hesitation, the older boy 
wraps his arms around him. “Ssh... It’s going to be okay.“ 


The chubby officer clears his throat. “Are you coming, kid?“ 


Nodding, Peter pulls away from Harley, who grabs both of their jackets. “I’m coming with you,“ 


Harley mumbles, taking a load off Peter’s shoulder. 


When the officers, Harley, and Peter leave the building, the two young men stop dead in their 
tracks. There’s about a dozen paparazzi and reporters rushing forward, dazzling them with the 
flashlights of their cameras. Peter can’t hear what the reporters are yelling at them, and if Harley 
hadn’t grabbed him around the arm and dragged him towards the police car standing right in front 
of the building, Peter wouldn’t have been able to move. 


“How can they be here?“ Peter asks Harley once the car has set in motion. “It’s like... it’s like they 
knew...“ 


“They probably did,“ Harley growls, fiddling his phone out of his pocket. 
“But... how?“ 


Harley hesitates for a second. “Either the police informed them,“ he pauses to glare at the two men 
in the front seats, “or the alleged victim spilled the beans to put pressure on the alleged abuser. 
Wouldn’t be the first time that someone made up fake abuse claims to get attention or money.“ 


The mere possibility alone is enough to make Peter’s stomach churn. Even if the charges against 
Tony get dropped, Peter knows that there’s a lot of celebrities who lost their reputation due to 
abuse claims. Especially in those he-said-she-said cases. 


Peter spends the whole ride crying. He doesn’t have his phone with him, but Harley informs him 
that no media outlet has reported about Tony’s arrest so far. But Peter isn’t that naive; the reporters 
saw that Tony was conducted away like a dangerous criminal, so the papers will write about it 
soon enough... 


At the station, Peter and Harley get separated. “Don’t say anything if you don’t want to,“ Harley 
mumbles when he pulls Peter in for another hug. “Matt’s already on his way. He’ll get dad out, I 
promise you. If you want him to be present during your interview, tell them.“ When Harley leans 
away, Peter can see that he looks sick with worry. “I’m gonna wait for you right here, okay?“ 


“O-Okay. Thank you, Harley.“ With fresh tears clouding his view, Peter follows the officers into 
an interrogation room. They leave him there by himself, only coming back once to bring him a 
glass of water. 


After what feels like an hour, a female and a male officer come in, introducing themselves as 
Officer Angela Walsh and Officer Curt Hughes. After asking Peter about his personal data, they 
caution him that he must not lie. 


“Mr. Parker, how long have you and Mr. Stark been dating?“ Officer Walsh asks. 
“Since January 8th. This year.“ 

“Has Mr. Stark ever raped you?“ 

Peter gapes at her. ““W-What?* 

“Has he ever engaged in sexual intercourse with you without your consent?“ 


Horrified, Peter shakes his head. “N-No. Of course not.“ When the two officers stay silent, Peter 
swallows thickly. “Can you please tell me w-why you’re asking me all this? Who is accusing Tony 
of... of... “ Peter can’t even say it out loud. 


After another exchange of looks, Officer Hughes takes over. “We thought you did.” 
Peter’s mouth drops open. “What? N-No, I- Why would you think that?” 


"Two hours ago, a male witness called the station, claiming that Mr. Stark was about to rape you. 
The man also said there was video evidence of it happening before.“ 


What in the world... ? It takes Peter a while to find his voice again. ““T-Tony never... he never did 
that to me. Please, this is ridiculous.“ A second later, Peter lets out an unintentional laugh. This is 
so absurd that he can’t help being a little bit relieved. Nobody is actually accusing Tony of rape. 
Someone just made a really bad and awful joke. 


The officers exchange yet another glance. “Mr. Parker, have you and Mr. Stark ever recorded a sex 
tape?“ 


Frowning, Peter shakes his head. “No. 

“Have you ever recorded a sex tape without Mr. Stark’s knowledge?“ 

“What? No, of course not. Why are you—“ 

“Do you think it’s possible that Mr. Stark has ever recorded a sex tape without your consent?“ 


“No, Tony would never do something like that either. Can you please tell me why you’ re asking 
all these questions? He never fucking hurt me, and we never made a sex tape. Someone must have 
pulled a stupid prank on you.“ 


Sighing, the two officers lean back in their chairs and cross their arms in front of their chests. They 
stay silent for so long that Peter shifts in his seat. “C-Can you please release Tony and let us go 
home?“ he asks. 


“Not yet. There’s something we need to check, first,““ Mrs. Walsh tells him. Then, the two officers 
exit the room, leaving Peter all by himself once again. 


He doesn’t know how much time has passed when they come back. “If you and Mr. Stark never 
recorded yourself during sex, then how do you explain this?“ 


Peter flinches terribly when they hand him a few dozen printed photos. 


What the-— 


Tony sighs in relief when Matt Murdock comes into the office. He refused to give a statement 
before talking to his lawyer, but when Matt tells him what this is about, Tony thinks it couldn’t 
have possibly hurt if he’d already given his statement. 


“As it seems, some guy called them and claimed he had a sex tape of you raping Peter,“ Matt 
explains, sitting down. 


“Excuse me?” Tony snorts like an angry bull. The second he saw the reporters waiting outside his 
home, he had a feeling that someone made up a false claim and tipped off the biggest media outlets 
to make sure they’d all be there when Tony gets arrested for something he never did. “That’s 
complete bullshit.” 


Fuming, he listens to Matt telling him that the police assumed the caller was Peter and that they 
had reason to fear it was about to happen again. When Matt is done, Tony groans. “I can’t fucking 


believe this. I was with Peter and Harley from the second we came home. They can both testify 
about it. Just like Peter will testify that I never raped him.“ 


“That isn’t the problem, Tony. The problem is that half an hour ago, the police did receive a sex 
tape. They’ re still analyzing it at the moment, so I don’t know yet what it shows, but—“ 


“That’s impossible,“ Tony says, furrowing his brows. “Peter and I never made a sex tape. It’s 
probably a deepfake.“ 


Matt shrugs his shoulders. “Well, I haven’t seen it yet. Not that I actually could ...“ Matt laughs, 
but Tony just rolls his eyes. “I might be blind, but I still know you’re rolling your eyes, Tony,“ 
Matt snorts. “Anyways, I guess there’s nothing we can do other than wait until they're done 
analyzing it. If this is a hoax, they’ll have to release you immediately.“ 


Fortunately, they don’t have to wait long. However, what the Chief of Police, Thomas Abraham, 
ends up showing Tony on his laptop almost makes the billionaire keel over. It’s a recording of 
Tony’s bedroom, making it clear that this isn’t a deepfake. 


“Ts this you and your boyfriend, Mr. Stark?“ Chief Abraham asks after a few seconds. 


Tony’s too shocked to look away from the video. “I... Y-Yes, but... Where in god’s name did you 
get this?“ 


“Tt was uploaded to a common filehoster website. We already contacted the provider to find out 
where it was uploaded from, and when. I expect to get a result by tomorrow.“ 


“No, I mean... We never even made a sex tape.“ A second later, Tony realizes how stupid this 
sounds. The video is right there in front of him. “What I mean is that someone must’ ve recorded 
this without our consent.” But who? And how? Then, it hits him. The angle only leaves one 
option... “My StarkPad. Most of the time, I keep it in the docking station on my nightstand. 
Fuck!“ 


This is a disaster. StarkPads are meant to be unhackable... Is this what the recent cyber attacks 
have been about? Yet, even worse than the damage to the firm’s reputation is the damage done to 
Tony and his family. Whoever hacked the tablet has probably filmed them for a while. It doesn’t 
bear contemplating what the hackers heard and saw for god knows how long... 


“Mr. Stark...“ Chief Abraham begins, tilting his head as though carefully weighing his next words. 
“We don’t think this video was recorded by a hacker.“ 


“Excuse me?“ Tony can feel anger bubbling up inside him. “I just told you that we didn’t record 
this.“ 


Ignoring what Tony said, the police Chief now asks him if he ever engaged in sexual intercourse 
with Peter without Peter’s consent. 


Tony wants to kill him. “Of course not. Why would you even— Wait.“ It doesn’t happen often, but 
Tony can feel his cheeks growing hot. “Did you watch this and think...“ Groaning, Tony runs his 
fingers through his hair. “Look... I remember that night and what we did. I might’ ve been a little 
rough, but only because Peter wanted it.‘ When the Chief huffs, Tony clenches his fists. “Why 
don’t you ask him yourself if you don’t believe me? Sometimes, Peter wants me to... dominate 
him. I’m sure you can clearly see and hear that Peter was into it. He gave me unmistakable signs to 
be rough to him.“ 


This is fucking ridiculous. If they’d done rape roleplay or something, then yes, it could’ ve looked 


alarming from a bystander’s point of view. But what they did wasn’t even close to that. Unless... 


“Maybe the hacker edited it so it looks like Peter wasn’t consenting," Matt tosses in, speaking 
Tony's mind. 


"You can trust us to take a close look at possible manipulation," the Chief says reassuringly, but It 
only makes Tony even angrier. He doesn't want to imagine how Peter must be feeling, knowing 
that these stupid policemen will be taking a close look at them fucking. 


"Here's a better idea," Tony hisses. "How about you and your men focus on finding the piece of 
shit who fooled you into thinking that I raped my boyfriend, and who invaded our privacy for god 
knows how long?" 


Instead of answering, the Chief takes the laptop back. After twenty seconds or so, he wordlessly 
turns the screen around again. 


As soon as he sees the still frame displayed on the screen, Tony feels like someone smacked him 
across the face. 


Peter has been sobbing for the past five minutes. Ever since he found out that there's evidence of 
the intense sex Tony and he had almost two weeks ago, he's been wishing for the ground to open 
up and swallow him whole. He's never been more embarrassed in his life. 


From afar, he hears Officer Hughes asking him if he is sure that Tony never hurt him. "If he’s 
threatening you or if you’re scared of him, we can help you, Peter. But you need to tell us the 
truth." 


"I am telling the truth," Peter cries, trying to wipe the tears and snot from his face. He wished 
someone would offer him a tissue. "Tony has n-never done anything I wasn't comfortable with, and 
he never would. S-Sometimes, I want him to be... a little rough." 


"Then why are you crying?" 

"Because I just found out that some... p-pervert filmed my boyfriend and me having s-sex." 
Officer Walsh leans forward. "Are you telling me that it wasn't you who recorded this?" 
Peter winces. " No. I already told you that." 


Sighing, the woman flips through the photos and gives a single one back to Peter. A cold shiver 
runs down his spine when he sees himself on his hands and knees... looking straight into the 
camera. 


How in the world... ? 


But then, it hits him. "I... I was watching Tony's reflection in his StarkPad. The camera must've 
been on..." But why? Did Tony film them without Peter’s consent after all? A second later, Peter 
scolds himself. Tony wouldn't do that... Which only leaves one terrifying option. "Someone must 
have hacked the tablet. Someone who wants to ruin Tony's life. I swear, he never hurt me." Fresh 
tears start dripping from Peter’s eyes. "I-I love him so much. Please... P-Please let him go." 


His heart rate increases when the two officers leave the room, probably to discuss Peter’s 
credibility. To distract himself from the nightmare he's trapped in, Peter starts to count the seconds 
until they come back. He's reached 1,095 when the door finally opens again. 


"You can go. If there's anything else you want to tell us, you can call us anytime." 
"W-What about Tony?" Peter glances at them anxiously. 
Officer Walsh flashes him a soft smile. "I'm pretty sure they'll release him soon." 


She leads Peter back into the entrance hall of the police station. Harley jumps up from his seat the 
second he sees Peter. "How are you? What's going on? Do you know what's happening with dad? 
Some sites posted photos of his arrest, but they don't know yet what they're charging him with." 


Although Peter tries not to cry, he dissolves into tears as soon as he opens his mouth. "S-Someone 
leaked a sex tape of us. I d-don't know who, but... they m-must've hacked Tony's StarkPad." 


Harley winces so terribly he loses his balance and staggers back. "W-What? No, that's... that's 
impossible." Almost frantically, he shakes his head. "That's not... Oh my god... Shit, Peter, I... 
I'm so fucking sorry." 


When Harley’s voice cracks, Peter doesn't know whether he should be moved or confused. The 
young man looks genuinely shocked and upset, but Peter can't help thinking he's exaggerating. 
This is a fucking disaster, sure, but not for Harley. Unless... Maybe he's afraid that Tony getting 
arrested for rape will have bad consequences for his own reputation as well? 


Before Peter can elaborate on it further, the door behind him opens again. Spinning around, he lets 
out a cry of relief when he spots Tony, two officers, and a blind man striding through the door. 


“Tony! Not giving a single fuck about the officers being there, Peter runs up to Tony and flings 
himself into his arms. “Thank god... H-How are you?“ 


Peter’s too busy clinging to Tony to realize that the man isn’t hugging him back. Only when Tony 
pulls away, mumbling, “Let’s get out of here,“ does Peter notice how grave his boyfriend looks. 


Matt Murdock’s driver is waiting down in the garage. Whereas Matt slides into the passenger seat 
of the big SUV, Tony climbs into the back with Peter and Harley. 


“Are you okay?“ Peter takes Tony’s hand and squeezes it reassuringly. 


“Mhm.“ The smile Tony gives Peter is strained and oddly distant, but at least, he doesn’t pull his 
hand away. Yet, Peter’s heart still clenches. Is Tony blaming him for this? 


Back home, there’s even more reporters waiting than earlier; there’s even some TV crews. With 
the help of Matt’s driver, the concierge, and two security guards, Tony, Harley, and Peter fight 
their way through to the entrance, ignoring the questions getting thrown at them. In front of the 
penthouse door, there’s a bag with the dinner they ordered more than three hours ago. Asking 
Harley to dispose of it, Tony grabs Peter around the arm and gently, yet firmly, leads him to the 
master bedroom. 


Once inside, Tony hurries over to his nightstand and takes the StarkPad out of the docking station. 
Shutting it off, he puts it into a drawer, and turns to look at Peter. There are tears glistening in his 
eyes. 


“T need to ask you this, Peter... Did you record us having sex? I... I won’t be mad, I just need you 
to be honest.“ 


“N-No,* Peter cries, voice cracking. “I didn’t, I swear.“ 


“You were looking at the camera.“ 


Peter desperately tries to swallow the lump of bile blocking his throat. “I was watching your 
reflection. I didn’t know that the camera was on. Please, Tony, you have to believe me.“ 


Pulling at a few strings of his goatee, Tony sits down on the bed. “It’s just... StarkPads are 
considered unhackable, so I thought... Maybe you were too scared to ask me if I wanted to record a 
tape, so you just did it and intended to keep it for yourself. I mean, if you’d copied the video to 
your computer, it would’ ve been a piece of cake for someone to hack it.“ 


“N-No, Tony... I didn’t record us, I swear.“ Peter sinks down on the bed as well, feeling slightly 
relieved when the older man pulls him close after a few seconds of hesitation. 


“Okay. I’m sorry that I asked, but I had to know.“ 


“It’s fine,“ Peter mumbles. He understands that Tony had to ask. This isn’t the first time Tony had 
to deal with someone he’d trusted leaking a sex tape of him, so it’s reasonable he had small 
doubts... Especially since it looked as though Peter was looking straight at the camera. 


For a few moments, Tony just rocks Peter back and forth. Then, he presses a kiss on Peter’s 
forehead and sighs deeply. “Now, how about we lie down and try to sleep? Tomorrow, I'll do 
everything I can to get to the bottom of this and make sure the hackers didn’t leak the video 
elsewhere. I’m sorry this is happening, baby. But together, we’ ll get through this, I promise you. I 
love you.“ 


Lifting his head, Peter flashes Tony a sad, yet sincere smile. “I love you too.“ 
As soon as Peter and Tony close the bedroom door behind them, Harley dashes into the kitchen 
and throws up in the sink. He hasn’t stopped shaking since Peter told him about the sex tape. That 


fucking guy at the Bugle... Not even did he screw Harley and Quentin over, he also got the fucking 
police involved. 


Harley’s going to kill that son of a bitch. 


Resisting the urge to eavesdrop on Tony and Peter, Harley goes into his room and calls Quentin. 
The man doesn’t pick up, so Harley tries it again, and again... and again, until his tenth call in 
thirty minutes finally gets answered. 


“Okay, what the fuck is so important that you—“ 


“Your guy screwed us over,“ Harley interrupts, voice shaking. Without pausing, he tells Quentin 
what happened. 


“Oh jeez, Quentin sighs when Harley’s finished. “That’s awful... I’m sorry, Harley. Do you 
know if Tony believes that it was Peter?“ 


The man’s question irritates Harley. “Eh... no clue. They locked themselves in the master 
bedroom, but what does it matter? Dad got arrested. For rape. This was never part of our deal, not 
to mention that we blew it off. Fuck, I... I never wanted this to happen.“ 


“Yeah, I know, I was just wondering. This is really fucked up... Shit. ’m gonna call him and ask 
him what the fuck he was thinking.“ 


Harley huffs. “Don’t bother. Just give me his name and number. I’Il take care of this myself.“ 


“T already told you that I can’t give you his name,” Quentin says, sounding irritated. “Besides, do 
you want to risk him going public with the fact that we fed him information twice and that it was us 
who sent him the video?“ 


“T thought you never told him about me?“ Harley asks, stomach clenching. 


Quentin groans. “No, but he knows me, Harley. If you approach him too aggressively or threaten 
him, he's going to go public with it. And if you expect me to take the full blame for this, then you 
must be out of your mind.“ 


It’s clear what Quentin implies: If he goes down, he’ll take Harley down with him. And if Harley’s 
completely honest with himself, he would do the same. 


“T don’t expect you to,” Harley admits. “But... Shit. I just feel so fucking guilty, and I don’t want 
things to get even worse. What if the Bugle publishes the article after all?“ 


“At this point I’d be surprised if they didn’t at least write about the arrest. And since Tony is a 
person of public interest, the NYPD will most likely issue a statement anyways. But I'll see what I 
can do. Let’s talk at work tomorrow.“ 


It turns out that Quentin was right about the NYPD making a statement. Shortly before midnight, 
they issue a short press release stating that Tony Stark was arrested due to an anonymous report 
claiming that Tony ‘had forced a young male to engage in a sexual act with him’. The press release 
also states that Tony was released after the claims had turned out to be false, so Harley dares to 
sigh a careful breath of relief. 


Hopefully, this won’t have any bad consequences for Tony and Peter... And hopefully, nobody 
will ever find out that Harley and Quentin are the ones to blame for this fucking mess. 


In the morning, every popular news website and newspaper is reporting about Tony’s arrest. The 
websites have already included the fact that Tony was arrested for rape, and some of them are at 
least decent enough to mention that he was cleared of the charges already. 


Naturally, The Daily Bugle runs the most sensational headline ("Stark's Secret Sextape — Scandal 
or Scam?*) and subheadline (“Abuse allegations lead to Tony Stark’s arrest”). What sends a shiver 
down Tony’s spine aren’t the headlines or the photos of his arrest, though, it’s a still frame of the 
sex tape. It shows Peter on his hands and knees, private parts censored, with Tony kneeling behind 
him. Tony’s hand is fisted in Peter’s hair, and Peter looks straight into the camera with an 
expression that could be described as painful. 


How in the world did they get their dirty hands on the video?! 


Tony’s question gets answered as soon as he starts reading the pile of horseshit The Bugle 
published. 


Yesterday evening, billionaire mastermind Tony Stark (46) was arrested for rape in 
the first degree. It is likely that the claim is closely connected to the unsettling video 
we received from an anonymous source, showing a violent sexual encounter between 
Stark and his boyfriend Peter Parker (19). The highly disturbing video provides 
evidence of young Peter getting forced to address Stark as ‘daddy’ and ‘sir’, who 
manhandled, degrades, and torments Parker until he’s crying and begging Stark to 
stop. The NYPD claims that the sexual encounter happened with Parker's consent, so 
the charges against Stark had to be dropped. 


However, since Parker obviously knew that he was recorded, the question arises 
whether the video really got leaked by a ‘hacker’, like Stark claims, or whether it was 
the teenager himself who leaked the tape. If so, is Parker just trying to gain attention? 
Or was it a silent, desperate cry for help, in order to escape the abusive nature of his 
much older and more powerful boyfriend? We can only hope that the NYPD will look 
further into the matter and keep a close eye on Tony Stark. We know we will. (For a 
more detailed description of the sex tape and additional photos subscribe to 
TheDailyBugle+ service - adults only - for $ 12.99 a month). 


Against better judgment, Tony subscribes to the stupid TheDailyBugle+ service to see what else 
they published. There’s a detailed, yet non-graphic description of the sex tape, including the fact 
that Tony ‘treated Peter like an object’ and called him a ‘slut’ and a ‘cum-dump’. There are also 
more photos of Tony’s arrest, two pictures of Peter and Harley heading out of the penthouse, and a 
bunch of the three of them coming home hours later. There’s also more (censored) still frames of 
the video, and naturally, The Bugle only posted those where Peter’s crying or, supposedly, in pain. 
Interestingly enough, Peter seems to look at the camera on at least two occasions, not one... 


Blazing with anger, Tony lowers his phone and looks at Peter, who’s still sleeping on the other 
side of the bed, curled into a ball. He looks so peaceful... It breaks Tony’s heart when he imagines 
how upset Peter will be once he sees the article and the photo. Yes, for about an hour Tony thought 
that it was Peter who had recorded them and unintentionally made the video an easy target for 
hackers by putting it on his laptop. However, when Peter maintained his innocence, Tony couldn’t 
help but believe him. 


And yet... What was it Peter said? That he was watching Tony in the reflection of the tablet? Tony 
feels like an asshole, but after he gently woke Peter up, he waits until the boy uses the bathroom to 
take the StarkPad out of the drawer. He turns it on, activates the camera, and places it in the 
docking station to test Peter’s assertion. To Tony’s relief, watching himself in the reflection does 
make it look like he’s staring at the camera, meaning Peter was telling the truth. 


When Peter returns to the bedroom, Tony carefully tells him about the articles and, when Peter 
demands to see the photos, shows him what The Bugle published. For the next couple of minutes, 
Tony caresses Peter’s back while the boy sobs into Tony’s chest. 


“Tt’s going to be okay, Peter,” Tony whispers, despite knowing that it won’t be okay. 


A knock on the door stops Peter’s crying fit. Sniffing, he flees into the walk-in closet just when 
Harley carefully opens the door and sticks his head in. “Um... Sorry for the disturbance, dad, but 
it’s 8:30 already. Are you going to work today?” 


Cursing, Tony jumps up from the mattress. “I’m coming. Give me 10 minutes.” 


When Tony asks Peter if he can leave him by himself, the boy nods. “S-Sure. But I don’t think [Il 
go to college today. It’s my next-to-last week anyways, so I doubt I'll miss much.” 


Feeling a little bit relieved, Tony advises him not to read any of the articles or comments. It turns 
out to be good advice because by the time Tony and Harley get to the office, dozens of other 
websites have reposted the information and the still frame of the public Daily Bugle article already. 
Ignoring the stares from his employees, Tony heads up to the top floor, where an agitated Natasha 
is waiting for him. 


After telling her about last evening, Tony locks himself into his office and calls Matt. The lawyer 
promises that he’s on it and that he will call Tony back as soon as he has new information. A few 
minutes later, Bruce and Quentin call to offer their help in any way possible. Thanking them, Tony 


says he might resort to it once he knows more. 


Tony is still talking through possible statements with his publicist when Matt calls him back. “I 
swear to god, The Bugle is more secretive about this than our former president was about his tax 
declaration. All J. Jameson did was refer to Freedom of the Press and all that shit, but I managed to 
find out that they received the sex tape via an email that included a link to a filesharing website. 
It’s the same link the NYPD received. The Bugle didn’t show me the full email address, but it was 
sent from a GMail account. The NYPD, on the other hand, got their email thirty hours later via a 
disposable AOL email address. This means—” 


“Tt might have been someone from The Bugle who sent it to the police and defamed me.” Tony 
clenches his fist. Those fuckers. “I’m going to sue their asses off.” 


“Unfortunately, the NYPD wasn’t able to identify the guy who called and claimed that you were 
raping Peter,” Matt sighs. ““They were able to trace the call back to a payphone in Brooklyn, but 
there was no video surveillance camera nearby. The email was sent from a server in Russia, so the 
guy most likely used a VPN or something. That’s all I have for now, but I’m still waiting for a call- 
back from the NYPD.” 


“So, in short: The guy who hacked my StarkPad and sent it to the Bugle might be a different person 
than the one who defamed me?” 


Matt agrees. “That’s what I’m thinking. If the hackers intended for you to get arrested, why send 
the video to The Bugle first? I honestly think the hackers just wanted to make fast and easy money. 
Jameson denies having paid anything for the tape, of course.” 


Tony snorts. As if hackers didn’t have anything better to do than leak celeb sex tapes for free... 


After ending the call with Matt, Tony and Janine continue discussing Tony’s options. “I don’t want 
to issue a press statement before I find proof that my StarkPad was hacked,” he says with a sigh. 
“Admitting that we have a security problem will make the stocks drop even more, so I need to 
make sure what happened.” 


Retreating down to the labs, Tony spends the next two hours taking apart the tablet. To his relief — 
and misfortune — he can’t find any traces of unauthorized access to either software or hardware. 
Since Tony moved on from phones, tablets, and computers to developing AI and nanotechnology 
almost a decade ago, he decides to ask Quentin for help after all. 


However, before he can ask the man to join him in the lab, Matt calls him again. He sounds highly 
alert. “The NYPD just got the necessary information from the filehoster, and... Tony, the file was 
uploaded from an IP address registered to Stark Industries.” 


Tony almost drops his screwdriver. “What? ” 
“Yeah... Looks like it was one of your employees.” 


Once he’s recovered from his shock, Tony pulls his laptop closer and opens two applications as 
well as the command-line interpreter. “Our firewall logs everything. If you tell me the name of the 
website, it'll take me ten seconds to find out which computer the video was uploaded from.” 


“easyfiletransfer.com. The file was uploaded on Tuesday at 1:39 p.m..” 


Seething, Tony types a few commands into his programs. Not even ten seconds later, an IP and a 
MAC address pop up on Tony’s screen. Heart racing, Tony enters the MAC address into the 
employee database to find out whose computer it belongs to. When the screen shows him a match, 


Tony leans forward in anticipation— 


Only to gasp in shock. Dropping his phone, Tony clutches at the table to prevent himself from 
falling over. It can’t be... There has to be a mistake... 


Yet, there it is in black and white. An all too familiar name that means more to Tony than he ever 
thought possible. 


Peter Benjamin Parker. 


Chapter End Notes 


So, will Tony think that Peter did it? Curious to hear your theories 

Also, if you want to know how thoroughly I plan my stories: The moment I decided to 
have Tony arrested was 10 minutes before I wrote it And here I am, wondering 
why everything is taking me so much longer than expected © I really hope you don’t 
mind that the chapter was so long 


Twenty-Two 


Chapter Summary 


Harley contemplates coming clean; Tony confronts Peter. 


Chapter Notes 


Thanks everyone for your theories, I really enjoyed reading them! 
And thank you Gypsywoman13 for beta-reading ¥Y 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 
“He denies sending the sex tape to the NYPD?” Harley stares at Quentin outraged. Quentin just 
told him about his discussion with his guy from The Bugle. “And he expects us to believe that?” 


Quentin sighs deeply. “The thing is that he isn’t the only one who had access to the video. When 
we called it off on Tuesday, at least two other editors and J. Jonah Jameson himself had already 
seen it because they needed to validate the authenticity of the video.” 


“So it could’ ve been any of them?” 


“Basically, yes. He could be lying, of course, but when I was a teenager, I worked at a newspaper 
myself. Editors can’t just publish whatever they like, at least not if it’s something as juicy and risky 
as this. They need to talk to the senior editors or even the boss about it.” 


Groaning, Harley buries his face in his hands. “This is a disaster. What if any of them sells the 
video to some porn site or something? We... We have to tell dad.” 


“Tony already knows that the NYPD and the Bugle have the video, Harley. When I called him 
earlier, he told me that his lawyer had already applied for an injunction first thing in the morning.” 


But Harley shakes his head. “Maybe it’s better if I come clean,” he mumbles, staring blankly at the 
empty cup of coffee on Quentin’s table. “It’I] all come out anyways.” 


“It won’t,” Quentin says, sounding tense. “Tablets, phones, Trojans... this isn’t Tony’s area of 
expertise. Not anymore. It’s mine, so he’ll eventually ask me for help. And I’m gonna tell him that 
there’s no traces of unauthorized access whatsoever.” 


“But then he’ll suspect Peter,” Harley whispers, trying to blink away the tears forming in his eyes. 
Quentin’s voice drops a few inches. “I thought that’s what you wanted?” 


“No,” Harley hisses. “I fucking told you that I changed my mind because I finally realized that 
Peter doesn’t deserve this. That’s the whole reason why I wanted to blow the thing off, 
remember?” 


“Sure, and I hope you remember that I tried. But now that it’s out, I figured that you would rather 


want Tony to suspect Peter than you.” 


Harley’s stomach twists at the idea. “I don’t think dad will suspect me. He... still believes ’m a 
good person.” Unable to hold his shit together, Harley starts crying. “H-He doesn’t know what 
monster he raised.” 


“You’re not a monster,” Quentin says softly, eyes crinkling kindly. “You are young, and desperate, 
and hurt because the boy you like is dating the person you love most in the world. I don’t even 
want to imagine what it must be like for you to see them being affectionate towards one another, 
especially if you don’t even know how honest Peter is about his feelings. The mere idea that 
Jeanne could be dating my father is... gross, to say the least.” 


Face distorting in disgust, Quentin pauses for a few seconds before continuing. “I don’t want you 
thinking so badly of yourself, Harley. ’ ve known you for half of your life, and you’re a good kid. 
If you come clean, you will lose everything. Your father, sister, friends, your home and job; maybe 
even your chance of working as an influencer... and, not to mention, Peter. You will be all alone. 
And if Tony takes away your money, what will you do? You haven’t even finished college yet. 
The jobs you could apply for would barely pay you enough to afford a lousy 1-bedroom apartment 
in a shitty neighborhood in the Bronx or in Queens. Do you want that?” 


At this point, Harley’s cries have evolved into sobs. “N-No. But... I just found out I got taken off 
the waitlist at ESU, so I still have a chance to get a decent education. Also... M-Maybe dad will 
forgive me if I tell him how f-fucking sorry I am and that I'll do everything to set this right.” 


“Even if Tony forgave you, which I doubt, your relationship would never be the same again,” 
Quentin insists, eyes sparkling. “Not to mention that he’d know someone helped you, and he’d find 
out it was me. Your father isn’t stupid, and he’s not exactly known for being lenient towards those 
who betray him. Even if he forgave you, he’d never forgive me. He’d do everything in his power to 
make sure I’d never get another good job again, and he’d sue me until I have nothing left. He did it 
with others before. Could you reconcile that with your conscience, when all I ever did was be there 
for you and help you?” 


Harley desperately shakes his head. “No, of course not. I... I’m sorry.” For a few moments, Harley 
just cries, trying to think of what he could do without ruining his and Quentin’s life. “If dad really 
asks you for help, then... p-please tell him that you found traces of someone from Russia hacking 
the StarkPad or something. I don’t want Peter taking the blame for it.” 


“From what you told me, he isn’t even blaming Peter, so maybe we’ll be saved from further 
trouble. To be honest, it’s a little risky to claim that it was hacked, but I'll try to find a solution just 
in case, okay? It’Il all work out, I promise you.” 


Wiping over his eyes, Harley thanks Quentin and goes back to his workplace. Unable to 
concentrate, Harley spends most of the day reading new articles popping up every other minute, as 
well as comments on Instagram, Twitter, and even Facebook. Even though it hasn’t been a full 
month yet, he logs back into his real Instagram account. Drowning in guilt, he posts a blank photo 
with the caption: 


“Due to what’s happening, I decided to come back sooner than planned. Those articles are 
bullshit. My father is a kind man who’d never even hurt a fly, let alone Peter. I fucking live with 
them, and I promise you that my dad has never been violent, abusive or insulting towards Peter. 
What they might or might not do in the bedroom isn’t any of your fucking business.” 


When Harley reads through his post one more time, he feels even more disgusted by himself than 
he did before. After all, it is his fault everyone knows what Tony and Peter like to do in the 


bedroom. He spent days — weeks — planning and preparing it. 
His mother would be so ashamed of him... 


Feeling fresh tears welling up in his eyes, Harley deletes the post again. Unfortunately, one of his 
followers reposts a screenshot of it shortly thereafter, and not even an hour later, the first websites 
start running articles about it, quoting Harley’s rash statement. 


Therefore, Harley thinks he’s the reason why his dad looks so grave when they ride home after 
work. Very cautiously, Harley asks him if everything is okay. 


“Sure.” 


“You... look pretty upset, though,” Harley mumbles, feeling awful. “If this is about the statement I 
made on Instagram, I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking. I deleted it again right away, but it was too late. I 
just... I want to help you, but I don’t know how.” 


“T don’t care about the post,” Tony says calmly. “Even though I think you should’ ve expected the 
media to jump on it. But I know you only meant well.” 


Harley breathes a sigh of relief. “Thanks, dad. If there’s anything else I can help you with, just tell 
me, please.” When Tony still doesn’t pour out his heart, Harley gathers up his courage. “Did you 
find out who leaked the tape?” 


Tony hesitates. “Maybe.” 
“Who do you think did it?” 
“Let me speak to him first.” 


At this, Harley’s heart clenches. “You’re not... talking about Peter, are you?” A muscle in Tony’s 
face twitches, but he stays silent. Harley’s mouth suddenly feels really dry. “Dad... The Bugle is a 
fucking liar. Peter... h-he loves you. He wouldn’t do that to you.” 


“The video was uploaded from his computer,” Tony says through clenched teeth, confirming 
Harley’s worst fears. “And he’s going to have to explain to me how that happened.” 


“M-Maybe he forgot to lock his PC while he was on the toilet or... forgot to pull out his key card 
when he went home one day,” Harley prompts, wishing he’d sound less desperate. “Then it 
could’ ve been anyone from the office, really.” 


However, Tony seems too angry to notice the suspicious signs. “I won’t discuss this with you, 
Harley. This is between me and Peter, got it?” 


Harley feels dead inside when he nods his head, whispering, “Got it.” 


What has he done? 


When Tony marches into the penthouse with a grave and slightly livid expression, Peter 
immediately knows something is wrong. Before he can even open his mouth to say hello, Tony 
snaps at him to follow him to the bedroom. Shocked, Peter pulls away the blanket he wrapped 
himself in, gets up from the couch, and staggers after his boyfriend. 


“W-What’s going—” Peter starts once he’s pulled the door close behind him, but Tony doesn’t even 
let him finish. 


“The NYPD found out which IP address the video was uploaded from,” Tony says coldly. “It’s 
registered to Stark Industries.” 


Peter feels like he got struck by lightning. “R-Really? Oh god... Does this mean the hacker might 
be an employee of yours?” 


“You tell me.” 


Peter stares at Tony, brows pinched in confusion. “Um... ’m no computer expert, but you could 
try to find out the MAC address of the device it was sent from. If the IP address belongs to a server 
of the firm, the person must’ve used the firm’s network, so even if they—” 


“The MAC address belongs to your computer.” 


“No,” Peter says without thinking, convinced that Tony’s joking. However, when Tony wordlessly 
glares at him, Peter realizes that Tony is serious. “Wait, f-for real? But that’s... that’s impossible.” 
Peter’s starting to feel dizzy. “I didn’t— Y-You don’t think that I- D-Do you?” 


“T don’t know what to think,” Tony admits, sounding angry, yet tearful. “There is nothing that 
would indicate that the tablet was hacked. Nothing. And the video was uploaded on Tuesday at 
1:39 p.m., just minutes after Nat asked you to pick up Harley and Morgan.” 


Peter’s eyes widen. “B-But I left right after she’d called me... I remember it clearly because I 
rushed to Quentin’s office to tell him I had to leave early.” Then, Peter has an idea. “If you don’t 
believe me, check the time-tracking system. I-I clocked out right after the phone call.” 


“T already did,” Tony says. “It says you clocked out at 1:33 p.m.. Convenient, right? It’s interesting 
that you immediately suggested I’d take a look at it, though. Almost as if you expected you’d be 
asked about it eventually.” 


It takes Peter a few seconds to understand what Tony is implying. He thinks Peter clocked out 
early to give himself an alibi... 


He would have preferred it if Tony had hit him. 
“No, that’s— I clocked out and /eft, Tony. Someone else must've used my computer.” 


Tony lets out a snort. “You know as well as I do that nobody can operate your computer unless 
they have your password and your key card. And how do you explain that your key card was taken 
out at 1:33 p.m., inserted again at 1:37 p.m., and taken out once more at 1:41 p.m.? The firewall 
log shows that the upload process to the file sharing website took 2 minutes and 5 seconds. Right 
after that, Gmail was opened and closed again 1 minute 20 seconds later. I don’t think I need to tell 
you that the email The Bugle received was sent from a throwaway Gmail address.” 


Panic engulfs Peter’s veins, spreading like ice. This is extremely unsettling... terrifying, even... “T- 
Tony, please... Someone... s-someone is trying to set me up.” Before Peter knows it, he bursts 
into tears. “I swear, I-I left right after Nat’s call.” 


But he’s not the only one who starts to cry. “The surveillance shows you driving out of the garage 
at 1:45 p.m.,” Tony croaks, a single tear dripping from his right eye. “That’s 12 minutes after you 
clocked out and supposedly left the office.” 


“B-Because... Because I had to get the booster seat out of your car,” Peter sobs, sinking to the floor 


because his shaking legs can’t carry him any longer. “Ask Nat. I-I was already in my car when I 
realized I couldn’t drive Morgan without it, so I had to get to the top floor, get the key, go down 
again, fetch the booster seat, and go up and down again. P-Please, Tony, I... I didn’t do this.” 


Tony sinks to the floor as well. He sounds desperate when he says. “You insisted on having sex 
again that day. After I’d fucked you on the table, you wanted to do a second round in bed.” 


“Y-Yes, because... I was horny and because Harley wasn’t—” Horrified, Peter stops dead in his 
tracks, staring ahead blankly. /t can’t be... can it? 


“What is it?” Tony asks when Peter doesn’t continue. 


“H-Harley... It... it could’ ve been him,” Peter whispers. "Aside from us, he's the only one with 
physical access to your StarkPad. He could've turned on the camera without us knowing or... 
installed a Trojan or a Virus or something." 


Tony sounds very grave when he speaks, “Are you implying that my own son hates me so much 
that he wants me to get arrested for rape?” 


Peter swallows thickly when he notices Tony’s enraged expression. “No, but he hates me. I don’t 
think he meant for you to get arrested... Maybe he just sent the video to The Bugle, and Jameson 
was the one who sent it to the police. That’s why Harley was so shocked when you were 
arrested... because it wasn’t part of his plan.” 


“Which was?” Tony growls. 


“Getting you to distrust me. Think about it, it all makes sense.” Peter barely notices that he starts 
rambling. “He had physical access to the tablet and made sure to be at a party the night the tape 
was recorded, so he’d have an alibi. And didn’t he leave work early that day? He could’ve prepared 
everything while you were at the office and I was in—” 


But Tony’s shaking his head. “Just like you could’ ve prepared everything when you sent me to my 
workroom that day and told me to stay there for an hour.” 


Peter tries to swallow down the lump blocking his throat. It really seems like everything is pointing 
straight at him... “I-I only did that because I wanted to surprise you... I needed some time to get to 
the store and cook.” 


“Since you seem to have an explanation for everything,” Tony groans, “explain to me how my son 
would have uploaded the video from your computer and sent an email to The Daily Bugle while he 
was at the dentist with Morgan.” 


... Shit. That’s true... Harley wasn’t even in the office anymore when Peter arrived from college. 
“Maybe... M-Maybe someone helped him. There’s enough people in the firm who don’t like me.” 


“Or maybe you’ re just being paranoid, Peter. Harley might be a spoiled brat, but he doesn’t commit 
crimes.” 


Now it’s Peter’s time to snort. “May I remind you that Harley gotkicked out of an elite college for 
drug possession? And who says that he isn't also guilty of hacking the school computers to steal 
the exam papers? He even admitted he'd have the skills for it, right? I know he's your son, Tony, 
but you need to stop looking at him through rose-colored glasses. I told you that he tried to buy my 
silence after he ‘accidentally’ got me locked up for 17 hours, so how do you know he didn’t just 
bribe someone in the IT & Security department to duplicate my key card? He could’ ve easily paid 
a co-worker to upload it while we were both—” 


“Are you even listening to yourself?” Tony hisses, clenching his fists. “I know that Harley messed 
with us, but he would never do something like this.” 


“But J would, or what?” Peter yells, fresh tears spilling from his eyes. “The f-fact that you think 
that J would d-do this to you... t-to us ... Y-You’re breaking my heart, Tony.” 


For a few minutes, Tony stays quiet, listening to Peter bawling his eyes out. Eventually, the older 
man clears his throat and whispers, “I want nothing more than to believe you, Peter. But every 
single sign points to you. I just... I don’t know what to do.” 


“Here’s what you do,” Peter cries, wiping over his face to look at Tony through his veil of tears. 
“Y-You either find it in yourself to trust me or... or we are over.” 


Tony feels like Peter hit him in the face. “You want to break up with me?” he asks quietly. 


“N-No.” Peter’s body is shaking so much he pauses and tries to calm down. “It’s the last thing I 
want. B-But I also don’t want to date someone who d-doesn’t trust me, and who thinks I’d do 
something as d-despicable as this. J-Just tell me, Tony... why would I do this? To get attention? To 
have even more people calling me a disgusting w-whore? To expose myself to the whole world so 
they can kinkshame me some more?” 


Tony sighs, long and deep. Peter threatening to end the relationship shocked Tony. Which is odd, 
considering Tony himself intended to break up with Peter today. But doesn’t this prove how 
serious Peter is about being innocent? Did Tony jump to early conclusions? The thing is that Tony 
desperately spent all afternoon trying to find clues that didn’t point at Peter, but he couldn’t find 
any. Sure, someone at the firm could have it in for Tony and Peter, but who? Who could hate both 
of them so much that they wouldn’t even back off from committing crimes to bring them down? 


Tony’s heart tells him that Peter didn’t do this, but in all objectivity, it is more likely that Peter did 
it than the possibility of someone setting them up. The evidence against Peter is so strong that any 
courtroom would find him guilty. However, if Peter wasn’t guilty, then Tony would make the 
biggest mistake of his life by breaking up with him... 


Deciding to thrust his instinct one last time, Tony reaches out to touch Peter’s knee. Hurt and guilt 
burns through his veins, and his heart clenches when the boy pulls away. 


“Peter... I’m sorry,” Tony whispers, pausing to swallow thickly. “You’re right. I... I’m an asshole. 
I believe you.” 


“Y-You do?” When Peter glances at Tony with his tear-filled puppy eyes, Tony flashes him a sad, 
yet soft smile. 


“T do. My heart screamed at me that you didn’t do this, but my head... There’s just so much 
evidence...” 


Peter sniffs. “I know. The fact that there’s someone out there who goes to great lengths to tear us 
apart... It’s terrifying.” 


It’s the right keyword for Tony to reason with Peter. “Someone, but not Harley. I trust you, Peter, 
but you need to trust me too. Harley didn’t do this.” 


Peter shifts a little. “How can you be so sure?” 


“ Rose-colored glasses or not, I refuse to believe that my own son would do something like this. If I 


can’t trust my family, then who can I trust?” Peter stays quiet, so Tony decides to tell him what 
Harley said earlier. “Also, Harley found out that I... that I suspected you, and he reminded me that 
you love me and that you wouldn’t do anything like this.” 


“Whatever,” Peter mumbles, struggling to get up from the floor. 


It doesn’t seem like Tony managed to change Peer’s mind about Harley, and even though it hurts, 
Tony decides to give Peter time. All of this must’ve been a real shock to Peter as well, and, for 
now, what matters most is that they manage to trust each other to become a team again. 


Getting up as well, Tony carefully pulls Peter into an embrace. He sighs in relief when the boy 
allows it. “I’m really sorry that I was so hard on you. Can you forgive me?” Tony asks, caressing 
Peter’s back. 


“Yeah,” Peter murmurs into Tony’s shoulder. “I wished you hadn’t doubted me, but... I guess I 
can understand why you did. All of this really does make me look guilty, but I’d rather die than 
leak a sex tape of us. I’m... I’m s-so fucking ashamed.” Peter starts crying again, so Tony pulls 
him even closer. “W-What they’re saying about me and... a-also about you... it h-hurts so much.” 


“T know, baby. I’m sorry you have to deal with this,” Tony whispers tearfully. 


He needs to find out who did this and make sure that they pay for it... 


Since Peter still doesn’t feel fit to go to college, Tony lets him sleep in on Friday. Harley is oddly 
quiet and depressed during breakfast, but when Tony tells him that he doesn’t suspect Peter 
anymore, Harley looks honestly relieved. 


In the office, Tony first talks to Nat. She immediately confirms that Peter came up twice to pick up 
Tony’s car key and bring it back. “It took around 10 minutes, probably,” she says. “Why?” 


When Tony admits that he confronted Peter about all the ‘evidence’, Nat glares daggers at Tony. 
Not wanting her to give him a piece of her mind, he quickly tells her about the conversation and 
that he decided to trust Peter. 


“Good,” she hisses, nostrils flaring, “I understand that you asked him about it, but you should’ ve 
believed the second that he denied it. A blind person can see how much Peter adores and loves you 
and how much he despises all the public attention. On top of that, he’s extremely insecure about 
himself. Nobody with a single brain cell would ever believe that he leaked a sex tape of himself, 
especially one that exposes his kinks.” 


Feeling worse than ever, Tony then rides the elevator down to R&D. He ignores the employees 
gaping at him and heads straight towards Quentin’s office. Even though he’s already convinced 
that Peter told him the truth, Tony asks Quentin if he remembers when Peter left the office on 
Tuesday. 


“Not exactly, but it was a lot earlier than usual.” Quentin tilts his head. “I wasn’t in the office for a 
while, but when I came back, I saw that he’d left me a note saying he had a family emergency. 
Must’ ve been between 1:30 and 2:00 p.m.. Do you want me to check the time-tracking system to 
see when he clocked out?” 


“No, it’s fine,” Tony says evasively. “But maybe you can tell me who was in the office that day. I 
mean, I already know when they all clocked in and out, but who was here?” 


Quentin smiles weakly. “I have almost 80 people working in this department, Tony. If you are 
referring to my team, only two were missing that day, as well as Peter and Harley. Oh, and four of 
the other interns weren’t here either, but they are never here Tuesday afternoon.” 


“What about Jarrod Melik? He’s an intern who was here that day, and he’s sitting in the same 
room as Peter, isn't he?” When Quentin nods, Tony leans forward. “Do you know what he did 
between 1:37 and 1:41 p.m.?” 


“T’m afraid that’s a little too specific...” Frowning, Quentin puts his elbows on the table and folds 
his hands together. “Hm... I know I sent him down to the archives not too long after I saw Peter’s 
note, but I didn’t look at the clock. Maybe it’s better if you just ask him himself... He only works 

Tuesdays to Thursdays, but I can give you his number. May I ask what this is about?” 


Sighing deeply, Tony tells him what he managed to find out. By the time he’s finished, Quentin 
seems thoroughly shocked. “Holy shit, that’s so messed up. Props to you for trusting Peter despite 
all that pressing evidence. You must really love him.” 


“T do,” Tony emphasizes. “Which is why I need to find out who’s messing with us.” He then hands 
Quentin his StarkPad and asks him to take it apart and analyze it thoroughly. “If the camera wasn’t 
activated by hand, there must be something on it. Maybe this was also related to the cyber attacks 
we had. If you need more information about that, you can talk to Scott Lang.” 


Flashing Tony a kind smile, Quentin takes the tablet and sets it on his desk. “Sure thing. I’m gonna 
do everything I can to help you.” 


Chapter End Notes 


See, I told some of you that I wouldn't end this chapter on yet another cliffhanger ;) 
Hope you're happy haha. 

Feel free to complain to me about Tony being blind and naive and all that stuff, but 
please remember that Harley is his SON. 
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Twenty-Three 


Chapter Summary 


When Peter digs into Harley’s past, Peter’s and Tony’s relationship is put to the test 
yet again. 


Chapter Notes 


Another extra long chapter... 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Even though Jarrod Melik seems flustered when the Tony Stark calls him, he eagerly tells Tony 
that Quentin sent him on an errand to the archives ‘not too long’ after Peter left. Which matches 
Quentin’s statement, but doesn’t necessarily prove Jarrod’s innocence... He could’ ve stayed for a 
few minutes after Quentin’s call or he could’ ve uploaded the video before. 


Interestingly enough, Jarrod declines that someone else was in the office after Peter had left. “No, 
it was only me, sir. Why?” 


“Not important. Thank you for telling me, Mr. Melik.” 


Frustrated, Tony ends the call. Even though Jarrod is the only main suspect right now, there’s not 
enough proof to accuse him of doing it. No proof at all, to be exact... 


To make matters worse, the sex tape has started to appear on some common porn websites, bearing 
charming titles such as "Tony Stark uses his teenage slut boyfriend’, 'Daddy torments his cute sub 
boy’ or 'Slutty twink gets edged, humiliated, and fucked until he cums hands free’. 


Feeling sick with worry about Peter’s reaction, Tony immediately mandates Matt to file injunctions 
against every possible porn website he can think of while trying to see the ‘bright’ side of it... The 
more people watch it, the more will know that Peter was consenting to everything. Right? 


As expected, Peter is in a very depressed mood when Tony and Harley come home in the evening. 
Refusing to speak in front of Harley, Peter asks Tony to talk in the bedroom. Assuring Peter that 
Matt will sue every website showing the video, Tony tries to soothe his young boyfriend by 
saying, “Once words get about that we’re filing actions, the platforms will take the video down. 
Just like they did with other celeb sex tapes.” 


“But you'll never manage to get rid of it completely,” Peter sobs into Tony’s shoulder. “I d-did 
some research. It only took me five minutes to find download links to other celeb sex tapes. And 
there’s always foreign sites and forums who don’t give shit about claims, not to mention all that 
stuff you can find on the dark web.” 


“IT know,” Tony whispers, rocking Peter back and forth. “But what matters most is that we prevent 
a larger audience from gaining access to it easily.” 


“Thanks to the Bugle, they already know enough anyway. They either make fun of us or think that 
you're mistreating me. I... [even had to promise May that I wanted you to be rough, and... god.” 
Peter presses his face into Tony’s shirt. “I-It was so fucking embarrassing.” 


Tony winces a little. “I can imagine...” He pauses to swallow thickly. “Does May really think ’'m 
mistreating you?” 


Peter hesitates. “She... she seems to believe me about it being consensual, but I don’t think that she 
understands. She said she wouldn’t be able to call someone she loves and respects degrading 
names. And... the daddy thing confuses her as well, I think." 


Heart clenching, Tony sighs deeply. It was to be expected... And yet, it still hurts. 


When Tony suggests Peter go to the living room while Tony cooks, Peter quickly dries his tears. 
He won’t give Harley the satisfaction and show him how devastated he is. No matter what Tony 
says, Peter doesn’t trust Harley one bit. Even less after what Ned sent him earlier today... 


To Peter’s annoyance, Harley acts as concerned and compassionate as he did yesterday. “How are 
you feeling?” he asks Peter, sitting down on the couch next to him. 


“Fine,” Peter lies, refusing to look at Harley. 


The young man is silent for a while before he says, voice soft, “Things will get better again. If 
there’s anything I can help you with, please let me know, okay?” 


Mouth forming into a thin line, Peter hums quietly and takes out his phone, hoping it will make 
Harley shut up. 


It doesn't. 


“Anyways, there's, um, something I need to tell you guys," Harley says, sounding nervous as his 
voice trembles slightly. 


Peter’s head snaps up. He's not going to confess, is he? 
Tony, who has just begun cooking, comes over from the kitchen, looking tense. “What is it, son?" 


Harley’s lips curl into a sheepish smile. "Yesterday, I received an email from Empire State 
University, and... I got admitted off the waitlist. I know it’s not MIT, but I’m really glad I'll get 
the chance to finish college after all.” 


“Oh my-— Really?” Eyes widening, Tony’s face lights up. “Holy shit, congratulations!” Beaming 
brightly, Tony bends over the couch and hugs Harley. “That’s great news. We should have a 
toast!” 


Peter hasn’t said a word. The fact that he won’t even be spared from running into Harley at college 
now, has to be a bad joke... Acting like he didn’t even hear what Harley said, Peter 
absentmindedly scrolls through his Instagram feed until a post from Pepper catches his attention. 


“Pepper posted a video from your birthday party,” Peter turns around to look at Tony, who has 
returned to the kitchen and begun to boil water. “Of me bringing you the cake and kissing you. Her 
caption says, ‘ In all these years that I’ve known Tony, he has never been violent or abusive 
towards me. He was a great husband and he is still a faithful friend, loving father, and affectionate 
boyfriend. Anyone close to Tony and Peter knows that they have nothing but respect and love for 


one another.’ That is so nice of her.” 
Tony smiles softly. “It is.” 


“That’s a lot better than what I posted,” Harley butts in, sighing dramatically. His eyes crinkle 
kindly as they focus on Peter. “I hope you know that not everyone is talking badly or making fun 
of you, though. A friend of mine sent me screenshots of some popular Twitter and Tumblr posts 
from users saying that they’re envious of your sexlife or that they want to trade with either you or 
dad. They also say it’s refreshing to know that not every celebrity sex tape shows uptight vanilla 
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Sex. 


Whereas Harley chuckles, Peter can feel heat flashing up to the nape of his neck. “Ha ha,” he 
responds drily. “Very funny.” 


Harley stops smiling at once. “I wasn’t— Sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you.” 


“Of course you didn’t,” Peter says silkily, feeling anger bubble up inside him. “I mean, it’s not like 
you’ ve ever been rude to me or made fun of me before, is it?” 


For the first time since they met, Harley is lost for words. Tony, on the other hand, isn't. “Peter... 
Please don’t,” he says sadly, which makes Harley find his voice again. 


“No, dad, it’s... it’s fine. I deserve that.” It annoys Peter how honest Harley sounds. “I’m sorry, 
Peter. I know I was an asshole to you, but I swear, I didn’t mean to upset you. I honestly thought 
this would cheer you up a little, but I should’ ve realized that it was insensitive and inappropriate. 
I'm really sorry.” 


The fact that Harley is looking at him with nothing but sincerity and regret makes Peter even 
angrier. “I’m not falling for your bullshit anymore,” he snaps before he can help himself. Ignoring 
Tony’s shocked ‘Peter!’, the boy jumps up from the couch and glares at Harley. He’s had enough 
of it. “We both know that you secretly enjoy my suffering, so how about you stop acting like you 
care and admit that you hate me just as much as you did when we first met.” 


“That’s not true.” Standing up as well, Harley swallows thickly. “I don’t hate you, Peter.” 


Snorting like an angry bull, Peter squares his shoulders. There we go... “Then why did you leak the 
tape and try to put the blame on me?” 


Harley winces as though Peter hit him. Staring at Peter with wide, watery eyes, he opens his mouth 
twice, but closes it again without making a sound. It looks like he’s fighting an inward battle of 
sorts. 


Tony decides to save his son. “Can you please stop blaming Harley, Peter?” he says through 
clenched teeth, looking extremely disappointed. “He didn’t do this.” 


Peter takes out his phone. “Just like he didn’t hack his college's computer to steal the exam papers, 
huh?” 


“We talked about—” Tony begins, but Peter doesn’t let him finish. 


“He lied to you, Tony. Just like he lied about so many other things.” Flashing Harley a sneery 
glance, Peter sends Tony the PDF file he got from Ned. “I just sent you Harley’s full MIT student 
report so you actually get some truth for once. Did you know that twenty-two students testified that 
Harley sold exam papers to seniors? And that’s not the only reason MIT kicked him out. A year 
ago, Harley was caught vandalizing a park bench on school grounds with some friends, drunk and 


high as fuck. And did you know that in his freshman year, a fellow student accused Harley of 
leaking his nudes?” 


Peter notices with satisfaction that Harley blanches. 

"Where did you get Harley’s MIT report from?” Tony asks Peter, flabbergasted. 

Peter furrows his brows. “I don’t think this is the question you should be asking right now.” 
“Right.” Eyes narrowing, Tony turns to glare at his son. “Is it true what Peter said?” 


Since Peter expected Harley to lie, he almost keels over when Harley croaks, “Yes. All of it. I 
wanted to come clean about it a while ago because there was no way MIT would ever take me 
back anyways, but I was way too ashamed to tell you. And... I didn’t want to see the 
disappointment in your eyes. I’m so sorry, dad. There’s no excuse for my awful behavior.” 


Tears are welling up in Harley’s eyes. “That guy, though... I did post his nudes in a study group 
chat, but only because he was harassing me. He and I briefly hooked up at a party, and when I told 
him that I didn’t want to repeat it, he spammed me with these disgusting photos. I threatened I 
would share his photos if he didn’t stop, and he sent me more. I have all the evidence in my chats, 
if you want to see. It was wrong of me, but I don't regret it because it finally made him stop.” 
Harley then looks at Peter pleadingly. “Can you please tell me how you gained access to my 
report? If this gets out, ESU will surely revoke my admission. Did Ned help you? He goes to MIT, 
right?” 


“T’ll tell you who helped me expose your lies if you tell me who helped you set me up,” Peter 
offers grimly. 


For a moment, Harley closes his eyes. It almost looks like he’s in pain. “I... I didn’t leak the sex 
tape and I didn’t try to set you up.” 


“And after all your lies, you expect me to believe you?” Peter asks, raising his brows. 


Harley shifts from one foot to the other. “I don’t expect you to. I’m asking you to. Lately, ve 
started to regret a lot of things that I did. Unfortunately, I can’t change them anymore, but I can 
change myself. And I’m trying to, but you need to let me.” 


Glancing at Tony, who seems to be petrified, the young man adds, “Please, dad... I can do charity 
work all summer. I can stop doing promotions as an influencer or donate all the money I make. I 
can try to find a job elsewhere and move out, if you want, but... Please don’t hate me. You and 
Morgan are all I have left, and you mean more to me than anything or anyone else in the world.” 


Before Tony can respond, Peter sneers, “Here’s an idea: Why don't you move to L.A.? With an 
Oscar-worthy performance like that, you could make it big in Hollywood.” 


“Can the both of you please stop ?” Tony yells, rubbing his temples. “I’m sick and tired of 
listening to you bickering and trying to ‘expose’ one another! This isn’t kindergarten or some 
teenage drama shit show. You’re both grown-ups, for fuck’s sake!” 


A fizzling sound coming from the kitchen attracts everyone’s attention. Cursing, Tony runs to the 
stove to take the pot from the plate; the noodle water boiled over. Looking at the two younger men, 
Tony sighs deeply. “I’m sorry I yelled. How about we eat first, and then we talk this out once and 
for all? In peace?” 


But Peter’s way too upset about Tony’s outburst. “I’m not hungry anymore,” he chokes out and 


flees into the bedroom, where he bursts into tears, feeling misunderstood. 


After twenty minutes, there's a knock on the door. “I saved you a serving," Tony says, sitting down 
on the mattress behind Peter. When Peter sniffs, Tony sighs again. “Peter... This needs to stop. We 
just talked about this yesterday.” 


“Do you even care that Harley lied to you about MIT?” Peter cries, staring at the setting sun 
outside the full-length windows with blank eyes. 


“T do, which is why I told Harley that he finally needs to get his shit together. And he knows that if 
he lies to me one more time, I’Il stop helping him financially.” 


Peter wants to scream. “S-So you let him get away with it? Again?” 


“No. Harley knows this is the last chance I give him. Also, I already kicked him out five weeks 
ago, remember? He knows that I’m serious about this.” 


“He doesn’t,” Peter snubs, sitting up and turning around to glare at Tony. “He's always taken 
advantage of your lax parenting and the fact that you trust him blindly. And who can blame him? 
Nothing he does has consequences! I mean, his ‘punishment’ for fucking things up at MIT is 
getting accepted into ESU... This isn’t fair.” 


Tony sounds very grave when he asks, “Don’t you believe in second chances?” 


“Of course I do, but I don’t buy into Harley’s sudden ‘change of heart’ bullcrap. It doesn't make 
any sense. Also, you should’ ve heard how he was talking to me when I picked him and Morgan up 
on Tuesday. He called me a child and was mocking me, again, for being poor. He’s only nice to 
me when it suits him or when you're around.” 


“Don’t you think it’s possible that you only see what you want to see?” Tony asks carefully. “I 
can't help feeling that the roles are reversed... Until that unfortunate bathroom incident, you 
always tried to be nice to Harley, whereas he didn’t believe you had good intentions and tried to 
expose you. And now, Harley’s trying to be nice to you, whereas you don’t believe that he has 
good intentions and try to prove that he isn’t trustworthy. I mean, you illegally obtained Harley’s 
file to prove what, exactly? That he’s a liar?” 


“W-Well... yeah. ‘A liar will not be believed, even when he speaks the truth.’ ” 


Sighing, Tony slowly shakes his head. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m very upset that Harley lied and 
that he behaved like an uneducated brat, but what happened at MIT has nothing to do with what 
you’re currently accusing him of. What Harley did to you, to us, in the past was awful, but for the 
sake of this family, you need to let it go. I can’t take any more fights. I understand that it’s hard for 
you to trust Harley, but I already asked you to trust me instead. I vouch for my son, Peter. Please.” 


Feeling fresh tears welling up in his eyes, Peter sniffs again. “What if something else happens? I... 
I’m so close to falling apart, Tony.” 


“Nothing else will happen,” Tony soothes, taking Peter’s hand. “I promise you.” 


Peter ponders about it for a long time. The only reason why he eventually decides to give in is 
because he doesn’t want to lose Tony. Just like he told May a while ago, he loves Tony more than 
he hates — and fears — Harley. “O-Okay. But this is Harley’s last chance.” 


Nodding, Tony raises his hand and cups Peter’s cheek. “Thank you, baby. You’ll see, it will all 
work out.” 


The next morning, a Saturday, Tony and Peter don't get up right away. At first, Tony debates 
whether he wants to try and initiate sex, but he finds that he isn't really in the mood... And 
apparently, Peter isn’t either because he tenses a little when Tony wraps his arms around him to 
spoon. 


"How about we have breakfast at the boathouse in Central Park?” Tony suggests, gently kissing 
Peter’s neck. "It's such nice weather today... Afterwards, we could rent one of the row boats, if 
you like.” 


“And have everyone pointing their fingers at us and sneaking pictures? No thanks,” Peter 
mumbles. 


“Baby... I know things aren't easy right now, but locking yourself up inside isn't going to help 
either." 


With an irritated growl, Peter wriggles free of Tony’s arms and gets up. "Can you please give me 
some time to get over this? It's only been three days, Tony.” Without giving Tony a chance to 
explain himself, Peter heads into the bathroom and bangs the door shut. 


Shortly thereafter, Tony and Peter join Harley for breakfast. The tension at the table is tangible, so 
Tony's almost glad that neither Peter, nor Harley try to start up a conversation. And yet... It's 
awkward and depressing to have a full meal with no sounds apart from chewing, swallowing, and 
the clinking of cutlery. 


Is this how it's going to be from now on? 


Since Peter can't seem to stand being in the same room as Harley anymore, he grabs his laptop the 
second he's done helping Tony with the dishes and retreats into Tony's workroom to 'play some 
games’. 


As soon as he’s gone, Harley looks at Tony despondently. “I’m so sorry, dad. I really don’t know 
how to fix this, so... I meant what I said about getting a place of my own. I can’t live at home 
forever anyways, especially now that I’m gonna stay here in New York.” 


Tony hates himself for it, but he slowly nods his head. “Yeah. Maybe it would be better if you 
moved out. Let’s give Peter a few days, though... If he still hasn’t calmed down by the end of next 
week, I'll help you find something nice nearby.” 


Harley smiles weakly. “I’m afraid I can’t afford to live nearby.” 
“Money won’t be an issue, Harley,” Tony says softly. “As long as you promise you’ ll work your 


ass off in college and stop putting all your energy into that influencer crap, Pll gladly support 
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you. 


Seemingly relieved, Harley’s face lights up. “Okay... Thank you, dad. I hope I'll be able to stand 
on my own feet soon.” 


Because Tony doesn’t want to sit around all day feeling depressed, he rings up Bruce and Natasha 
and asks if they're busy today. Thankfully, they aren't, so Tony goes to visit Peter in the 
workroom. 


“Can I disturb you for a sec?” Smiling, Tony approaches Peter, who quickly snaps his laptop shut. 


“What is it?” 


“Bruce and Nat invited us to come over for a barbeque,” Tony fibs, leaning against the desk. 
“Wanna go? They’re a little worried about how you’ re doing, especially Nat.” 


Looking at his nails, Peter shrugs his shoulders. “I don't know. I kinda want to stay home and... 
There's some stuff I wanted to get done...” 


“What stuff?” Tony frowns. “Something for college? I thought you only have one week left?” 
When Peter stays silent, Tony offers, “Anything I can help you with?” 


“No, no... Actually, it’s fine. Um. Let's visit them.” 


Even though Peter doesn’t seem all too happy about the ‘invitation’, his mood improves shortly 
after they arrive at Bruce’s and Nat’s house. The couple neither mentions the sex tape, nor do they 
treat Peter any different, which seems to make him feel more comfortable quickly. 


When they hop into the pool two hours later, Peter finally reapproaches Tony. Wrapping his arms 
and legs around the older man, Peter mumbles, “I’m sorry for everything,” before kissing Tony 
gently. 


Glad to have his Peter back, Tony smiles forgivingly. “I’m sorry too.” 


Since Tony had a few drinks, he asks Peter to drive them home later in the evening. At first, Peter 
is extremely anxious about driving a Lamborghini, but after a few minutes, he takes a fancy to it. 


“Thanks for motivating me to go and visit them,” Peter says when they’re lining up in traffic to get 
through Queens Midtown Tunnel. “It cheered me up a little.” 


“That’s good.” Smiling fondly, Tony reaches over to put his hand on Peter’s thigh. “I was 
thinking... When you’re done with college, how about we move to the Hamptons for the summer? 
My mansion is right on the beach, and there’s no immediate neighbor nearby.” 


“Isn’t that almost a two hour drive away from the city? How would we go to work every day?” 
“We could take a few weeks off.” 
“But... already have to take off a few weeks for our Bahamas and Europe vacations.” 


“Doesn’t matter.” Tony reassuringly squeezes Peter’s thigh. “You’ve worked so hard and still got 
straight As on all your exams... You deserve to enjoy your summer, Peter. Also, I’m your boss, so 
you can either take off all those weeks voluntarily or Ill fire you and rehire you once summer is 
over.” 


Tony lets out a barking laugh, but when he sees that Peter isn’t joining in, he stops. “Hey, I was 
just joking. If you really want to go to work, both my Hampton property and the Stark Industries 
tower have a helipad. It’s how Pepper and I got to work whenever we stayed at the Hamptons for a 
while.” 


“That’s not exactly climate-friendly,” Peter snorts, shaking his head a little. “But I'll think about it, 
okay?” 


They end the day with having sex. To Tony’s surprise, Peter doesn’t try to muffle his moans like 
he usually does when Harley is home; it seems like he stopped caring about it. Yet, the idea that 
their son could be hearing them makes Tony slightly uncomfortable, so he ends up clasping a hand 
over Peter’s mouth when it gets a little too loud. Peter doesn’t seem to mind; ten seconds later, his 
ass clenches around Tony’s cock and he squirts all over their chests. 


On Sunday, Tony surprises Peter with breakfast in bed. Afterwards, they cuddle and watch a 
movie. When they finally get up, it’s noon already. Harley is watching TV in the living room, but 
when he sees them coming, he shuts it off. “How was your barbeque?” 


Scrolling around on his phone, Peter lets Tony do the talking. After a few minutes, Peter gets up 
from the couch. “I'll be in your workroom,” he tells Tony. 


“You can stay, I’m going to Harry’s anyway,” Harley says quickly, standing up as well. 


Rolling his eyes, Peter turns around and marches towards the corridor. “Not everything revolves 
around you, Harley. I need to finish an essay. That’s all.” 


“An essay?” Harley asks Tony once Peter’s gone. “I thought college was almost done?” 


Tony can only shrug his shoulders. He doesn’t doubt that Peter lied to get away from Harley. This 
seems proven when Peter comes back to the living room once Harley has left the penthouse. Not 
wanting to start yet another discussion, Tony asks Peter if he wants to play Mario Kart with him. 


Surprised, yet delighted, Peter agrees and suggests, “Winner gets a blowjob?” 


Snorting, Tony nudges him with elbow. “You would like that, wouldn’t you? We both know that 
you’re a lot better and more experienced than I am.” 


“Well, there’s gotta be something I have more experience in,” Peter grins, pressing a button on the 
controller to start the game. 


Fair enough. 


They play for three hours. As expected, Peter ends up being the overall winner, even though Tony 
did win a few races. To give Peter his reward, they retreat to the bedroom, where one thing quickly 
leads to another. Fifteen minutes later, Tony finds himself buried balls deep inside of Peter, making 
him cry out as he pounds into him forcefully. 


Too lazy to cook, they order pizza for dinner. Harley comes home just when they’ ve started eating, 
but he declines Tony’s offer to have a few of his slices. “I already ate.” With a thankful smile, 
Harley vanishes into the corridor and leaves them alone. 


Peter and Tony decide to end their lazy, relaxing day with cuddling up on the sofa and watching 
yet another movie. However, it doesn't take long for Tony to realize that Peter isn't really paying 
attention, so he asks if Peter wants him to turn it off. 


Startled, Peter glances at him “Huh? Not at all. Why are you asking?” 


“Because you're oddly quiet. Usually, when we're watching something, you comment on every 
scene, so... I thought you might be bored.” 


“No, um... I'm just worried about going back to work tomorrow.” 
“Oh... I see,” Tony nods understandingly. “Do you want to take another week off?” 


“T doubt it’d change a lot,” Peter mumbles, snuggling closer to Tony. “Whoever did this to us is a 
co-worker of mine, maybe even someone from my team, so... Until we know who it is, I won’t be 
comfortable anymore, I guess.” 


“True.” Sighing, Tony wraps his arm tighter around Peter. Apart from a dozen people Tony 
actually trusts, anyone could be a potential suspect... 


They’ ve watched half the movie when there are fast and loud steps coming from the corridor. A 
few seconds later, Harley storms into the living room, looking /ivid. 


“What the fuck did you do?” he yells, glaring straight at Peter, who winces. 
“What? What did I- What do you mean?” 


“Don’t play stupid!” Harley screams, out of his mind. “You sent my student report to the fucking 
Bugle!” 


What?! Horrified, Tony stares at Peter, who looks shocked and confused himself. 


“Wait, what are you- The-The Bugle has your student report?” the boy stammers, pupils dilating. 
“T-I didn’ t—” 


Tears are streaming down Harley’s cheeks as he cuts Peter off with a hiss. “I said ‘Don’t play 
stupid’. You were the only one who knew about this apart from me and dad. And... the other 
things they wrote... Y- You fucking ruined my life.” 


“There’s an article?” Heart clenching, Tony reaches for his phone and opens The Bugle’s website. 
Peter leans over to read as well, his trembling thigh pressing against Tony’s. 


“Harley Keener: Tony Stark’s biggest disappointment?” 


“Like father, like son? Not quite... Much to the chagrin of Stark Industries, its shareholders and 
investors, wanna-be influencer Harley Keener (21), the illegitimate son of Tony Stark (46) and 
Marriette Keener (36), doesn’t seem to have inherited his father’s wisdom and ambition. As it 
turns out, the heir of Stark's business empire was recently kicked out of Massachusetts Institute of 
Technology due to intolerable behavior that includes vandalisms, drug abuse, gaining unauthorized 
access to the school’s server, selling illegally obtained exam papers, and publicly sharing another 
student’s intimate photos (see excerpt of Keener’s report below). Whereas Stark has his own 
infamous history with drugs, Keener’s behavior undoubtedly brings discredit on his father, who 
had graduated from MIT at the tender age of 17 with summa cum laude. 


According to rumors, Keener also doesn’t get along with Stark’s outrageously young boyfriend 
Peter Parker (19) because he's convinced that Parker has bad intentions. In light of these shocking 
revelations, we wonder whether it was in fact Tony Stark's own fallen son who leaked the ‘Starker’ 
sex tape to the press. What do you think? Let us know in the comments below.” 


Mind racing, Tony lifts his head to look at Peter. The boy is still staring at the article, eyes wide. 
“Did you do this?” Tony asks his boyfriend, voice hoarse. 

Peter winces as though Tony hit him. “N-No, of course not.” 

“Then who did?” Harley hisses. “Dad? He’s the only one apart from you who knew.” 


Tony’s stomach churns. /f this is true, then... “Are you sure you never told anyone else?” he 
desperately asks his son. 


“Yes.” Harley vigorously nods. “I didn’t even tell Harry. Everyone thinks that I decided to take a 
break from college to advance my influencer career.” 


“Then maybe it was another student of yours,” Peter suggests, bottom lip quivering. “Or... Or 
maybe...” 


When he doesn’t speak further, Harley glares at him. “Maybe what?” 
Swallowing, Peter says, “M-Maybe it was you. To... To make it look like it was me.” 


Tony opens his mouth to snap at Peter, but before he can, Harley explodes. “Are you out of your 
fucking mind?! Why would I do that to myself? This is the worst thing that could’ ve happened to 
me! Also, why in the world would I spread rumors that I leaked your fucking tape? You’re the only 
one who suspects me and who constantly claims that I still think you have ‘bad intentions’. You 
can’t even stand to be in the same room as me, and...” Harley pauses, eyes widening. “Oh my 
god... the ‘essay’ you claimed you wrote... W-Was that what you did? Writing an email to The 
Bugle?” 


Peter’s eyes are filled with tears when he looks at Tony. “P-Please, this is... Can’t you see what 
he’s doing? He’s trying to frame me. Again. I... I knew something else would happen. I told you.” 


“T couldn’t have leaked the fucking report because I don’t even have it!” Harley screams, enraged. 
“Nobody does, except you.” 


“And Ned,” Tony adds quietly. “He was the one who obtained it for you, wasn’t he?” 


Whimpering, Peter buries his face in his hands. “Y-Yes, but there’s no way he did this. And... And 
I didn’t either.” 


But this time, Tony can't believe Peter so easily. “Yesterday, you quickly closed your laptop when 
I came in. And just now, you were so quiet and... and tense...”” Was Peter waiting for the article to 
drop? 


Muffled sobs come from behind Peter’s hands. “I... I was writing an essay about bullying and 
public shaming. F-For some fucked up reason, the nightmare of the last couple of days made me 
reach 500,000 followers, so I thought that I could use my range for something useful and s-start a 
petition to change the law. I-I can show you what I wrote.” 


“That doesn’t prove anything,” Harley snorts, and inwardly, Tony agrees with him. 


Even if someone else had the reports, why would they coincidentally leak them to the papers just a 
day after Peter confronted Harley about it? Peter was so upset that Harley got admitted into ESU... 
He accused Tony of lax parenting and heard Tony say that this will be Harley’s last chance. And 
most importantly, Peter still claims to believe believes that Harley leaked the tape. 


Asking Harley to let them talk in private, Tony waits until his fuming son has banged his door shut 
before he looks at Peter pleadingly. “Peter... I need you to tell me the truth. Please.” 


“T am telling the truth. I-I swear.” 
It breaks Tony’s heart when he breathes, “I don’t believe you.” 


Gasping, Peter lifts his head. There’s so much shock and hurt in his brown doe eyes that the man 
can feel a knot building in his throat. "You... You let him win?" 


Desperately shaking his head, Tony croaks, “Don’t make me choose between you and my son, 
Peter” 


“O-Obviously, you already did," Peter sobs, dissolving into fresh tears. 
“That’s not fair.” 


“You're right. It isn’t.” Voice cracking, Peter shoots up from the couch and rushes into the 
corridor. 


Deciding to give him space, Tony stays seated, wiping the tears out of his eyes. What now? The 
only real possible consequence is too painful, too scary, and too horrible to even think about. 
Maybe he can postpone the decision until Matt has spoken to The Bugle and, hopefully, found out 
who sent them the report. 


Peter comes back a few minutes later. Wearing a backpack and carrying two suitcases and a bag, 
the boy heads straight for the hall. 


“What are you doing?” Tony asks when Peter puts the bags down to grab his jackets. 


“What does it look like?” Peter croaks, struggling to stuff his three pairs of shoes into the bag filled 
with clothes. 


“Peter...” Tony starts tearfully, but he stops, not knowing what to say. Helplessly, he watches the 
teenager try to open the door locks with his shaking fingers. 


“T can’t do this anymore. A-All I wanted was to be with you, but it seems like it’s not supposed to 
be. You can’t claim that you love me if you don’t even trust me.” With a choked up sob, Peter 
wrenches the door open and turns around one last time. “Goodbye, Tony.” 


And then, he’s gone. 
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Twenty-Four 


Chapter Summary 


Peter and Harley struggle to cope with the aftermath of the latest DailyBugle article. 
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As soon as he’s in the elevator, Peter falls to the floor like a weightless clump. Hunched up in the 
corner of the elevator cabin, he dissolves into tears. Tony’s voice is running through his head like a 
broken record, breathing ‘I don’t believe you’ over and over again. 


The elevator arrives down in the garage, but Peter’s unable to move. Sobbing in earnest, he sits 
there unmoving until the elevator sets in motion again and climbs up to level 15. Peter has barely 
struggled to get back on his feet when the doors open and an elderly couple enters the cabin. 
Frowning, they eye Peter up and down, so he quickly wipes the tears and snot from his face. 


Forty minutes later, Peter is steering May’s car through the streets of his old neighborhood in 
search of a free parking space. It takes him a while until he finds one that is eight blocks away 
from his apartment complex, forcing him to walk half a mile in the darkness with his heavy 


baggage. 


When Peter steps through the banged up door of his shoebox-sized apartment, he immediately 
screws up his nose. It stinks. Has it always smelled that badly or only because the room hasn’t been 
ventilated for more than two months? 


Tired, Peter decides against calling May or his friends. Even thinking about what happened hurts, 
so he doesn’t even want to imagine what speaking it out loud will feel like. Rummaging around in 
his suitcases for his toothbrush, toothpaste, and pajamas, Peter preps for bed. Before he lies down, 
he opens the only window in the hopes that it will help with the stuffy, smelly air. Then, he gathers 
his pillow and blanket from a drawer and lies down on his broken sofa bed, groaning in discomfort. 


However, it’s not the discomfort that makes Peter burst into fresh tears, but the fact that mere 24 
hours ago, Peter fell asleep in Tony’s arms. And... it’s barely been six hours since they last had sex. 
Realizing that he will never feel Tony’s body on top of or next to him ever again, it makes Peter 
feel like his heart is ripped from his body and hashed by a meat-grinder. 


Reminding himself that he didn’t have any other choice, Peter curls into a ball and tries to cry 
himself to sleep. 


Harley was awake reading reactions to the article until 1:30 a.m., and when he finally lay down, it 
took him ages to fall asleep. The first thing he does after waking up is check his follower count on 
Instagram. Even though he gained 20k new followers, he also lost 90k, meaning he’s now below 
Peter’s follower count... 


That little cunt. 


Harley has no doubt that it was Peter who sent Harley’s student report to the Bugle to get back at 
him for thinking that Harley leaked the sex tape. Technically, Harley is to blame for that, of course, 
but he tried to stop it. It doesn’t change the fact that Harley is a disgusting piece of shit, but Peter 
is too. He deliberately leaked the report to publicly shame Harley. Tears of anger and hurt build in 
Harley’s eyes when he reads some of the comments people left under his recent posts. However, 
even worse are the messages Harry and Gwen sent him. They are disappointed that Harley lied to 
them and can’t believe he did ‘retarded shit like that’. 


Struggling to get out of bed, Harley drags his feet into the kitchen. Tony’s sitting at the kitchen 
counter, clutching a cup of coffee. He looks as tired and worn out as Harley feels. 


“Morning,” Harley tiredly greets his father and leans against the counter. “I, uh, don’t feel good, 
so... | was wondering if I can stay home today?” 


Staring ahead blankly, Tony mutters, “Sure. Take the week off.” 


“Thank you,” Harley sighs in relief. He wouldn’t have been able to face his co-workers today. Or 
Quentin, even though Harley wonders what the older man will think of Peter and his petty act of 
revenge. Speaking of... “Where’s Peter?” Harley inquires, hoping that Peter isn’t staying home 
again as well. 


Tony carefully sets his cup down. “Gone.” 
“Gone? What does that mean?” Harley replies stupidly. 


His heart skips a beat when Tony looks at him with angry, watery eyes. “That means he left. 
Moved out.” 


“For... how long?” 
“Forever,” Tony hisses. “He broke up with me yesterday.” 
No way. Mouth dropping open, Harley stares at his father. “He broke up with you?” 


“Yes,” Tony says bitterly. “Although, I probably would’ ve done it myself if he hadn’t. I just...” 
Tony pauses to swallow thickly. “I wanted to gather evidence first, so I wouldn’t jump to early 
conclusions.” 


“What evidence do you need? It obviously wasn’t either of us who leaked my report, so he’s the 
only one who could’ ve done it.” 


“Unless it was Ned after all.” 


Harley snorts quietly. “Even if it was Ned, it would still be Peter’s fault.” Just like it is Harley’s 
fault that Quentin’s guy leaked the tape... “He also blamed me for getting locked up by my 
friends.” 


“IT know,” Tony sighs. “I’m just struggling with the idea that Peter deliberately tried to hurt you. 
But this whole situation has become unbearable anyway. I don’t think I could’ ve lived happily ever 
after with someone who didn’t get along with both of my children, no matter how much I tried.” 


At this, Harley feels a pang of guilt. Trying to swallow it down, he moves closer to Tony and puts 
his hand on his father’s shoulder. “I’m sorry it had to end that way. How are you feeling?” 


“Tl live.” Tony flashes Harley a sad smile. “Life has to go on.” 


Before Tony leaves for work, he tells Harley that he packed the rest of Peter’s stuff into some more 
bags. “In case he comes to pick it up, just put them in front of the door. I don’t know if I will see 
him at work, but, uh, ...” Tony shuffles his feet; the mere thought that he could run into Peter in the 
office seems to make him uncomfortable. “I guess [ll just send him a text. Yeah. Um. See you 
later.” 


As soon as Tony’s gone, Harley calls Quentin. To Harley’s relief, the older man sounds less 
disappointed than worried when he inquires about the article. When Harley apologizes for not 
telling him the truth, Quentin says that it’s okay. 


“You’re not obligated to tell anyone that you got kicked out of college, Harley. I would’ ve probably 
kept it to myself too.” Quentin also understands that Harley won’t come to work this week. “Take 
all the time you need. With Peter coming back, I have enough interns here who can assist the 
team.” 


“About that...” Harley begins. “I, um, don’t think Peter will come back to work this week.” Or 
ever again... 


“Why not? Is he still upset about the tape?” Then, Quentin sighs deeply. “I feel really terrible 
about all this.” 


Harley’s tempted to say, ‘I don’t’, but it would be a lie. Peter’s despicable act of revenge neither 
undoes the wrong that Harley and Quentin have to answer for, nor does it make it less horrible. So, 
he simply says, “Dad and him broke up.” 


There’s a few seconds of silence. “For real?” 
“Yeah. Yesterday.” 
Quentin sounds thoroughly surprised. “Why?” 


“Because it was Peter who leaked my report.” Harley quickly explains what happened. “I think 
what made him snap is dad defending me,” Harley concludes. “Peter probably expected that dad 
would kick me out for good for lying about the exam papers and stuff.” 


“Probably...” muses Quentin. “Hm. Wow, that's... big news indeed. How do you feel about it? I 
mean, it’s what you always wanted, right?” 


Harley snorts. “I most certainly didn’t want the public to find out about the shit I did at MIT. But 
yeah, apart from that, it’s what I wanted... In theory.” 


“In theory?” 


“Well, I didn’t want it to end with Peter and I hating each other even more than before. And... for 
some reason I don’t feel like celebrating their break-up. At least, not yet.” 


“T guess that’s normal,” Quentin says softly. “You went through a roller-coaster of emotions the 
last couple of days, Harley. For now, it’s important that you focus on yourself and your own well- 
being. Then, you can still debate whether you want to try and make up with Peter or not.” 


Harley’s smiles faintly. Even if he wanted to make up with Peter, Peter most likely wouldn’t. Too 
much has happened between them... And even though Harley feels sorry for his father, he’s 
convinced that the break-up will be good for Tony in the long run; not to mention, for them as a 
family. With Peter being gone, Harley can focus on getting his life back together. And one day, 
Halrey might even find someone who’ll mesmerize him just as much as Peter did... 


Someone, who doesn’t happen to date his dad. 


After living in Tony’s quiet and air-conditioned luxury penthouse for ten weeks, Peter forgot what 
it’s like to sleep in a hovel. His heartache, the broken sofa bed, the yelling and shouting of the 
neighbors living in the apartment above him, and the stench of the mold-invested ceiling kept Peter 
awake most of the night. Furthermore, Peter can’t help being worried about his neighbors — or 
anyone else — finding out that he moved back home. 


Since JARVIS always woke Tony and him up in the penthouse, Peter forgot to set his alarm. 
Therefore, it’s past 9:00 a.m. already when he finally opens his eyes. Fuck. He was supposed to be 
at work already. Work... 


Knowing that he can’t possibly go back to work in an office with Harley and at least one other 
person who helped take him down, Peter takes a deep breath and calls Quentin. After the fourth 
ring, the man picks up with a rather soft, “Hello, Peter.” 


“H-Hey, um... I... just wanted to tell you... I-I quit.” To Peter’s horror, he bursts into tears. 
“You want to quit?” 
“T-I’m sorry,” Peter cries, heart clenching. Will Quentin be mad? “I c-can’t go back in there.” 


Quentin is quiet for a while. Then, he sighs. “Peter... I think I know why you want to quit, and... I 
don’t think it’s a good idea. There's barely any danger of you running into Tony, and I can assign 
Harley to another team so you won’t have to see him again either.” 


For a second, Peter forgets to breathe. “You... know? Did Tony— What did he tell you?” 


“That you did what he wasn’t strong enough to do.” At this, more tears begin to prickle in Peter’s 
eyes. So Tony wanted to break up with him too... “He also told me about the fight and that you 
leaked Harley’s student report,” Quentin continues, voice just a tiny bit tense. 


Oh god... A lump fills Peter’s throat, and a flash of heat makes his toes and fingers curl. “If that’s 
what Tony told you, then why don't you want me to quit?” 


“Because I know that you didn't leak Harley’s report,” Quentin states, making Peter gasp. Did 
Harley confide in Quentin about leaking it himself to frame Peter once again? 


“W-Why do you know that I didn’t do it?” 


Quentin chuckles softly. “Peter... You’re the most honest and kindest person I know. There’s no 
way you’d ever do something like that.” 


Feeling both relieved and a little disappointed about Quentin’s reason for believing him, Peter 


quietly says, “Thank you for saying that, but... The only people who had the report apart from me 
was Tony and a friend of mine, whom I trust completely. And... maybe Harley had it too...” Peter 
stops, not daring to voice his suspicion about Harley doing it himself. 


To his relief, Quentin doesn’t sound pissed when he speaks, “Look, I don’t claim to have any 
‘insider information’, but J. Jonah Jameson and his senior editors are linked up with so many 
people... I wouldn’t be surprised if they were digging around because the interest in the sex tape 
story died down. Maybe they rang up MIT to get some new gossip or maybe they had already 
heard about it in the past... I’m pretty sure Harley had told some friends of his. I don’t know, 
though, and I honestly don’t really care.” 


Quentin pauses before speaking slowly as if carefully weighing his next words. 


“Don’t get me wrong, Peter... I feel terrible for Harley, but if he hadn’t done these things in the 
first place, nobody could’ve leaked anything about it. What matters to me, is that neither Harley’s, 
nor your future will get ruined by this shit. Which is why I won’t accept your resignation. Think 
about what you would give up... Don't you love this job?” 


“T do,” Peter emphasizes, sniffing. “Working at Stark Industries was a dream come true, but... 
Quentin, someone at the firm, maybe even someone from our team, leaked the tape and put the 
blame on me. I’m sure Tony told you that too... I can’t concentrate on my tasks if everyone around 
me is a potential suspect.” 


“T’ll figure something out, if it’s the last thing I do.” Peter can almost hear Quentin smile fondly. 
“As a last resort, Pll make you my personal assistant and make sure to stay around you 24/7.” 
Quentin lets out a barking laugh that sends a shiver down Peter’s spine. “Just kidding. But there 
are ways to make sure you’re protected from whoever did this to you. You shouldn’t let them win, 
Peter. Please promise me that you’ll reconsider your decision.” 


Peter’s tempted to say that they already won because they managed to ruin what was most valuable 
to him, but he doesn’t. “Even if I do, who says that Tony won’t fire me anyway?” 


“T don’t think he will,” Quentin says reassuringly. “As I said, there's barely any danger of you two 
running into each other, and you're still of value to the firm. Ever since we talked about you being 
distracted and stuff, you’ve really exerted yourself.” 


Even though a part of Peter still wants to quit, he kinda hopes that Quentin is right. Getting fired 
from Stark Industries wouldn’t be good for his résumé, and he really needs a job to pay for his rent. 
And he’d also rather continue to work at SI than make coffees again. Also... There’s still a tiny 
chance that Tony has or will come to the same conclusion as Quentin did... That Peter would never 
do something like that. 


Peter has been quiet for so long that Quentin asks if he’s still here. “Y-Yeah, sorry, um... I hope 
you’re right, but I still can’t see myself coming to work today. Or... tomorrow.” 


“Understandable. Please, don’t worry about it, Peter. Take the week off to heal and chew it over, 
okay?” When Peter affirms, Quentin audibly smiles again. “Perfect. Now, is there anything else I 
can do? Like... I could bring you food or come over to distract you a little, if you want.” 


“Um...“* Even though Peter appreciates the offer, he can’t help feeling odd about it. It’s not like 
Quentin and him ever actually became friends. “I... Thank you, really, but, um, I’d rather stay 
alone right now. I hope that’s okay...” 


“Sure.” Quentin sounds friendly, yet a little disappointed. “Please call me if you need anything, 


though. I want to be here for you, Peter.” 


A little overwhelmed, Peter stutters his thanks and ends the call. His breath hitches when he sees 
that he has a new text message from Tony. With shaking fingers Peter opens the text; however, it's 
not a tearful message begging Peter to forgive him. Quite the opposite... It's a straightforward, 
harsh request. 


‘Please let me know when you want to pick up the rest of your stuff. I'll put it in front of the 
apartment door.’ 


Dropping his phone, Peter dissolves into fresh tears. This was unexpectedly cold. It was as if Peter 
was some random guy from eBay picking up some worthless crap he bought from Tony. 


Unable to do anything apart from crying, Peter lies back down and crawls under his blanket. If it 
hadn't gotten unbearably hot after a few hours, he probably would’ ve stayed there for the whole 

day. Located on the south-west side of the building, Peter’s apartment resembles an oven on hot 
summer days. 


Peter decides to get it over with and call the only three people in his life that he has left. He starts 
with MJ and Ned, but only when he begins to weep bitterly do they realize that he isn’t cracking a 
bad joke. 


Enraged, MJ begins to rant about Tony and Harley, saying she’ ll give them a piece of her mind if 
she ever sees them again. Ned, on the other hand, is extremely upset. Not only does he feel guilty 
for hacking MIT’s servers to get Harley’s report, he’s also scared. 


“What if Tony tells MIT that it was me who helped you? They’ II kick me out, Peter,” Ned says 
panicky. “And... what if he thinks that I leaked it to The Bugle after all?” 


Peter swallows thickly. He had begged Ned to help him... This is all his fault... “Then PII just tell 
him that he was right about it being me. I don’t want you to take the blame for this.” 


MJ huffs into the speaker. “Instead of being pessimistic, we should try to figure out if we can prove 
that it was Harley who leaked his own report. Peter, you only sent it to Tony, right?” When Peter 
affirms, she says, “Maybe Harley got hold of Tony’s phone when neither of you two were looking 
and sent it to himself. ’m sure he knows his PIN. Ned, could you try to hack Harley’s phone and—” 


“No,” Peter interrupts. “No more hacking. No more ‘making assumptions’ or “gathering evidence’. 
I mean, even if we magically found proof that Harley did it to frame me, what does it matter? Tony 
chose to believe Harley. Or rather, he chose not to believe me. I... I don’t have a future with a man 
who doesn’t trust me.” 


Neither Ned, nor MJ argue against it. 


The call with May is on another level of awfulness. The second she picks up, Peter starts crying so 
much that it takes him three attempts until May even understands what he's calling about. 


Even though she's clearly furious, she refrains from insulting Tony. Instead, May says tearfully, 
"I'm so sorry, honey. I know this is rough for you, but you did the right thing." She insists that 
Peter comes over and moves in with her for the next couple of days. "Someone needs to make sure 
you eat properly." 


Peter doesn’t tell her that he hasn’t eaten anything all day and that he doesn’t even have a single 
item of food at home. Knowing how persistent May can get, Peter packs some clothes and drives 
over to her place. 


As soon as May pulls him into her embrace, Peter has another breakdown. Tears are streaming 
down his eyes in a mess of wet lines as Peter listens to May telling him that everything will be 
okay, that Tony doesn’t deserve him, and that Peter will eventually find someone who loves and 
trusts him unconditionally. 


“IT don’t want someone,” Peter cries. “I want Tony.” 


It’s childish and overdramatic, but it’s what he feels. Until last week, Peter was so happy, despite 
all the public hate he had received ... But now, his relationship with Tony suddenly seems tainted. 
As if it had never even been real... As if all those months were nothing but a waste of time... 


After a lot of crying, his favorite pasta, and even more crying, Peter falls asleep on the couch. The 
next day, he sees that he has a new message from Nat. She asks him how he’s feeling and offers to 
talk, but Peter isn’t ready for that. It’s bad enough already that he spoke to Quentin about all of 
this... 


In the afternoon, Peter jumps over his shadow and texts Tony, ‘My friends will pick up my stuff at 
6:30 p.m.’ to which the man replies with a dull, ‘Ok’. When Ned and MJ come to visit Peter 
afterwards, they tell him that the concierge let them in without asking any stupid questions, and 
that the bags with Peter’s things were indeed sitting outside the penthouse door. 


As he’s looking through the bags, Peter’s heart gets torn into a thousand pieces once again. Tony 
didn’t just pack Peter’s actual belongings; he also stuffed other things inside, like the picture frame 
with a collage of couple photos that Peter made; the plant Peter bought for Tony’s workroom two 
months ago; the cartoon drawing they got done at Central Park, and the ‘love coupons’ Peter gave 
Tony for his birthday. 


It’s like Tony’s trying to completely erase Peter from his life... only ten days after drunk-claiming 
that Peter was the ‘love of his life’. The fact that Tony has rapport with both Pepper and Steve 
makes Peter feel even more worthless. 


Deciding to cut ties with Tony as well, Peter opens Instagram and unfollows both Tony and Harley. 
Seconds later, Peter realizes that this could lead to stupid speculation from the media, so he ends up 
deactivating his account altogether. It’s not like any of Peter’s followers cares about him 
anyways... 


Peter barely remembers the days that followed. Skipping both work and his last week of college, he 
stays at May's, doing nothing apart from watching TV, listening to music or sleeping. He prefers to 
sleep, though, because whenever he’s awake, he’s reminded of Tony; whether it’s because of a 
song he listens to, a show or movie on TV, or even because of the goddamn popcorn May makes 
him. 


Even though Peter swipes over certain articles or shuts off the TV whenever there’s news about 
Tony — which is more often than he prefers — he can’t escape some of the headlines. Therefore, he 
finds out that MIT started an investigation to find out how Harley’s student report found its way to 
The Daily Bugle; that certain brands distanced themselves from Harley; that the Stark Industries 
stock dropped to its lowest point since 2011; and last, but not least, that the general public senses 
‘trouble in Starker’s paradise’ because of Peter deactivating his Instagram account. 


On Sunday, Peter decides to move back into his apartment. If it were up to May, Peter would stay 
with her for the next couple of years weeks, but he wants to stand on his own feet again. In two 
months, he’II turn 20 years old, after all. 


“Don’t you want to keep the car, at least?” May asks when Peter says goodbye, pulling him into 
one last tight embrace. 


“Tt’s okay,” he mumbles, feeling a lump blocking his throat. “I prefer to take the subway. It’s a lot 
faster.” Which isn’t even a lie. However, Peter hasn’t used public transport once since his face 
appeared on the news, and if he could afford to pay for all the gas, parking fees, and tolls, then 
he’d gladly keep the car. 


So, Peter walks the fourteen blocks home, only stopping at a grocery store to buy some food. Back 
home, he spends two hours cleaning the whole apartment to get a little more comfortable. It’s a 
nice distraction, but it makes Peter so tired that he only manages to eat a quick snack before falling 
asleep. 


The next morning, Peter wakes up with a nauseating, clawing feeling in his stomach. Afraid he’ ll 
have to throw up if he eats anything, Peter only takes a shower before leaving for work. On the 
subway train, he makes sure to keep his sunglasses on and stick to a corner with his face turned 
away from the other passengers. 


At the tower, Peter knows he can’t hide anymore. Trying to fight off the wave of nausea rolling 
through him, Peter takes off his sunglasses and walks through the doors, keeping his head straight 
and his eyes focused on the elevators. Whispers and murmurs follow Peter on his way through the 
big entrance hall like a swarm of bees, and when he slips into one of the elevators, he can hear 
quiet gasps and even a chuckle or two. 


At this moment, Peter realizes that it wasn’t so bad being known for dating the boss after all. At 
least it was better than being known for calling said boss ‘ daddy’ and wanting to get used as a sex 
toy in bed... A shudder runs through Peter as he imagines what it will be like once everyone has 
found out that Tony and him are done with each other. 


This was a mistake... 


Eyes prickling with tears, Peter flees out of the cabin as soon as the elevator arrives on his floor. He 
heads straight for Quentin’s office, whose face falls the second Peter comes bursting through the 
door and gasps out, “I can’t do this.” 


“Why don’t you sit down,” Quentin sighs, pointing at the chair in front of his desk, “‘and then you 
can tell me what you mean.” 


Allowing the tears to fall freely, Peter slides into the chair. “I-I can’t work here anymore. I thought 
I could, but I was wrong. Everyone’s staring and laughing at me. They all know about the tape.” 


“Oh, Peter... ’'m so sorry.” Leaning forward, Quentin makes a motion as though he wanted to 
reach out and touch him, but he doesn’t. “Is there anything I can do to make this easier for you?” 


“You can accept my resignation,” Peter sniffs, trying to keep the desperation out of his voice. 


Smiling softly, Quentin shakes his head. “You promised you would give it a try, at least.” Did he? 
Peter opens his mouth to protest, but Quentin doesn’t let him. “Try to look at it like that... With 
every day that passes, less and less people will care about that video. It’s your first day back, so of 
course people are going to be staring at you. However, I seriously doubt anyone will care about it 
anymore next week. You just gotta pull through for a couple of days.” 


“T don’t feel strong enough for that,” Peter cries, wiping over his eyes and cheeks. ““N-Not without 
Tony by my side.” 


“But you have me by your side,” Quentin offers, eyes crinkling kindly. “I won’t allow anyone to 
bother you, Peter. And... this might sound harsh, but what other option do you have? I remember 
that you always struggled to pay your rent, so you need a job. I know you don’t want to hear this, 
but people will stare at you no matter where you work. The job market is really rough right now, so 
you'll probably end up working at another coffee shop or grocery store, where you don’t just have 
to deal with co-workers, but noisy and intrusive customers on top of that.” 


The color drained from Peter’s face. Quentin is right. “S-So... what should I do?” he whimpers, 
feeling a pit forming in his stomach. 


“You'll go to your workspace and flash anyone who’s giving you a bad look, a superior smile. 
Because you are superior to them. And if anyone bothers you, you come straight to me. Okay?” 


“O-Okay.” Trying to give Quentin a thankful smile, Peter gets up and goes to the office he works 
in with five other interns. He’s not sure what to make of Quentin being so unbelievably nice and 
supportive. After all, he’s Tony’s friend, not Peter’s... 


The four other interns working that day all turn their heads when Peter walks into the office. 
Struggling to tame the blush burning on his cheeks, Peter moves to his desk, trying not to think 
about the possibility that they all watched his sex tape. He’s barely sat down when Daisy and 
Mark, who Peter has always gotten along with pretty well, rush over to him. 


With a quiet, concerned voice, they ask him how he’s been holding up. Unable to bring himself to 
tell them about the break up, Peter smiles bravely and says, “‘m fine. Thanks.” 


Daisy doesn’t seem convinced. “If there’s anything we can do or if you just want to talk, we’re 
here for you.” 


Nodding appreciatively, Peter thanks them again and leans forward to turn on his computer. It’s 
scary to think about that the last person operating it was the asshole leaking his sex tape. 


Distracted by disconcerting thoughts, Peter’s been trytagte-werk working quietly for about an hour 
or so when there’s a knock on the door. A second later, three men in a red delivery outfit come in, 
each one carrying a large bouquet of red roses. Peter almost chokes on his spit when the man up 
front asks who Peter Parker is. 


Mouth dropping open, Peter quietly watches the men walk up and hold out the roses to him. When 
he doesn’t move, they pile up the bouquets on his desk. “I-I didn’t order these,” Peter stutters 
stupidly, to which the men chuckle. 


“But your girlfriend did,” one of them grins, whereas the other two men wink. 


Not bothering to correct them about his sexuality, Peter thanks the men as they leave. The second 
they’re gone, Daisy comes over, cooing, “Aww, these are so beautiful. I didn’t know Mr. Stark 
was such a romantic. You really hit the jackpot.” 


At this, Peter’s stomach twists nastily. Are they really from Tony? A second later, Peter rolls his 
eyes at himself. The guys said it was his ‘ girlfriend’, and who else would send him roses, if not 
Tony? But... does that mean Tony is sorry for what happened? 


Heart beating faster, Peter carefully moves the flowers to look for a card. There is one, and when 
he reads it, tears build up in his eyes. ‘100 perfect roses for the perfect boy ’ 


Even though it’s not an apology per se, Peter can feel hope growing inside of him. Thing is, it’s not 
that simple; Tony doubting him at first shows that they have serious trust issues, which is poison 


for a relationship... 


And yet, Peter can’t help getting jittery. Maybe they can work this out... With sweaty hands, Peter 
sends Tony a text; the idea of calling him straight away is far too frightening. ‘Thank you for the 
roses. Can we talk? After work, maybe?’ 


It doesn’t take two minutes before Peter’s phone vibrates. Seeing that it’s Tony makes Peter’s skin 
break out in shivers. What now? Panic-fuelled, Peter hurries out of the office and locks himself into 
the bathroom right across the hallway. 


Feeling like he’s about to throw up, Peter slides his shaking thumb over the screen to answer the 
call. His heart is beating so loudly that he’s afraid that Tony will hear it through the speaker. 


“H-Hey, um, th-thanks for—’ he begins, but Tony cuts him off immediately. 
“What roses are you talking about?” 


Heat flashes up the nape of Peter’s neck. “Uh... The ones that just got delivered to me... The card— 
I, um... D-Did you not give them to me?” he stammers, features drawing into a scrunch of 
uncertainty. 


Tony’s voice is little less than a growl when he says, “You know, if you already have someone 
new after a fucking week, good for you, but there’s no need to rub it in my face.” 


It takes Peter a few seconds to realize that Tony ended the call. Unmoving, he stares ahead blankly, 
the quiet phone still pressed to his ear. 


What in the world... ? 


Chapter End Notes 


Alright, this was a lot more boring than I had anticipated myself, but I felt like Peter 
needed a break (does this count as a break?). Hope you still enjoyed it. As to the 
question from last time, Harley AND Peter were both telling the truth © Also, I 
wanted to emphasize again that I completely understand if you’re upset with Tony. 
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Chapter Summary 


Tony and Peter try to move on. 


Chapter Notes 
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With a frustrated growl, Tony flings his phone across the room, only to cringe when it hits the wall 
and dashes to pieces. This was really unnecessary. However, the idea that Peter might already have 
someone new, while Tony is still hung up on him, hurts too fucking badly. And even if Peter made 
that rose story up to make Tony jealous, it would be a somewhat shitty move considering it was 
Peter himself who had ended the relationship. 


Swallowing the lump building in his throat, Tony walks over to the wall to pick up the pieces of his 
phone. Just when he kneels down, there’s a knock on his door. “Come in,” he groans. 


It’s not Nat, like Tony assumed, but Quentin. 


“Hey, I finally got some real—- Tony?” Frowning, Quentin searches the room, eyes widening a little 
when they focus on Tony kneeling on the floor. “What are you doing down there? Is that... your 
phone?” 


“Yeah. Dropped it,” Tony says tersely. 
Quentin stares at him in disbelief. “You dropped it?” 


Nostrils flaring, Tony climbs back on his feet. “What do you want?” he asks a little more 
aggressively than he intended. 


“Tt’s about your StarkPad.” Quentin holds up a file. “I might’ ve found something interesting, but... 
Are you okay, Tony? You look a bit... shaken.” Tony is about to shrug him off when Quentin 
reaches out and puts his left hand on Tony’s shoulder, staring at him intently. “Are you still upset 
about Peter? You know you can talk to me about anything, right?” 


Tony lets out a deep sigh. Sometimes he really regrets telling Quentin about the break up, because 
ever since he did, Quentin has been acting overly concerned. Though it’s better than the unsettling 
looks Nat likes to throw at him... 


Not wanting to go into detail, Tony simply says, “I’m okay. It’s just... Lately, ve been thinking 
that maybe there’s a way we can talk this out and make up or something, but as it turns out, Peter 


has already moved on with someone new, so I’m a little— Ouch.” Face scrunching up in pain, Tony 
frees his shoulder from Quentin’s tightening grip. “Jeez, man, what the fuck?” 


“Sorry, I...” Blinking wildly, Quentin clears his throat and straightens his back. “TI just... What do 
you mean that Peter has moved on with someone new? Are you sure?” 


Tony snorts and rubs his aching shoulder. “Wasn’t there something you wanted to tell me about 
my StarkPad?” He gestures at the file in Quentin’s right hand. 


For a few seconds, Quentin stares at Tony, then at the file. Then, he looks back at Tony again, eyes 
darkening. “Actually, there is.”” He crosses his arms in front of his chest, moving the file out of 
Tony’s sight. “I didn’t find any evidence of manipulation to either software or hardware. Very deep 
down in the root system are a few files logging everything, and they clearly show that the camera 
was turned on in the evening of that fateful day and turned off again in the night. It was only active 
in those few hours.” 


Tony draws the air in sharply. “Are you sure? I must’ ve missed that... Can you show me?” 


Quentin shifts his feet. “I would, but I completely crashed the system when I ran another test. Even 
the root files got destroyed, but I know what I saw. If this was a hacker, then it’d be a real 
coincidence that they caught you two at just the right time. I mean, it could be, but...” 


Quentin doesn’t finish his sentence, but Tony doesn’t need him to. It’s obvious what the man 
implies. “It wasn’t Peter,” Tony says desperately, not knowing whether he’s trying to convince 
Quentin or himself. 


“Tony... look,” Quentin pauses to sigh. “I’m not telling you what to believe, but didn’t something 
like this happen to you before? With the girl who uploaded your sex tape on PornHub?” 


“That was different,” Tony croaks. “Abby and I only hooked up a bunch of times. It was stupid of 
me to trust her, yes, but I never loved her. If you’d asked me two weeks ago if I wanted to grow old 
with Peter, I would’ ve said yes without even thinking.” 


“Did he love you just as much, though?” Quentin asks after a while, eyes narrowing slightly. “If 
Peter already has someone new, then he got over you pretty quickly, don’t you think? And, excuse 
me for saying this, if you love someone, then you usually don’t leak student reports from your 
partner’s child.” When Tony shudders, Quentin puts his right hand back on Tony’s shoulder. “I 
know what it feels like to love and trust someone so much that you would do anything for them. 
But you need to accept that you could be wrong, Tony. And... if you ask me, you need to try and 
move on. Just like Peter apparently did.” 


Tony’s tempted to say that he didn’t ask Quentin for his opinion, but in a way, Quentin is right... 
Tony needs to move on from this. He already tried by giving Peter everything that reminded Tony 
of him and their relationship, but he still loves him so much that it fucking hurts. 


Quentin’s voice snaps Tony out of his thoughts. “Have you ever considered dismissing Peter?” 
Tony smiles weakly. “Peter needs this job. He is barely managing to get by even with it.” 


“And this is your problem because...? Peter ruined Harley’s chance of getting a proper education, 
and he might have lied to you about the sex tape, Tony. At least regarding the fact that he recorded 
it. Can we, as a firm, even trust him still?” 


Sighing, Tony goes back to his desk. He ponders about it for a long time, but then, he realizes that 
Quentin has a point. Feeling dead inside, he focuses his teary eyes on Quentin. 


“You're right. Please tell Peter that he’s dismissed. If he starts crying or something, tell me and I'll 
come down to talk to him myself.” Nodding, Quentin turns to leave, but Tony calls him back. “Can 
you write Peter's recommendation? If I wrote it myself, people might think I'd just been praising 
because he is — because he was — my boyfriend.“ 


“Sure. Quentin flashes Tony a reassuring smile. 


“Thank you. Please be professional and point out all his strengths and talents. I don’t want to ruin 
his chances of finding a job as good as this.” 


“Got you." Quentin's eyes flicker to the broken pieces of Tony's phone. “Are you gonna get a new 
one?“ When Tony nods, Quentin shuffles his feet. "I could try to fix it.“ 


“There's no need for it. All my important files are saved on a cloud, and the battery has been weak 
anyways.“ Forcing his lips into a smile, Tony says, "But thanks for offering.“ 


Quentin's jaw tightens. “No problem.“ 
Peter is still in the bathroom when his phone rings. It’s Quentin, who tonelessly tells him to come 
to his office immediately. Having a feeling that this won’t be good, Peter quickly blows his nose 


and rubs over his puffy eyes one last time before leaving the bathroom. The second he steps into 
Quentin’s room, Peter realizes that something is indeed very wrong. 


“Take a seat.” Quentin’s eyes are cold and his lips are pulled into a grim line. Trembling, Peter 
complies, waiting for Quentin to continue. The man slides a single piece of paper across the desk. 
“You’re dismissed without notice. Go back to your office and pack your things. Tony wants you to 
leave immediately.” 


However, Peter is too shocked to move. Tony actually fired him. He... fired him... 


Before Peter knows it, he dissolves into fresh tears. “B-But... It was just a misunderstanding,” he 
cries, not caring about what Quentin will think of him. “I really thought the roses w-were from 
him.” 


From afar, he can hear Quentin ask, “Wait, what does— What are you talking about?” 


Putting his legs on the chair, Peter hugs his knees as he blinks at Quentin through his veil of tears. 
“Someone sent me roses, and I thought... I thought they were from Tony, s-so I texted him about 
it, but he—“‘ 


“Why did you think they were from Tony ? I mean, I thought you guys were broken up?“ 


“Yeah, but... I thought he might have realized that he was wrong and wanted to apologize. But he 
didn't. He got really angry because he thought I called to rub it in that I have already moved on.” 


“So... you haven’t?” 
“Of c-course not.” Peter weeps so bitterly he hiccups. “I... I still love him.” 


Suddenly, Quentin looks as upset as he looks angry. A few muscles in his face twitch and he licks 
over his lips. “I see. Well... it’s unfortunate that you two had a misunderstanding, but this isn’t the 
real reason why he dismissed you.” 


Peter’s heart stops for a moment. “Then... why did he?” 


“Because Tony is convinced you leaked the sex tape after all.” 


Horrified, Peter listens to Quentin telling him about the camera being active only that evening. 
From Tony’s point of view, this suggests that it was indeed either Peter or Harley who activated 
the camera, right? And if there’s no trace of outside access, then Tony has to assume it was 
activated and deactivated by hand. Which only really leaves Peter as a suspect... 


“T tried to reason with him, but Tony doesn’t seem to believe in coincidences anymore,” Quentin 
adds. “Or maybe he just wanted an excuse to fire you, I don’t know.” 


“This isn’t fair. I... I didn’t do this,” Peter whimpers, hugging his knees even tighter. “Who is 
gonna hire me after getting fired from Stark Industries? Should I... Should I try to talk to Tony and 
clear things up?” 


Quentin shakes his head. “No, Peter. He doesn’t love you anymore, so he probably won’t give a 
shit.” Peter winces, but Quentin doesn’t seem to notice. “All you can do is bend the truth and say 
that you quit because you and Tony had broken up. Everyone will understand. And I'll write you a 
good recommendation. I’m not sure Tony would appreciate it, but we don't have to tell him, right?” 
Quentin winks. 


“Th-Thanks for offering, but I don't want you to get into trouble,” Peter says quickly, but Quentin 
just flashes him a soft smile. 


“It's okay. My heart is breaking for you, Peter. You deserve so much better... I hope your next 
boyfriend won't let you down like Tony did.” 


Peter can't prevent the quiet snort escaping his mouth. “Nobody has ever shown any serious 
interest in me before Tony, so I doubt anyone will now.” 


“Didn't you just tell me that someone sent you roses?" Quentin leans forwards, lips curled into a 
mischievous smile. “Seems to me you have a secret admirer.” 


Peter can feel his cheeks growing warm. “T highly doubt that. It was probably someone who 
wanted to mess with me, again. I mean... Why would anyone be interested in me, especially after 
all that crap the Bugle posted?” 


Chuckling softly, Quentin shakes his head. “Because you are an extremely talented, smart, and 
good-looking young man. Your future husband is one lucky guy.” 


Future... husband? Peter doesn't know whether he should be amused or creeped out. Even though 
he's grateful for Quentin’s efforts of cheering him up, it's way too over the top to be believable. Net 


"Um... th-thanks," Peter stutters, not wanting to be rude. “But I... I need to try and heal from this 
before I even think about dating anyone again.” 


“Understandable,” Quentin says, eyes crinkling kindly. “Trust me, though, there’s someone out 
there who’s just right for you. Just keep your eyes open and allow people to approach you. You 
deserve it.” 


Feeling even more awkward than before, Peter climbs to his feet. “Thanks. Um. I guess Pll... go, 
then.” 


Smile faltering slightly, Quentin gets up as well. “Yeah. Sure. [’Il contact you once I’ve finished 
the recommendation.” Muttering yet another thanks, Peter turns to go, but Quentin holds him back. 


“Call me if there’s anything you need — anything — okay? Whether it’s an open ear or getting help 
at finding a new job... I want to be here for you, Peter.” 


As Quentin's piercing blue eyes bore into Peter’s soul, the boy can feel heat flashing up to the nape 
of his neck. “O-Okay... Thank you, Quentin. That’s really nice of you.” 


With a wink, Quentin waves his hand nonchalantly. “Don’t mention it.” 


Harley’s first day back at work has been a challenge so far. The senior team members dumped so 
much work on his desk last week that it takes him almost two hours just to read through 
everything. On top of that, he’s vastly irritated by his co-workers whispering to each other behind 
his back, no doubt judging him for what the Bugle wrote. Knowing that he'd put Peter through 
something similar more than once makes Harley feel even shittier than he already did, but his guilt 
vanishes into thin air when he remembers that ESU revoked his admission after the article had 
dropped. Peter doesn't deserve his guilt. Not anymore. 


It’s shortly after 11:00 a.m. when Harley decides to take a break and grab himself a cup of coffee 
and a snack from the office kitchen. On the way over, he walks by Peter’s office, and, naturally, the 
boy exits his office just when Harley is about to pass by. 


They both freeze when they stare at each other. Peter has no doubt been crying recently; his eyes 
are puffy and red-rimmed — a high contrast to his ash-gray skin — having lost their sparkle, making 
them look dull and lifeless. Since it makes Harley feel odd+yeeneerned, he focuses his attention 
on the box Peter’s carrying. It contains the cactus Peter had on his desk as well as a framed 
photograph, an antitranspirant, and an open bag of M&Ms, among other things. 


“Did you quit?” Harley asks before he can help himself. This comes as a surprise, considering 
Peter told him he’s been dreaming of working here ever since his field trip to the firm. 


“Why don’t you ask your father,” Peter chokes out, sounding tearful. Averting his gaze, the boy 
moves past Harley and walks straight towards the elevator. Confused, Harley stares after him. Did 
Tony fire him after all? It would explain why Peter looks so upset and devastated... 


Shrugging his shoulders, Harley walks back to his workspace. Peter getting fired shouldn’t concern 
him in the slightest. Righ#2 


However, when Harley confronts Tony about it on their way home from work, it turns out that 
Tony’s reason for dismissing Peter isn't what Harley assumed it would be. 


“It seems like it was Peter who recorded the sex tape after all.” 
Harley’s stomach clenches. “What, um, makes you think that?” 


“Quentin confirmed that there’s no trace of the StarkPad getting hacked. He also found out that the 
camera was only active that evening. It must’ ve been a real coincidence that some hacker would’ ve 
caught us at just the right moment.” 


“But...” Harley bites down on his lip to shut himself up. This isn’t right. If Peter got fired for 
ruining Harley’s life, fine, but getting fired for something he never did is just wrong. Also, didn’t 
Quentin tell Harley that he’d try to make up a convincing story about the tablet getting hacked 
from some Russian guy? Why did he lie about the camera being— 


“But?” Tony inquires. 


“N-Nothing. I, uh, just still don’t think it was Peter. Coincidences like these do happen... Unless 
the camera was turned on like a minute after you had sex and deactivated again a minute later, I 
wouldn’t rule out the possibility it was a hacker. Just because there’s no trace of an attack doesn’t 
mean there wasn’t one. Trust me, I know a thing or two about hacking myself.” 


“Why are you defending Peter all of a sudden?” Tony asks, brows pinched together in confusion. 
“T thought you wanted me to fire him? At least that’s what you demanded of me last week.” 


“T wanted you to fire him for leaking my report, not for something he most certainly didn't do. And 
if I recall correctly, you claimed that you wouldn’t fire Peter because leaking my report didn’t have 
anything to do with his job performance.” 


“Well... yes, but this is— Hm.” Tony is silent for a while. Then, he sighs. “Well... It’s already 
done. And I asked Quentin to write Peter a good recommendation, so he’ ll find another great job 
soon enough. It’s probably for the best if we cut all ties and both focus on moving on.” 


Harley wonders why Tony puts an emphasis on ‘both’, but he doesn’t question it. Moving on really 
does sound good for all of them... 


“How can you only have a little over a hundred dollars left?” MJ asks, taking a sip of her coffee. 
It’s Tuesday evening and they’re gathered in MJ’s shared apartment, where Peter finally found the 
courage to tell MJ and Ned that Tony had fired him yesterday. 


“MJ,” Ned hisses warningly, which causes her to hold up her arms in defense. 
“T’m not judging. Just wondering. Peter lived with a billionaire for a couple of months.” 


Blushing, Peter tightens his grip on his own cup. “I was still paying rent because I was only 
supposed to live in the penthouse temporarily, remember’? I also paid for our meals sometimes. Not 
to mention the ridiculous amount of money I wasted buying stupid presents for Tony’s and 
Harley’s birthdays.” 


His two friends exchange an awkward look. “Well... if you want to give up your apartment, you 
can crash at my place. My parents won’t mind,” Ned offers, which has MJ nodding vigorously. 


“Yeah. Or I can ask Sabrina if you can sleep in her bed until she comes back from her vacation next 
month.” 


Peter can feel tears welling up in his eyes. “Thank you so much, guys, but... I don’t want to give up 
my apartment. As shitty as it is, it’s better than other apartments in that price-range. And... May 
already offered to help me financially until ’ ve found another job.” 


Peter doesn’t need to tell his friends that May barely manages to get by herself. The meds that she 
needs to take after her cancer treatment are extremely expensive. However, when MJ suggests that 
Peter should reactivate his Instagram account and milk his 'fame' for all it’s worth by doing 
promotions or some Twitch livestreams where people can sub and donate to him, he shakes his 
head. 


“Tf I do that, then everyone will think they were right about me being a clout chaser.” Especially 
Tony and Harley... 


“So what?” MJ huffs. “Let them think whatever the fuck they want.” 


“T don’t want to be in the spotlight, Michelle.” Peter looks at her despondently. “I want to go back 


to being a nobody, and I can’t do that if I start to promote myself.” 
“You’ve never been a nobody,” Ned says softly. “Not to us.” 


Moved, Peter leans over to hug his friends before telling them about the roses and Tony’s reaction 
to it. MJ doesn’t care too much about Tony, though. 


“Ok, that’s hella creepy,” she says, brows raised and eyes widened. “If you have no idea who they 
could possibly be from, then you might not even have spoken to them before. So... why would they 
call you ‘the perfect boy'? ” 


Ned doesn’t seem to agree with her. “That guy probably works in Peter’s department or he 
wouldn’t even have known that Peter would be here to accept the roses.” He glances at Peter. 
“Maybe one of the other interns has had a crush on you for a while?” 


“T highly doubt it,” Peter mumbles. “The only male interns I sometimes talked to are both in 
heterosexual relationships and have never shown a lot of interest in my personal life.“ 


“Who says it was a male? You said the delivery guys mentioned a girl friend,“ MJ points out. 


Peter shrugs his shoulders. “I don't think the delivery guys would even know who'd placed the 
order. They probably just assumed I was hetero. Anyways, someone most likely just tried to mess 
with me again.” Peter isn’t sure whether he wants to soothe his friends or himself. “Maybe they 
didn’t know Tony and I broke up and tried to make it look like I had an affair or some shit.” 


“Like that wouldn’t be creepy as fuck by itself,” MJ snorts. Then, she winces and draws the air in 
sharply. “Guys, what if... No. But... maybe?” 


“Are you going to tell us today or sometime next year?” Ned sneers, but Michelle ignores him. 


“What if there really is someone who’s had a crush on you for a while?” MJ stares at Peter 
intently. “Or... more than a crush. Like... what if someone, uh, is madly in love with you?” 


When Peter just gapes at her, she sighs and explains, “What if we’ ve been after the wrong person 
all this time? What if it wasn’t Harley who did all this to you, but some crazy-ass bastard who's 
obsessed with you? He — let's just assume it's a he — would’ve surely been jealous of Tony, so he 
tried to get rid of him by getting him arrested for rape. Or maybe he decided to ‘save’ you when he 
saw that Tony was being ‘rough’ with you in the sex tape? And when that didn’t work out, he 
leaked the video to the Bugle and tried to make Tony look like some domestic abuser.” 


This is too terrifying to even think about, so Peter desperately tries to argue against it. “But Tony 
said it was sent to the Bugle first. And whoever sent it to them used a different email address 
than—” 


“So what?” MJ interrupts. “If ’'m right, this guy managed to hack a StarkPad without leaving a 
trace and tried to frame you by uploading it from your secured computer. This guy isn’t an amateur, 
and he most certainly isn’t stupid either. It makes a lot more sense than Harley being behind it, to 
be honest. Like... why would he record his dad having sex?” 


Whereas Ned looks utterly impressed by Michelle’s assumptions, Peter’s stomach twists nastily. 
Please don’t be true... “This still doesn’t explain how he could’ ve leaked Harley’s school report, 
though. Only Tony and I had it on my phone.” 


“If he managed to hack a StarkPad, he could also hack a StarkPhone. You need to talk to Tony 
about this, Peter.” 


“What for? He wouldn’t believe me anyways,” Peter mutters. “And I wouldn’t even blame him 
because J don’t really know what to believe either. You could be right, but to me, it still seems 
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more likely that it was Harley than some mysterious, uh, ‘stalker’. 


However, when Peter comes home later in the evening, he can’t ignore the eerie feeling clawing at 
his stomach. Even though he’s probably just getting paranoid, Peter locks his door twice and 
covers his phone’s camera lenses with a piece of tape. 


Just in case... 


Unfortunately, it turns out that MJ could be right indeed. After a quiet Wednesday of applying for 
jobs, Peter’s woken up by a knock on his door on Thursday morning. Assuming it’s a neighbor, 
Peter drags his ass to the door and glances through the peephole to see who it is. There’s nobody 
there, so Peter eventually opens the door a tiny crack. 


He gasps when he sees a beautiful vase standing in front of his door, holding yet another rose 
bouquet. They know where I live... Shaking, Peter opens the door wider and kneels down to pick it 
up. Just like last time, there’s a card. 


‘There are plenty of other fish in the sea...‘ 


Gulping, Peter quickly closes the door and calls MJ and Ned. They’re still in bed, but when Peter 
tells them that he received another bouquet, they suddenly seem wide awake. 


“Holy shit... If he sent the flowers to your home, then he probably knows you don’t work at Stark 
Industries anymore. And that creepy line... I think he knows that you and Tony broke up, so it 
must be someone who was working with you, right? Whom did you tell the truth to?” 


“Um... o-only the other interns, but I’m pretty sure they gossiped about it. So... the whole R&D 
department probably knows.” 


Whereas MJ groans, Ned tosses in, “I don’t get it. If this is a stalker, and if he really is to blame for 
leaking the sex tape and Harley’s report, then why would he alert Peter by sending flowers to his 
home address? He only risks making himself a suspect.” 


“Stalkers don’t think rationally when it comes to approaching their, um, targets,” MJ explains. 
“They are convinced that their victims want to receive gifts and love declarations. Eventually, they 
want their victims to be aware of them and the fact that they’re being watched and ‘loved’.” 


Peter’s stomach churns. “I... I’m going to the police. This is creeping me out.” 


“Bring them the vase and the flowers,” MJ suggests. “And Pll call the delivery firm and try to find 
out who placed the order. Did you know what firm it was?” 


“Um... No. The guys on Monday wore red overalls, and... I didn’t see anyone today. The flowers 
were just sitting in front of my door and... s-someone knocked...” Peter blanches when he realizes 
that the stalker might have been outside his door. 


His friends seem to come to the same conclusion because Ned tells him to wait and lock the door 
until he gets there. “Pll accompany you to the police.” 


Unfortunately, the visit to the police station turns out to be completely pointless. The balding 
officer Peter talks to isn’t very interested in Peter’s story because there’s ‘no proof’ of any sort of 


‘actual’ stalking, let alone an actual threat. 
“You are a person of public interest,” the man explains in a bored voice. “Could’ ve been a fan.” 


“T don’t have fans,” Peter says through clenched teeth. “I just appeared on the news because I 
dated someone famous.” 


The officer sighs. “Look, kid... As long as nobody’s threatening, ambushing or contacting you 
directly, there’s nothing we can do. As of now, this person could be a fan, a colleague or a 
neighbor trying to flirt with you.” 


“But... what if this is the person who leaked the... the s-sex tape of my b— of Tony Stark and me? 
There’s an open investigation about it at the Midtown Precinct South.” 


“ll inform them,” the man says with a false smile, tapping at his notebook where he wrote down 
a total of ten words. “If they think this is important, Il let you know.” 


So, Peter leaves the station after merely half an hour, feeling stupid. When he tells Ned, who was 
waiting outside, what happened, the boy asks if the officer wasn’t concerned that the person knows 
where Peter lives. 


“No, because I was stupid enough to tell him about the paparazzi waiting for me that one time and 
about those prank food deliveries. He said that my address could’ ve leaked ages ago. I gave them 
the vase and the flowers, but I doubt they’ll actually check it for evidence.” 


“Maybe you should reconsider telling Tony about it,” Ned says cautiously. “I’m sure he wants to 
know, Peter.” 


“There’s no point because he doesn’t give a shit about me anymore,” Peter mumbles, kicking away 
a cigarette stub. “And before you ask, I don’t want May to know either. She’s dealing with enough 

already. I don’t need her to also worry about some stalker that might not even be stalking me. If the 
police aren't concerned, maybe we shouldn’t be either.” 


But Ned is concerned. “I want you to sleep at my place tonight. My mom told me to invite you 
anyways, and we could stay up all night playing games and eating chips, just like the old days.” 


Lips curling upwards, Peter agrees. The two friends have a fun, relaxing evening and night, and 
when they wake up the following day, Ned insists on accompanying Peter home and making sure 
nobody is waiting outside or inside of Peter’s tiny apartment. Before Ned goes, he places a ball pen 
on a tiny shelf standing right next to the entrance door. It contains a hidden spy cam that Ned 
bought for his dorm room last year. 


“You'll get an email if anyone triggers it,” Ned explains, swiping over the screen of Peter’s phone 
to install the corresponding app. “Once it’s activated, it will record everything until there are no 
further movements for more than ten seconds. You can access the video via a cloud. If anyone 
breaks into your apartment, we’ ll know.” 


Almost immediately, it makes Peter feel a tad bit safer. 


In the late afternoon, Quentin calls Peter about the recommendation. “I don’t think I’ve ever 
praised anyone as much as you,” Quentin chuckles. “I would be surprised if this didn’t help you 
find a new job.” 


“Thank you, Quentin,” Peter smiles. “I must have applied to about three dozen jobs this week, but 
so far, the only firms I’ve heard back from have rejected me.” 


“Tm sure it will all work out.” Quentin pauses for a second before he asks, “Want to meet up so I 
can give it to you in person? I happen to be in Queens because I've had an appointment all day, and 
I’m starving. We could grab dinner somewhere.” 


Peter shifts a little. “I’m having dinner with my aunt today.” 


“What about tomorrow? You still owe me for ditching me that one time.” Quentin laughs, but 
Peter doesn’t feel like joining in. 


“Don’t you think this would be a bad idea?” Peter asks before he can stop himself. 
Quentin stops laughing instantly. “Why would it be a bad idea?” 


“Because you’re one of Tony’s best friends,” Peter says quietly. “I really appreciate what you did 
for me, but I want to try and leave all of this behind me. Which... includes being friends with 
Tony’s friends. That’s why I also didn’t respond to Nat’s messages. I feel like if you and I hang 
out, then... I won’t be able to forget about Tony soon.” 


Quentin is quiet for a while. Eventually, he says, “I understand,” but it doesn’t really sound like it. 
His voice is almost clinical, showing his disappointment. “I'll send the original to you by mail, 
then. Just text me your address, please. Have a nice evening.” 


Feeling guilty, yet relieved that he managed to be honest, Peter mumbles a “Thanks, you too,” and 
ends the call. Hoping that the man won’t be too upset, Peter sends him his address and gets ready 
to head over to May’s. 


Since Peter still doesn’t feel comfortable being outside for too long, due to people still staring at 


him fand beeause-ofthe-potentiat statker}, he stays home over the weekend. MJ and Ned hang out 


with him on both days, making sure Peter doesn’t worry about his future too much. 


Quentin’s recommendation arrives on Monday. It’s written so perfectly that Peter actually gains 
hope that it will help him find a new job soon. Attached to it is a small note, bearing Quentin’s 
handwriting. ‘J still meant what I said. If you ever need my help, give me a call.’ 


Lips curling into a faint smile, Peter sends Quentin a heartfelt “Thank you’-text. The man replies 
quickly. ‘Don’t mention it. Good luck with the job hunt and let me know if you need me to pull my 
strings.' 


Softly shaking his head, Peter sends him yet another ‘Thank you, I really appreciate it :)’ before 
tucking his phone away. Quentin is way too nice for this world. 


Over the course of the next couple of days, Peter does manage to get a few invitations for job 
interviews. The first one, a part-time intern job at a big computer company, is arranged for 
Thursday at 9:30 a.m., and since Peter hasn’t had any more creepy flower deliveries, he goes to bed 
on Wednesday feeling nervous, yet mostly confident. 


Getting up early to make sure he won’t be late for his interview, Peter peruses a few more blogs 
providing tips for job interviews. Tony hired him after thett-night-an informal talk about Peter’s 
classes and interests, so Peter has never had a proper job interview before; the 1-minute-long 
interview at the coffee shop doesn’t really count. 


Half an hour later, Peter is riding a train into Manhattan. At first, he doesn’t question why even 
more people than usual are darting a look at him, but then, a bulky, aging man seems to bump into 


Peter on purpose as he moves to exit the train at Lexington Avenue. Before Peter knows what’s 
happening, the guy snarls, “Fucking disgrace,” at him before... spitting in his face. 


Shocked to the core, Peter doesn’t move until the train sets back in motion, pressing him against 
the pole he’s been leaning on. Completely unaware that the whole car is now staring at him, Peter 
stares ahead blankly as he slowly moves his hand to his nose and cheek, which are slick with the 


guy’s spit. 
This didn’t happen... did it? 


Only once the train arrives at the next station does Peter snap out of it. With a choked up sob, he 
squeezes past a few sniggering passengers and stumbles onto the platform. 


Some random guy spit in his face. 


Feeling sick to his stomach, Peter searches his pocket for a tissue. He starts to cry when he realizes 
that he has none, and since he doesn’t want to run around looking for the bathrooms with 
someone’s spit on his face, Peter wipes his face clean with the sleeve of the expensive jacket Tony 
bought him all those months ago. 


Knowing that he can’t possibly go to the job interview like this, Peter takes out his phone to call 
the firm and ask if they can postpone the appointment. His heart skips a beat when he sees that MJ 
and Ned texted him in their group chat, asking if he’s okay and saying that they’re ‘going to kill 
Jameson’. 


Jameson... Is there a new article? With shaking fingers, Peter opens The Bugle’s website, 
whimpering when he sees the flashy, nauseating headline. 


Oh god... 


Please, no! 


Chapter End Notes 


Don’t yell at me for stopping here, the chapter was long enough © Feel free to try and 
guess the headline, I think that could be pretty entertaining 6 Or hmu with theories on 
what bullshit JJJ published this time. IDK why I always waste time and space with 
those DailyBugle articles, but I somehow enjoy writing them? 


Twenty-Six 


Chapter Summary 


Peter receives a generous offer; Tony suffers from the mistakes he made; Harley faces 
a tough decision. 


Chapter Notes 


As always, thank you to my lovely beta Gypsywoman13 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Exclusive: Peter Parker’s nasty betrayal! 


Whenever we think that the messy relationship between Tony Stark (46), his boytoy 
Peter Parker (19), and his fallen son Harley Keener (21) couldn't get any more toxic, 
shocking new revelations come to the surface: Last week, Parker was dismissed from 
his intern job at Stark Industries by none other than Stark himself. According to an 
insider, Parker showed his true colors when he was exposed to have sold insider 
information about a new StarkPhone to a rival company. We assume he was taking 
advantage of his intern job to bring great damage to Stark Industries and Stark himself, 
who had recently broken up with Parker and kicked him out of his luxury 6-bedroom- 
penthouse in Midtown Manhattan, dooming the orphaned teenager to move back into 
his rundown apartment in Queens. 


For now, we can only wonder what Stark’s reasons for breaking up with his young 
lover were, but in light of Parker’s nasty betrayal and petty act of revenge, we 
wouldn’t be surprised if it was Parker who teaked Harley Keener’s student report to 
bring even more shame upon Stark and his family ( just like he did with the infamous 
Starker sextape). We have yet to receive a statement from either party involved, but 
we'll keep you posted! 


Horrified, Peter lowers his phone. Every time the Bugle writes stuff about him, they somehow 
manage to make it worse... Who is feeding Jameson all of these lies and, more importantly, the 
bits of truth? 


Only vaguely aware of the people bustling around him, Peter calls his friends. 


“You have to talk to Tony,” Ned says, quick like a shot. “He needs to make a statement and tell 
everyone that this isn’t true.” 


“And he needs to know about the stalker. I don’t doubt that this was that freak again,” MJ adds. 


“But why?” Peter whispers, walking to the very end of the platform to be out of earshot. “Why 
would someone who ‘liked’ me try to ruin my life?” 


MJ sighs. “I don’t know, Peter. Maybe he knows you went to the police and got mad or maybe he 
wants to— Wait. Is this real?” 


“What?” Peter’s heart leaps into his throat. 


“A couple of sites just posted a statement from Stark Industries... Wait, [Il read it out loud. ‘The 
current rumors spread by The Daily Bugle are lies. Peter Parker’s employment, as well as our 
relationship, were ended by mutual agreement; it had nothing to do with him allegedly stealing 
insider information from Stark Industries. While I ask you to please respect our privacy, I can 
assure you that I bear no grudge against Peter. I wish him all the best.’ Signed, ‘Tony Stark.’” 


Peter lets out a sigh of relief. Despite all the shit that happened between them, Tony didn’t hesitate 
to clarify that Peter didn’t steal anything from Stark Industries. Maybe this means that Tony 
doesn’t completely distrust or hate him... 


As if MJ could read Peter’s mind through the speaker, she says, “I hope you don’t get your hopes 
up that he changed, Peter. Tony probably just said that to protect his and the firm’s ass. I mean, 
why the fuck did he claim your employment and relationship was ended by ‘mutual agreement’ ?” 


“Because some of his toxic stans would go after me if they knew the truth,” Peter mumbles, 
remembering a conversation he had with Tony about one of his exes once. “No matter what they 
knew about my reasons, they’d always feel bad for him and blame me for the break up. I... I think 
Tony meant to protect me, in a way. That’s why he said he wished me all the best and why he 
didn’t admit that he fired me.” 


Whereas Ned agrees with Peter, MJ snorts. “Unless Tony goes down on his knees, admits that he 
was wrong, and begs you to forgive him, I say he’s full of shit. And even if he did all of that I 
wouldn’t trust him anymore. Like father, like son, Peter. Never forget that.” 


After ending the call, Peter sees that he has an email from the firm he was supposed to have an 
interview with. They canceled the appointment without reason, and even though it means that Peter 
will be spared the embarrassment of calling them himself, he can’t help but be worried about it. 
Was it because of the article? 


Keeping his head low and turned away from other travelers as much as possible, Peter returns 
home. To his horror, there’s yet another vase and a rose bouquet sitting in front of his door. With 
shaking fingers, he picks out the card and braces himself for the worst. A shiver runs down his 
spine as he reads the words... words, which once made Peter blush and giggle, but suddenly feel 
like a threat. 


‘No matter what, I will always love you.’ 


Harley's stomach twists oddly when he reads the latest Daily Bugle article. This is getting out of 
hand... Even though Harley has done a lot of despicable shit himself, he would’ ve never lied about 
Peter committing a crime. Who did this to Peter, and... why? 


With a sigh, Harley puts his phone away and glances at his father. Tony’s watching Morgan draw a 
picture, but his blank eyes tell Harley that he isn’t really watching. Tony really hasn’t been the 
same since the break-up... He’s become bitter and withdrawn, and because he can’t seem to stand 
being at home anymore, he started working 18-20 hour days again. Harley assumed that it would 
get better as time went by, but it didn’t. It doesn’t. Last Friday, Tony took Harley and Morgan to 
the Hamptons home, and even though they’ ve been here for almost a week now, the man prefers to 
spend his nights in his workroom instead of sleeping. 


Not wanting to talk about Peter in front of Morgan, Harley waits until she’s in bed before 
approaching his father. The young girl cried a Jot when Tony told her that Peter wouldn’t come to 
visit them anymore, and Tony wants her to know as little as possible. 


Harley finds Tony in his workroom, like always. With a few workbenches and a small laboratory, 
it’s five times as big as the one in the penthouse 


“Hey, dad... Can we talk for a sec?” Harley asks. His mouth feels dry. 
Without looking at him, Tony grabs a screwdriver. “Sure. What is it?” 


“T just... That article from today... It got me thinking...” Harley swallows thickly when Tony 
flashes him a wary look. “It, um... I mean, there’s no way Peter would've made up those lies about 
himself, so... I think whoever is behind this wasn’t just trying to hurt the firm, but also, um, him. I 
think it was someone who knows Peter personally.” 


“You don’t say,” Tony snorts. “Harley, ever since the sex tape leaked, we knew it was one of 
Peter’s co-workers who leaked all that stuff about us to the Bugle. But I never found enough 
evidence to blame someone. There’s just way too many potential suspects. And Jameson protects 
his sources like a parent protecting their child. Freedom of the press and all that bullcrap.” 


For the umpteenth time, Harley considers telling his father the truth, not just to ease his conscience, 
but to explain why things are, in fact, very different and much more alarming than they were 
before. After all, before the drama regarding Harley’s student report, the only ones who were to 
blame for all the articles were Harley and Quentin. Whereas now, it’s gotta be someone else... 
Someone, who might have it out for Peter in particular, and who doesn’t care if the firm takes 
damage too... 


However, even though Harley would be ready to face the consequences for his actions, he doesn’t 
want to risk Tony finding out that it was Quentin who helped him. And, just like Quentin said, 
Tony would find out. Especially after Quentin went to great lengths to make Tony believe that it 
was Peter who had leaked the sex tape... 


When Harley confronted Quentin about it last week and asked why he didn’t try to convince Tony 
that it was some Russian hacker like they’d agreed, Quentin explained that he figured it couldn't 
make things any worse than they already were since Tony and Peter had already broken up. He 
also reminded Harley how risky it would’ ve been to provide Tony with fake hacking evidence. 


Since Harley has stayed quiet for so long, Tony asks, “Do you disagree?” 


“T don’t know,” Harley sighs, lifting his hand to rub the back of his head. “I mean, yeah, someone 
from the office obviously sent the video to the Bugle, but... hm. This just feels different. I just... 
I’m just a little worried, I guess.” 


“About Peter?” Tony’s left eye is twitching and the hand holding the screwdriver is shaking ever 
so slightly. 


Harley glances down at his shifting feet. “Dunno. Maybe. Yeah.” 


“Tm worried too,” Tony admits after a while. “I tried to call Peter earlier, but I think he blocked 
me. Not that I blame him... I’d block myself too, if I were him.” Clearing his throat, Tony turns his 
attention back to the robot he’s working on. “I just hope the statement I released will help him. It’s 
the very least I can do.” 


Feeling uneasy still, Harley returns to his room. No matter how mad he still is at Peter for leaking 


his report, he hopes that no more bad things will happen to either of them. Jt just needs to end... 


Since Harley can’t stop thinking about it, he eventually calls Quentin and asks if there’s any 
possibility that Quentin’s friend from the Bugle was behind this. “What if he was digging around, 
found out about the breakup, about Peter getting fired, and even made up the rest to have a good 
story?” 


“T highly doubt it was him, but... this whole thing is really odd,” Quentin sighs. “I'll keep a close 
eye on my team and ask around if anyone has heard anything suspicious. We could also try to set a 
trap, like... make up a few different rumors and tell them to different people to find out which ones 
are spreading. It could help us narrow down suspects.” 


“Hm.... That’s not too bad of an idea, actually. Maybe you can propose the idea to dad on Sunday. 
You’ll come, I hope?” 


“T will, but I don’t know if that’s an appropriate topic for a child’s birthday party,” Quentin snorts. 
“T guess ll see. Do you know when you’ll come back to work?” 


“On July 5th, with dad. That’s the week after next.” 


In truth, Harley would love to take the whole summer off, but he knows he needs to get his shit 
together and start working his ass off if he ever wants to stand on his own feet. Also, Harry and 
Gwen are still pissed at him for his lies, so he doubts they’d want to hang out with him anyway... 


Even though Tony tries his best to be his cheerful and facetious old self during Morgan’s barbeque 
birthday party on Sunday, Harley doesn’t miss how crestfallen his father looks whenever he 
watches the beaming couples around him kiss or dance. Most of the guests leave in the late 
afternoon, including Pepper, who also takes Morgan back to New York with her. 


The ones who stay are Bruce, Nat, Steve, Bucky, Sam, Thor, and Loki. They’! take the next day 
off and spend the night in the numerous guest rooms of the mansion, and naturally, the later it gets, 
the more they drink. 


It’s after midnight when Harley walks in on Tony sobbing into Steve’s shoulder. Flashing Harley 
an apologetic look, Steve quietly mouths the word ‘Breakdown’ before patting Tony’s back. “If 
you miss him so much, why don’t you try and talk to him in person? From all that you told me, 
Peter’s a very kind-hearted kid... I’m sure he’ll listen to you, Tones.” 


Through his sobs, Tony says something along the lines of, “I don’t want to cause him even more 
pain.” 


Trying to swallow the lump of bile blocking his throat, Harley quietly exits the kitchen. He always 
used to tell himself that breaking up with Peter would be the best for Tony, but now, he isn't so 
sure anymore... And the worst part is that Harley isn’t happy either. He expected to feel nothing 
but joy once he didn’t have to watch Tony and Peter being all lovey-dovey anymore, but all he 


feels nowadays is guilt and regret. Andanaybehejust-misses Peter atittletoo. 


Therefore, Harley once again seeks to talk with Tony the next day. He doesn’t know what he wants 
to come out of the conversation, but what he does know is that things can’t go on like this. He 
never meant for Tony to suffer that much or for Peter to get in even more trouble. 


Since Steve, Bucky, and Sam stayed until the evening, it’s after 7:00 p.m. when Harley joins his 
father in the living room. For once, Tony isn’t working on anything but watching TV. 


“Did Quentin talk to you about his idea to narrow down potential suspects in the firm?” 


“He did,” Tony mumbles, keeping his eyes on the TV. “Dunno if that’1l work, though. It’s not 
rumors I’m concerned about. Rumors will always spread around. What I am concerned about is 
people leaking private conversations and videos from my bedroom. And...” Tony pauses to 
swallow thickly. “Reports from your school.” 


It takes Harley a few seconds to understand. “Wait... You don’t think it was Peter anymore?” 


With a heavy sigh, Tony silences the TV and turns to face Harley. “TI did a lot of thinking over the 
weekend. Are you one hundred percent sure that it was Peter?” When Harley stays quiet, Tony 
adds, “Think about when Peter was determined that you knew he was locked up in the bathroom.” 


Harley winces. That’s the worst comparison Tony could’ve made... After all, Harley did know that 
Peter was locked up there. But the longer Harley thinks about it, the more he has to admit that his 
father has a point. 


“No. Of course I’m not one hundred percent sure,” he eventually admits. “But... only you and 
Peter had the report, dad.” 


“Let’s just assume for a second that other people had it as well. If that was the case, would you still 
think that it was Peter?” 


Harley sighs deeply. It pains him to say, “No. I probably wouldn’t.” 
“Why not?” 


“Because he’s way too nice for this world.” When Tony licks over his lips excitedly, Harley adds, 
“But since it’s highly unlikely that others had it as well, it must’ve been him. Unless you think it 
was Ned after all.” 


Tony cocks his head. “I don’t think it was Ned. I think it was the same piece of shit who did all the 
other crap.” 


“And how would they have done that?” 
“If they managed to hack my tablet, they could also hack my phone. Or Peter’s.” 


Once again, Harley winces. Nobody ‘hacked’ the tablet... “But I thought neither Quentin or you 
found any traces that it was hacked?” 


“Weren't you the one who convinced me that just because there aren’t any traces that it got hacked 
doesn’t mean that it wasn’t?” Tony snorts and raises his brows. 


Fuck. “I... Yes, but... Fuck, I don’t know.” Groaning, Harley runs his fingers through his hair. 
This is giving him a headache... If it wasn’t Peter, then Harley did him wrong... again. “I just 
think that if someone hacked your phone, there’d be jucier stuff to leak than my stupid report. Like 
company secrets, bank accounts... even fucking phone numbers of celebrities. And it would be a 
weird coincidence for them to leak it right after Peter confronted me about it, don’t you think?” 


“Of course it would. That’s why I didn’t believe him at first.” 
“Then why do you now?” Harley’s heart clenches when he notices a tear slip from his father’s eye. 


“Because I still love him,” Tony croaks. “I was a fucking idiot for doubting him. I, of all people, 


should’ ve believed him, but instead of being there for him, I stabbed Peter in the back and doomed 
him to deal with this on his own. It was... fucking disgusting. I don’t expect him to forgive me, but 
yesterday, Steve and Nat convinced me that I should at least talk to him. No matter if he forgives 
me or not, Peter needs to know I won’t leave him to deal with this on his own anymore.” 


Harley furrows his brows. “If you’ve already made up your mind, then why are you discussing this 
with me?” 


Looking at Harley intently, Tony leans forward. “Just in case Peter does forgive me, I need to 
know if you’re okay with this. I can’t take any more fights, Harley. If you think there’s no chance 
youll ever get along with Peter, tell me now. I won’t ask you to warrant your decision. Just a 
simple “yes’ or ‘no’.” 

A battle rages inside of Harley. If Tony is right and it wasn't Peter who leaked his report, then 
Harley’s feelings would no doubt return the second Peter is around him again... Which he can’t 
allow, can he? But as Harley keeps on staring in Tony’s desperate, yet hopeful eyes, Harley knows 
there’s only one way to make up for part of the shit did. 


“T... I want you to be happy, dad,” Harley says, voice trembling ever so slightly. “I actually wanted 
to talk to you myself about this and... If Peter makes you happy, then I won’t stand in your way.” 


Tony’s face lights up. “Are you sure?” 


Hopefully. “Yes,” Harley says, trying to sound confident. “But... If Peter wants to get back together 
with you, I’ll move out. Not because I don’t want to be around him,” Harley quickly lies, “but 
because I think it will increase your chances to make him forgive you. After everything that has 
happened between us, I wouldn't blame him if he didn't want to live under the same roof as me 
again. And... you two totally deserve to have some privacy.” 


“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” Tony says evasively. “There’s a, uh, high possibility that Peter 
has someone new already and doesn’t even want to talk to me, but I wouldn’t be able to forgive 
myself if I didn’t try. So... wish me luck.” 


“T will,” Harley pulls his lips into a well-meant smile, wondering why Tony thinks Peter might 
have someone new already. 


Tears are glistening in Tony’s eyes when he pulls Harley in a tight hug. “Thank you, son. I love 


” 


you. 


“T love you too, dad.” 


The last four days were a disaster for Peter. Not only did he receive 23 new rejections to his job 
applications, but 5 out of 6 firms that had already scheduled an interview with him cancelled the 
appointments, claiming that the position was already taken by another applicant. Peter isn’t that 
naive. though... He knows they cancelled because of the latest article... And if things weren’t bad 
enough already, Peter had to deal with a bunch of ding-dong-ditches over the weekend, making 
him think that his address did, in fact, leak online somewhere. 


On Monday at 5:00 p.m., Peter enters the lobby of the only company that didn’t cancel his 
interview. To say that he’s anxious would be an understatement, and it gets even worse when they 
let him wait for almost half an hour before picking him up for his interview. 


The interviewers are a young woman from HR, a guy who would be Peter’s team leader, and Mrs. 
Pence, a fierce looking woman in her 40s and head of the R&D department. They start the 


interview asking Peter about his professional experience and move on to talk about his studies and 
interests. After ten minutes, Mrs. Pence holds up a hand to end Peter’s ramble about taking apart 
old, disused electrical devices and re-using the parts to repair others. 


“Mr. Parker, let’s speak plainly. I want you to work for me, but we can only offer you an unpaid 
internship. At least for the first couple of months.” 


For the first couple of... months? Is that even legal? 


Peter’s heart drops when he tries to figure out how to respond without being rude. “I... Thank you, 
Ma’am, but I... Under different circumstances, I wouldn’t mind doing it for free, but I have to pay 
my rent and... I really need the money.” 


“Well, sweetie, nobody’s gonna offer you a paid job after all the bad press.” With a hard 
expression, Mrs. Pence snaps Peter’s file shut. “So, unless you want your next work experience to 
be cleaning toilets, you better take this offer.” 


“B-But...“ Cheeks flushed red, Peter tries to swallow down the lump blocking his throat. “If you 
look at my recommendation and To— Mr. Stark’s statement, you’ll see that what the Bugle posted 
were lies.” 


“We're still at risk to get bad publicity if we hire you.” When Peter glances at the other two 
interviewers, seeking help, Mrs. Pence leans forward. “Kid, if you don’t want the internship, say so 
and stop wasting my time.” 


“T... [can’t. ’'m sorry,” Peter chokes out, wincing when Mrs. Pence jumps to her feet. 


Flashing Peter a cold, unsympathetic look, she says with a nasally voice, “Goodbye, Mr. Parker,” 
and leaves the room. 


The other two exchange an awkward glance before thanking Peter for his time and wishing him 
‘good luck with the job hunt’. Mouth dry, Peter stutters out a “Thanks’ and climbs to his feet. 


Five minutes later, Peter stumbles out of the building onto the busy street in Lower Manhattan. 
This was such a fucking waste of time. Trying to refrain from crying, he slowly walks back to the 
subway station. However, his goddamn Parker luck strikes yet again, when three men suddenly 
come up next to him. 


“Hey, aren’t you the whore from the news?” 


Dumbfounded, Peter stops dead in his tracks. The three men stop as well, sniggering as they fist- 
bump each other. 


“You are, aren’t you?” one man snorts, moving so he’s standing right in front of Peter. “Wow, 
you’re even uglier in real life.” 


Heat flashes up the nape of Peter’s neck as he turns and tries to move past them. To his relief, they 
don’t try to stop him, but after a few steps, they’ ve caught up to him to continue to mock him. 


“Aw, are you a little pussy?” 
“T mean, he got fucked like one, didn’t he?” 


“Ay, boy, what did you pay Stark to put up with dirt like you?” 


Keeping his eyes on the ground, Peter stops once more and gathers his courage to say, “L-Leave 
me alone or I’II call the police.” 


“Why? We ain’t doin’ nothing. We’re just walking,” one of them laughs. 


“The way J see it,” growls a familiar voice behind Peter, “is that you’re harassing him. The young 
man asked you to leave him alone, so you better do that if you don’t want me to kick your fucking 


”° 


ass. 
Snorting scornfully, the three men leave, mumbling a few more nasty insults. 
Shaking, Peter turns around. “Th-Thank you, Quentin.” 


The man’s lips curl into a soft smile. “No problem, Peter. Glad I happened to pass by at the right 
time and see you. What are you doing here in Lower Manhattan?” 


The bigger question is: what is Quentin doing here, when he’s usually still working at this hour of 
the day?... “I had a job interview,” Peter says tersely. “What, uh, are you doing here?” 


“T was at Stax,” Quentin smiles, pointing at some building on the other side of the road. “Where 
did you have your job interview? Did it go well?” Before Peter can respond, Quentin suggests, 
“How about I invite you to dinner? I’m dying to hear how you’ ve been doing. We really miss you 
at work.” 


Peter sighs. “I... I don’t know. I had a really shitty day and...” 


Trailing off, Peter scolds himself for being rude. Quentin just saved him from these morons and 
invited him for dinner. Also, Quentin offered to play his strings in case Peter needed help with his 
job hunt, and as much as Peter hates asking someone to help him get a job, he feels like he doesn’t 
have a lot of options anymore. 


Therefore, Peter’s forces a smile and says, “Actually, dinner sounds good. Thank you so much.” 


“Perfect,” Quentin beams. “I’m afraid I don’t know a lot of good restaurants around here, but I 
could—” 


“Why don’t we just go to that diner over there?” Peter interrupts, pointing at the corner behind 
Quentin. He’d feel bad if they went to an expensive place somewhere... “I, uh, love this place.” 


Quentin doesn’t seem to be all too happy about Peter’s suggestion, but he nods. “Um... sure.” 


They find an empty table at the windows. After ordering a beer for Quentin and a soda for Peter, 
they fall silent as they study the menu. They both settle on a burger and fries, and as soon as the 
waitress has taken their food order, Quentin asks Peter why his day was shitty. 


Taking a deep breath, Peter tells him about the really awful interview. Looking outraged, Quentin 
says that Peter was right in declining an ‘impudent’ offer like that. “Someone with your experience 
and skills shouldn’t be doing unpaid internships anymore. Try not to be too upset about it, Peter. 
You have plenty of other options.” 


“T actually don’t,” Peter complains. Sounding much more desperate than he prefers, Peter tells 
Quentin about all the other firms cancelling the interviews. “All thanks to that stupid article. They 
don’t even care about Tony’s statement clarifying that it was a lie.” 


“Well, they probably know that Tony would say anything to protect his firm,” Quentin muses. 


“The morning that article was posted, he had an instant crisis board meeting. The stocks had 
already started to drop, Tony had to react quickly.” 


“Oh...” Does this mean that Tony didn’t post it to help Peter after all? Swallowing thickly, the 
boy gathers his courage to ask, “Hey, um, you o-offered to help me with the job hunt in case I 
needed it and... I really hate to ask because I want to achieve things on my own, but, um—” 


“Please don’t be ashamed to ask for help, Peter.” With a kind smile, Quentin moves his right hand 
and puts it on Peter’s left arm resting on the table. “I told you, I'll gladly help you. And... As luck 
would have it, there is something that would be just right for you.” 


“Really?” Gaining hope, Peter forces himself to not pull away his arm. 


“Yeah. Basically the same work you did at Stark Industries, but in a much smaller team. 20 hours a 
week, flexible working hours, and a grand more than what you earned before. How does that 
sound?” 


“ What? That’s a joke, right?” When Quentin shakes his head, grinning, Peter’s mouth drops open. 
“What firm offers a job like that?” 


The waitress arrives with the food, so Quentin takes his hand off Peter’s arm. “I'll only tell you if 
you swear that you'll keep it completely confidential.” 


“Y-Yeah, sure. I swear, I won’t tell anyone.” 


Smiling mischievously, Quentin leans forward and lowers his voice. “I’m gonna leave Stark 
Industries and start my own company.” 


Stunned, Peter lets it sink in for a few moments. “You’re leaving Stark Industries? When? And... 
why? What did Tony say?” 


“He doesn’t know yet, but [Il tell him as soon as he gets back from the Hamptons. I’II start in 
September, so the job won’t be available before that, but... If you promise to work for me, I’m 
willing to give you your first paycheck in August already. You could help me establish the office 
and stuff. All you need to do is say ‘yes’.” When Peter hesitates, Quentin adds, “I know you said 
you don’t want to be friends with me because you want to forget about Tony, but I could really use 
some help. And you’re perfect for me. I mean, for my firm.” Winking, Quentin picks up a fry and 
dips it into the ketchup. 


Peter’s mind is racing. It’s true, he doesn’t think that sticking around Quentin will make him forget 
about Tony, but this offer is one of a kind; a dream come true. Something Peter will never have a 
chance at getting ever again. 


“T... Wow, this is... I-It’s a little overwhelming, to be honest...” 


“That’s reasonable,” Quentin says thoughtfully. “You know what? Sleep over it a night or two, and 
think it through. No pressure on my side. If you don’t feel comfortable working with your ex 
boyfriend’s friend, I get it, but... Truth be told, I don’t think Tony will take it well when I leave to 
start my own business in his branch. So, who knows if we’re even still friends by the end of the 
month.” 


“ll definitely think it through. Thank you so much, Quentin.” Peter flashes Quentin a thankful 
smile. “Really. You’re always so kind to me... Way more than I deserve.” 


“Nah,” Quentin chuckles, doing a flourish with his hand as if to wave off what Peter said. “Don't 


do this self beat down again, Pete. You know how highly I think of you.” After a few moments of 
eating in silence, Quentin asks Peter what else is new. “You never told me what happened with 
your secret admirer. Have you ever found out who sent you those roses?” 


“Um... No,” Peter says quickly, feeling his cheeks burning up. He doesn’t want to scare Quentin 
off by telling him about his creepy stalker. “But I don’t really care. I’m not ready to date anyone 
right now and... they could be some weird-ass psycho, for all I know.” 


Quentin laughs, but it doesn’t reach his eyes. “Yeah. Maybe. How, um, is your aunt doing?” 


Glad about the change of topic, Peter tells Quentin about May, MJ, Ned, and about the classes he 
wants to take next year. In return, Quentin tells him about his company plans and about his and 
Jeanne’s wedding preparations. Before Peter knows it, it’s past 9.00 p.m.. 


“Hey, uh, this was really, really nice, but ’'m pretty worn-out for the day and... I think I should 
head home,” Peter says cautiously. 


Fortunately, Quentin doesn’t seem to be upset about it. “Sure, no problem.” 


When they leave the diner, Quentin offers to drive Peter home. “After what happened with those 
guys earlier, I wouldn’t be at ease letting you take the subway.” 


“But it’s the complete opposite of where you need to go,” Peter protests. “I don’t want you to 
trouble yourself on my account.” 


“Tt’s no trouble. My mom lives in Queens, and I promised Id visit her this week anyways.” 
“Tsn’t it a little late for that?” 


A muscle in Quentin’s face twitches. “She... just needs help with her TV or something. And she 
always stays up until midnight, so ’m sure I'll be very welcome.” 


Feeling a little less guilty, Peter follows Quentin to his car that he parked in a nearby garage and 
allows him to drive him home. 


When they arrive, Quentin parks the car in the no-standing area just outside Peter’s apartment 
complex and asks, a little embarrassed, “Um... May I use your bathroom? It’s a twenty minute 
drive to my mom, and... I really need to go.” 


“Oh, um... Sure, no problem,” Peter smiles through gritted teeth. “But I, uh, need to warn you... 
My apartment isn’t really a nice-looking place.” 


Even though Quentin insists that he doesn’t care about that, an odd shiver runs down Peter’s spine 
as they climb up the stairs to the fourth floor. Peter’s always slightly uncomfortable about letting 
people into his apartment, especially if they haven’t seen it before, but right now, he’s feeling a lot 
worse than usual... anxious, even... 


When they reach Peter’s floor and walk towards the apartment at the end of the hallway, Peter’s 
stomach churns nastily. It’s almost as if his body was trying to warn him from something... 
Shivering, Peter looks at Quentin walking next to him, who flashes him a bright smile. 


Maybe it’s good that Quentin is here... In case there really is someone something waiting in 
Peter’s apartment, Quentin will surely protect him... 


... Right? 
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To Peter’s relief, his banged up apartment door doesn’t show any sign of a break-in. Inside of the 
apartment, nothing seems out of the ordinary either. He's probably just getting paranoid... 


With a grateful smile, Quentin walks into the bathroom right next to the entrance, whereas Peter 
goes to his desk and drops his bag and jacket. He makes one last nervous glance around the small 
room before he dares to relax. 


He's just finished sending MJ, Ned, and May a short report about his awful interview when 
Quentin returns from the bathroom. His dark, focused eyes are twitching ever so slightly and 
there’s beads of sweat glistening on his forehead, making him look oddly antsy. 


“Are you okay?” Peter asks, brows pinched together in worry. 


Chuckling nervously, Quentin steps closer. “Yeah, I just...” Stopping right before Peter, the man 
pauses and squares his shoulders. ““There’s, uh, something I have to tell you, Peter.” 


Peter doesn’t know why, but the way Quentin is looking at him makes him nervous. “W-What is 
it?” 


With a determined expression, Quentin opens his mouth, but before another sound escapes his lips, 
the doorbell rings, causing both men to wince. Startled, Quentin looks over his shoulder to the 
door, and then back to Peter. 


“Are you expecting someone?” 
“No, um... it’s probably just a prank buzzing. I had a bunch of those the last couple of days.” 


“T don’t think—” Quentin starts, but he gets cut off by a loud banging on the door, which makes 
Peter stumble back in fear. 


“O-Or not,” Peter whimpers, glancing at the door anxiously. Js it the stalker? Was this what his gut 
feeling was warning him from? 


With a slightly irritated sigh, Quentin turns around and marches towards the door with big steps. 
Ignoring Peter’s panicked ‘D-Don’t!’, Quentin stretches out his hand to grab the door handle. 
Trembling, Peter ducks behind his sofa bed just when Quentin wrenches the door open, heart 
clenching in fear— 


“What the— What are you doing here? ” Quentin asks, sounding taken aback. 


“What are you doing here?” responds an all too familiar voice that Peter last heard over the speaker 
of his phone two weeks ago. 


Completely dumbfounded, Peter climbs to his feet and rushes to the door with an open mouth. “T- 
Tony?” 


Tony is gaping at Quentin with a befuddled expression, but when Peter appears in the doorway 
next to Quentin, he shifts his gaze. “Peter...” he breathes, almost as if he couldn’t believe that 
Peter is standing in front of him. 


For a few seconds, they’re silently staring at each other, forgetting everything else around them. 
Only once Peter feels Quentin shifting next to him does he try to clear his dry throat. “What do you 
want, Tony?” 


“T... Ineed to talk to you,” Tony croaks, bottom lip trembling. He sounds really desperate. “Five 
minutes. Please.” 


All Peter wants to do is tell Tony to get lost and leave him alone, but instead, he can feel himself 
nodding his head. “O-Okay. Five minutes.” No matter how much it hurts to see Tony, Peter knows 
that the engineer wouldn’t be here if this wasn’t important. Turning to Quentin, who's staring at 
Tony with narrowed eyes, Peter inquires, “Do you wanna wait or...?” 


Focusing his penetrating gaze on Peter, Quentin forces his lips into a strained smile. “Yeah. If 
that’s okay with you.” 


“Sure. Thanks.” Since it would be rude to let Quentin wait in the hallway, Peter steps out of his 
apartment and pulls the door closed behind him. Trying to take a few deep, calm breaths, Peter 
keeps his eyes on the ground when he finally dares to address Tony. 


“S-So... Why are you here?” Peter asks. 
“Why is Quentin here? Is he— I mean— Sorry, I’m just a little confused.” 


Face burning, Peter forces himself to make eye contact. Tony looks oddly upset. “We ran into each 
other earlier today, and he— Actually, this isn’t any of your business, Tony. Why are you here?” 


Tony swallows thickly. When he finally speaks, there are tears glistening in his eyes. “I am so 
sorry for not believing you, Peter. I... I was a dumbass and a fucking asshole. I understand if you 
don’t want to forgive me because it’s the last thing I deserve, but... I miss you. I miss you so 
much.” 


For a couple of seconds, Peter can’t do anything but stare at Tony and try to refrain from 
dissolving into tears. Just looking at the older man unleashes all of these conflicting emotions 
inside of him... Peter wants to slap Tony as badly as he wants to kiss him. 


Not knowing how to deal with Tony saying that he misses him, Peter concentrates on the first part 
of Tony’s confession. “So... you found out who leaked Harley’s report?” 


“No, but I know it wasn’t you,” Tony says, swallowing again. “And I trust you when you said that 
it wasn’t Ned either. It was really disgusting of me to doubt you in the first place. As I said, I 
totally understand if you can’t forgive me, but if you can, then I promise I will never doubt you 
again.” 


It’s everything Peter wanted to hear, but he still bites down on his bottom lip. “Tony... Y- You 
broke my heart. First, you accused me of leaking that fucking sex tape, then you accused me of 
leaking Harley’s report; and then, you accused me of leaking the sex tape for a second time.” 
Ignoring Tony’s subtle head shake, Peter sniffs, unable to keep his tears at bay any longer. “H-How 
should I ever be able to trust you again?” 


“T don’t know,” Tony admits after a while, sounding broken. “It’s hard for me to trust myself with 
anything these days, but if I know one thing, that is that I would rather die than hurt you like that 
ever again. Please, Peter... Give me a chance to make this up to you. Even if you— if you don’t 
want to take me back, I want to protect you. I’m going to hire a team of private investigators to take 
a close look at everything that has happened since the day someone spied on us during dinner. And 
I'll buy us new phones, tablets, and computers to make sure nobody has unauthorized access to any 
of our devices any longer. I can even get you a chauffeur.” 


Even though Peter’s head tells him to take MJ’s word and not forgive Tony, he can feel his 
heartbeat increasing at the idea that they could give their relationship another try. Apart from all 
the shit that happened fo them, everything between them was perfect until the day Tony started 
distrusting Peter. Now that Tony realized what a dumbass he was and apologized... what else 
could be standing— 


Oh. Yeah. Right. There’s one more thing... 
It’s Peter’s turn to swallow thickly. “What about Harley? Do you still think he’s innocent?” 


“T do,” Tony replies, shuffling his feet. “I know he’s done horrible things... things I should’ ve 
protected you from, but I need to believe that he’s trying to become a better person. He’s my son, 
Peter. I need to be able to trust him, and the way he’s been acting recently... Even before that last 
article dropped, Harley had already given me shit for gaining new doubt that you recorded us on 
purpose. And on Thursday, he voiced his concern for your well-being.” 


Crossing his hands behind his back, Tony leans against the wall and continues. “He doesn’t think 
you leaked his report anymore, and before I came here, I put him through a little test. I asked him if 
he supported me coming here. I didn’t want him to give me a reason or an explanation, just a 
straight, honest answer. And he said that he wanted me to be happy, and that he wouldn’t stand in 
our way if we— if you forgave me. He’s also gonna move out in the next couple of weeks, so it’d 
be just the two of us from now on.” 


A tear drops from Peter’s left eye. This sounds too good to be true... but... “I guess I can see why 
you would believe him, but I don’t know if J can. Harley promised to support us so many times 
already...“ 


But then, Peter remembers the heart-to-heart talk Harley and he had at the Zoo, and how sincerely 
concerned Harley sounded after the sex tape had leaked. Now that Peter knows about the stalker, 
he also knows that Harley most likely had nothing to do with that. Therefore, it was in fact Peter 
who did Harley wrong... at least ever since the bathroom accident. 


Sniffing, Peter drops his head. “Okay... Let’s say I believe him: Why did you even start to have 
doubts about the sex tape again?” More tears escape Peter’s eyes and his bottom lip starts 
trembling. “Y-You see, I can somewhat understand why you’d think I leaked Harley’s report, but 
thinking I lied to you about the tape... And then to just f-fire me without a proper explanation... 
Why, Tony?” 


Peter expects Tony to find excuses and tell him what Peter already heard from Quentin — that the 
new evidence showed that the camera was only active that night — but instead, Tony sounds tearful 
when he says, “Because I’m a fucking idiot. And... because I was a jealous asshole. When you told 
me about those roses, I thought you’d already moved on, so I wanted to move on as well. It was 
very selfish and horrible of me to dismiss you without even talking to you myself. I just thought it 
would hurt you even more if I did. I’m sorry.” 


“Well, if you’d actually bothered to talk to me, you would’ ve known that there was no fucking 
reason to be ‘jealous’,” Peter says angrily. He focuses his burning, watery eyes back on Tony. “I 
thought you’d given me the roses because you’d realized how much of a dick you were and 
because you wanted us to work things out. The fact that you even deemed it possible that I moved 
on after only a week, when all I did was bawl my eyes out— How can you think that?” 


“T don’t fucking know.” Tears of guilt run down Tony’s cheeks. “I was blinded by jealousy and 
hurt and— I assumed that nobody would send you roses if you didn’t flirt with them, at least. After 
all, the whole world still thought we were together at that time, right?” Tony pauses. “May I... 
May I ask whom they were from?” 


Here it goes... “I don’t know. But I’m pretty sure they're from the same lunatic that was behind all 
the shit that has been happening to us.” 


“Wait, what?” Suddenly, Tony looks very alarmed. Moving away from the wall, he straightens his 
back and looks down at Peter with widened eyes. “You’re not... thinking about Harley again, are 
you?” 


“No,” Peter whispers. “But whoever it is probably works in Quentin’s department.” Voice shaking, 
Peter tells Tony about the other two bouquets, the cards, his visit to the police station; the prank 
buzzing, the guy who spit him in the face, the guys who harassed him, and the theories MJ and 
Ned have come up with. 


“T-I’m fucking scared, Tony,” he finishes, barely noticing that Tony is pulling him into a tight 
embrace. 


“Ssh, it’s okay,” Tony says. His voice is trembling almost as much as Peter’s. “I promise we’ll find 
out who’s behind all this, Peter. No matter what happens, we’re in this together, okay? I won’t let 
you down again.” 


For a few seconds, Peter allows himself to sob into Tony’s shoulder. It feels so good to be held by 
Tony’s strong arms again, but he still doesn’t know if he can — or should — forgive him... 


Once he’s calmed down a little, Peter frees himself from Tony’s hug. Sniffing, he says, “I want to 
forgive you, Tony... M-More than anything. But I’m scared. Scared that I'll get hurt even worse 
than before.” 


“T know there’s not a lot I can do to take that fear from you, but... [promise you that I will never 
doubt you ever again. I learned my lesson, Peter. Knowing what my life is like without you in it...” 
Tony stops to wipe over his own eyes. “I won’t make the same mistake twice. What I’m trying to 
say is that I don’t want to be without you ever again.” 


Since this is the third time that Tony has said ‘ever again’ tonight, Peter feels inclined to point out, 
“Ever is a big word, Tony.” 


“T know.” Tony sniffs as he looks at Peter with an odd glimmer in his eyes. “It means till death do 
us part.” 


“But... that’s like... getting married.” 
“Exactly.” 


Peter stops breathing when Tony suddenly drops to his right knee and takes Peter’s right hand in 
his. From afar, he can hear Tony’s anxious, yet hopeful voice, “Peter Benjamin Parker, do you 
want to marry me?” 


No... Yes? No, this— 
What the—? 
Unable to speak, Peter gapes at Tony and blinks a few times. Maybe he’s dreaming... 


“W-We don’t have to do it this year,” Tony says when Peter stays silent, cheeks flushed. “I know 
you’re barely twenty. We can do it in a year, in five or in ten... Or we can fly to Vegas right 
fucking now. It’s completely up to you. I don’t want a prenup. / trust you. ” 


Realizing that Tony is absolutely serious makes Peter finally find his voice again. “Tony... y-you 
don’t need to— to propose to prove that you trust me.” 


“That’s not why I’m proposing. I’m proposing because I want to spend the rest of my life with you. 
In good times and in bad times. I know we’ ve barely been dating for six months before I fucked it 
up, but I am dead serious about this.” 


“But... it’s not that easy...” Peter hesitates, still completely overwhelmed with the situation. “A 
couple of minutes ago, I thought I’d never even see you again, let alone forgive you.” 


“IT know,” Tony says quickly. To Peter’s relief, the older man finally climbs back to his feet, but he 
keeps holding Peter’s hand. “As I said, we don't have to do it anytime soon. I didn’t even plan this 
when I drove here, I just— Seeing you again... I know there's a lot that I need to work on, but this is 
a promise, Peter. A promise that I will never doubt you again, and that I will love you for the rest 
of my life. Whether you want to marry me one day or not. Whether you even want me back or not. 
I've loved you since the day we met. Please, Peter... Please give me another chance.” 


Peter stays silent for a while. His mind is racing. “You once asked me if I believed in second 
chances, and... I still do,” Peter eventually says, lips curling into a cautious smile. “And I... ?m 
still in love with you too, no matter how badly I’ve recently wished that I wasn’t.” 


“So you want to give me another chance?” Tony asks, sounding hopeful. 


Hoping that it’s right to trust his instincts, Peter nods his head. “I do. But ... I can’t accept your 
proposal. Not yet,” the boy quickly adds when Tony slouches his shoulders. “This isn’t a no, but 
I... [need more time.” 


Tony recovers quickly. Beaming, he pulls Peter into another hug. “I understand. Take all the time 
you need. I’m sorry I blindsided you like that. It just felt right to me — it still does — but if you come 
to the conclusion that you never want to get married at all, ’ll be okay with that too. I want you, 
whether as my husband, my fiancé or ‘just’ as my boyfriend.” 


Husband... Giggling, Peter presses his face into the crook of Tony’s neck. “Thank you for 
understanding. And thank you for having the guts to come here and apologize.” 


“T would’ ve never been able to forgive myself if I didn’t try to get you back,” Tony mumbles, 
embracing Peter even tighter. “I’m so grateful you’re giving me another chance.” 


“Just... don’t screw it up, please. If you ever doubt me again, I'll be gone forever. Just like you, I 
don’t want to make the same mistake twice.” 


“IT won’t screw it up, baby. I promise.” For a couple of seconds, Tony just cradles Peter in his arms 
before pulling away just a little. “I don’t want to put any sort of pressure on you, but can I stay with 
you tonight? I don’t like the idea of letting you sleep here alone. Not with that fucking stalker 
being on the loose.” 


Peter smiles weakly. “That’s very sweet of you, but I don’t even have a real bed, remember?” 


“T can sleep on the floor,” Tony offers, but when Peter scrunches up his face, the man chuckles. 
“Okay, okay, fine. How about you come to the Hamptons with me, then? Nobody’s gonna bother 
you there... It’s quiet and peaceful, and we can take some time for ourselves for the next couple of 
days and... find our way back to one another. Unless...” Looking guilty, Tony bites down on his 
bottom lip. “Do you have a new job already?” 


Not wanting to tell Tony about his depressing job hunt just yet, Peter simply shakes his head. “I 
don’t. Going to the Hamptons sounds great.” 


“Perfect.” 


Smiling, Tony leans down to — finally — kiss Peter again. His lips brush against Peter’s, carefully at 
first, as if testing to see if this was actually real, but then, he quickly slides his tongue across 
Peter’s bottom lip. When Peter opens willingly, Tony’s tongue sweeps into Peter’s mouth, his body 
pressing against Peter’s, making the younger one stumble back and hit the wall. When Peter 
groans, Tony pulls back for a short moment before his mouth crushes against Peter’s so hard and 
fast that Peter’s forced to grab Tony’s biceps and hold on. 


God, he missed this... 


Even though the kiss makes the air swoosh out of Peter’s lungs, the boy feels more alive than he 
has in a long time. Desire fills him from head to toe, and he gets hard in seconds. He needs Tony. 
Like, right now. 


However, just when Peter jerks his hips forward to rub his groin against Tony’s, there’s a very loud 
THUD coming from behind the door of Peter’s apartment, followed by a clanking. Guilt rushes 
through Peter as he quickly pulls away from Tony; he completely forgot about Quentin. 


“Can you give me a sec?” he asks Tony, who nods. 
“Sure.” 


A few moments later, Peter is back in his apartment. Quentin is kneeling on the floor, picking up 
shards of a shattered, framed photograph of Peter, May, and Ben that was hanging on the wall of 
the small corridor. 


“What happened?” 


“Dunno,” Quentin says rather tonelessly. He doesn’t look at Peter as he continues to pick up the 


shards; his hands are trembling so badly Peter’s afraid he’s going to cut himself. “I was reading a 
news article on my phone and leaned against the wall, but I... kinda slipped? I tumbled and 
must’ ve knocked against the photograph. I’m sorry.” 


“Tt’s okay. Leave the shards, please. I don’t want you to cut yourself. Sorry that it took so long, 
but... Tony and I had a lot to discuss.” 


“T can imagine.” Standing up, Quentin turns around and looks at Peter stonily. “Hope you two 
managed to make up?” 


“T guess you can say that. We’re, um, giving it another shot.” 


“That’s great,” Quentin says; although, it doesn’t really sound like it. It starts to make sense when 
he asks, “I assume you won’t accept my job offer, then?” 


“Um...” Good question. “I honestly don’t know yet. Tony and I making up does change things 
but... if he isn’t too upset about you leaving the firm, then I guess he wouldn’t mind if I started 
working for you, and... it’s probably better to start somewhere new instead of going back to work 
in an office where I can't really trust anyone anymore.“ 


Quentin’s expression softens almost instantly. “Oh. Well, then... I’m excited to hear your decision. 
Please don’t say anything to Tony about my plans, though. I want him to hear it from me.” 


“Of course, don’t worry.” Peter flashes Quentin a reassuring smile. “Um... About earlier... What 
is it you wanted to tell me?” 


“Tt can wait,” Quentin says evasively. “I didn’t expect you to take so long and... I really need to get 
going. Also, I’m sure you and Tony have a lot of ‘catching up’ to do.” Winking, Quentin walks 
past Peter and opens the door. “Bye, Peter. Take care.” 


Tony looks up from his phone when Quentin exits Peter’s apartment. With a big, yet slightly 
strained smile, Quentin walks up to Tony and puts his hand on Tony’s shoulder. “Peter just told 
me. Congratulations, man. I’m really happy for you.” 


“Thank you. And... Thanks for driving Peter home. He told me about the guys who were 
harassing him.” 


Quentin waves his hand nonchalantly. “Don’t mention it. Goodnight.” 


“Wait...” Tony holds Quentin back, who turns around with a frown. “Peter also mentioned that 
you had dinner with him... What was that about? I mean...” Tony lowers his voice so Peter won’t 
hear them; he doesn’t want to upset him even more. “I only dismissed him because you convinced 
me that he wasn’t trustworthy anymore.” 


“Convinced you? Don’t blame this on me, Tony,” Quentin says, jaw clenching angrily. “It was 
your decision to dismiss Peter, and yours alone. I was just assessing the situation objectively. And I 
wrote him a perfect recommendation, just like you asked. When I saw Peter today, I felt really bad 
for him because of all the nastly lies the Bugle had spread, so I decided to make sure he’s doing 
okay. That’s all.” 


Feeling a little stupid, Tony nods. “Okay. Sorry, I was.... I was just wondering. Goodnight.” 


A few seconds later, Tony enters Peter’s apartment. It looks as awful as Tony remembers it, and he 
immediately feels even guiltier than before. 


“Do you need help packing?” he asks Peter, who’s bustling around the small room gathering 
clothes and books before throwing them into his suitcase. 


“I’m almost done, but thanks,” Peter smiles. “When will we be back?” 
“T need to be at Steve’s party on Sunday, so...” 
“Six nights, then.” Peter takes another pair of boxers out of his drawer. 


Tony’s about to ask Peter if he wants to move in with him for real this time, but he has already 
overwhelmed the kid with his proposal. He should probably give him some time... 


While waiting for Peter to finish packing, Tony lets his eyes roam. He notices a ballpoint pen on 
the shelf that is directed right at the wall, next to the entrance. Frowning, he picks it up and 
examines it. “That looks like one of the spy cams from Hammer Industries.” 


Looking up, Peter says, “It is. Ned gave it to me after the police basically told me they didn’t give 
a shit about the stalker. It starts recording and informs me via email whenever it detects 
movement.” 


With a sheepish smile, Tony puts it back on the shelf. “Whoops. Sorry.” 


“No worries. It’s probably been recording ever since Quentin and I came in.” Glancing at his 
phone, Peter laughs, “Yup, I got a couple of notifications.” 


Seeing Peter clicking around on his phone reminds Tony of something. “Did you, um, block me?” 
“Huh?” Confused, Peter looks up. “No, I didn't. Why would you think that?” 


“Because I tried to call you last week. More than once, actually, and it always went straight to 
voicemail. I also called before I drove here and sent you a text.” 


Frowning, Peter tabs around on his screen. “That’s odd... I didn’t—” Then, he groans. “Okay, you 
are blocked. I bet this was MJ.” 


Or the stalker... Tony thinks, but he doesn’t want to frighten Peter. He’ll run a few tests in his 
workroom at the Hamptons, and if he can’t find anything, he’ll take a closer look at the firm. 


Ten minutes later, Tony carries Peter’s suitcase to his Lamborghini, which he parked two blocks 
away. He’s barely started to drive East when Tony remembers that Harley is staying at the 
Hamptons as well. Sighing, he does an 180 and drives back West. 


“What are you doing?” Peter asks, frowning. 


“T, um, forgot that Harley is in the mansion as well, so it’s probably better if we slept in the 
penthouse tonight. I'll ask Happy to drive Harley back to New York tomorrow.” 


“T thought you said he was okay with us getting back together?” 


“Yeah, but... I figured you wouldn’t want to see him again so soon and have to immediately spend 
a couple of days with him.” When Tony darts a look at Peter, he can see the boy shrugging his 
shoulders. 


“T mean, yeah, I’d prefer it to be just the two of us, but if we are actually going to be together 
again, then Harley and I need to trust each other and get along. For the most part, at least. So... if 
he’s okay with me being there, then I’m okay with him being there as well. If it doesn’t work out, 


then... I guess it’s better we know sooner than later, right?” 


“T’m sure he’ll be okay with it.” Smiling brightly, Tony puts his hand on Peter’s leg to give it a soft 
squeeze. “Thank you, baby.” 


After another U-turn, Tony steers the car onto the highway. For the first half hour of the drive, 
they try to avoid talking about the break-up and its consequences, so Tony tells Peter about the AI 
system he’s been working on and about Morgan’s birthday party. 


“She was really sad when I told her you wouldn’t come to visit anymore,” Tony eventually 
finishes, unable to keep the guilt out of his voice. “She will be over the moon to hear we’re back 
together.” 


“T missed her too,” Peter says sadly. “When, um, should we tell everyone that we made up? I was 
supposed to have dinner with May on Wednesday, so I can’t really keep this from her for too long.” 


Thinking of May makes Tony’s stomach churn. “How much does she hate me?” 


“Um...” Peter hesitates. “I mean, May wants me to be happy, so I don’t think she will stand in our 
way, but... I don’t expect her to erupt with joy, to be honest. I stayed with her for a week after the 
break-up, and things really weren’t exactly easy for me.” 


Tony sighs. “Understandable. It also wasn’t easy for me, and I was the dumbass who fucked it up. 
I don’t even want to imagine what you felt like.” 


Peter stays quiet for a while, but then, he says, sounding tearful, “If it wasn’t easy for you either, 
then why did you act so cold? Like... you gave me back all those things that are basically 
recollections of our relationship, like the plant I bought you, the love coupons I made, the photo 
collage, the cartoon drawing... Do you know how that made me feel? Especially after knowing 
how well you still get along with Pepper and Steve?” 


“Shit, I... I’m so sorry, Peter.” Swallowing thickly, Tony puts on the hazard lights and steers the 
car onto the service lane. His heart clenches when he takes Peter’s hands into his. “I didn’t mean to 
hurt you even more by doing that, but this is how I deal with break-ups. For my own sake, I try to 
move on as quickly as possible. With Pepper and Steve, it was different because we’d slowly 
grown apart over the years, ended things mutually, and on good terms. In your case, I felt so much 
pain because of how things ended. So, when I looked at the things that reminded me of you, I 
started bawling my eyes out and hated myself even more than before.” Smiling sadly, Tony lets go 
of Peter’s hands to wipe away a few tears that started escaping Peter’s eye. “I’m so sorry.” 


“Tt’s okay,” the boy sniffs, but Tony shakes his head. 


“Tt’s not. I wished I could turn back time and go back to the day before the sex tape leaked. I... I 
really can’t fucking believe how badly I mistreated you.” 


“Neither of us can change what happened,” Peter says quietly. “Life doesn’t always go how we 
want or plan it to go, and we don’t always act how we should. People make mistakes. People hurt 
one another, especially those they love the most.” 


Trying hard to refrain from crying, Tony croaks, “But you never hurt me, even though I would’ ve 
deserved it.” 


“T broke up with you.” 


“Because you had no other choice, Peter. I can’t even comprehend how you managed to deal with 


all of this shit for so long. ” 


“Please stop acting like I'm perfect,” Peter retorts, sounding almost angry. “I make mistakes too. 
Like... I should’ ve never asked Ned to get me Harley’s record. It’s not my business what he does or 
did in college and how you deal with it. I shouldn’t have tried to tell you how to raise your adult 
son. I shouldn’t have talked badly about Harley to my friends. And I should’ ve never accused 
Harley of doing something without any goddamn proof. I... I was getting so paranoid with the idea 
that he was trying to sabotage our relationship that I didn’t even consider someone else.” 


“And nobody can blame you for that,” Tony whispers. “You had good reasons to believe that it 
was Harley because of what he’d done to you. Not even Harley blames you for it. And... about 
telling me how to raise my son... I never took it as you doing that. However, it made me realize 
that I really have been way too lax about Harley’s education. I’m not trying to find an excuse for it, 
but my own dad wasn’t really there for me, and whenever he was around, he was really strict. I 
wanted to be a better father than he was, but I spoiled Harley more than what’s good for him. It’s 
not really Harley’s fault that he’s become this way, it’s mine; a big part, at least. However, I hope 
that all of that is in the past and that we’ ve all learned from our mistakes. Still, if Harley’s ever 
mean to you again, I want you to tell me so that I can take care of it. Properly, this time. Okay?” 


“Okay,” Peter smiles cautiously. “Let’s hope there won’t be any need for it, though. I also want to 
leave all of this behind me and start over. With Harley, and with you. So we can focus on finding 
the real asshole who’s trying to ruin our life.” 


Realizing, once again, how mature and unbelievably good-hearted Peter is, brings tears to Tony’s 
eyes. Why did he ever doubt him? 


“And we will find them. I promise you,” Tony says before leaning forward to kiss Peter gently. 


The kiss doesn’t stay gentle for long; after only a few seconds, they’ re kissing so passionately that 
Tony can feel his pants tighten, yet again. He can’t wait to get home and devour his sweet boy... 


However, Peter seems to have other plans. With a groan, the younger man pulls away from Tony, 
the corners of his mouth turning into a teasing grin as he bites down on his bottom lip seductively. 


“Ever had sex in a Lambo before?” 
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Chapter Summary 


Tony and Peter rekindle their relationship. 
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For the umpteenth time, Harley glances at the old grandfather clock in the corner of the living 
room. It’s past midnight, meaning Tony has been gone for almost five hours now. Subtracting the 
roughly four hours it takes him to drive, he either had a very long talk with Peter or the boy wasn’t 
home when Tony got there. 


Around fifteen minutes later, Harley can hear the door of the mansion being unlocked. Eyes 
focused on the open door leading to the large hallway, Harley stops slouching and sits up straight. 


“How did it go?” Harley asks once Tony appears in the doorframe, heart beating faster. 


“Couldn’t have gone any better.” With a bright smile, Tony takes a step to the side, making way 
for— 


He’s here. 


A million thoughts are rushing through Harley’s mind when Peter appears in the doorway, looking 
at Harley cautiously. 


“Hy.” 
Harley swallows thickly before replying, “Hi.” 


For a few seconds, the two younger men stare at each other awkwardly, but then, Peter turns to 
Tony. The teenager speaks too quietly for Harley to hear, but it seems like Peter asked Tony to 
leave them alone because Tony leans down to give Peter a kiss on the temple before grabbing 
Peter’s suitcase and walking away. 


Slowly, Peter approaches Harley. “Can we talk for a sec?” 
“Um... Sure.” 


When Peter sits down on the other end of the couch, Harley notices how messy his hair looks. 
Seems like Tony couldn’t wait to get his dtekin-hands on Peter again... 


NotthatHeartes-coutd blamehin- 
Fuek 


Extremely disappointed and annoyed with himself, Harley clears his throat. “Before you say 
anything, I need you to know that I’m sorry that I accused you of leaking my report, Peter. I 
should’ ve known that you would never do something like that. I was, once again, a real dick to 
you.” 


“And I’m sorry for obtaining your report in the first place,” Peter says, sounding relieved that 
Harley isn’t hostile towards him. “What you did at MIT isn’t any of my business, and... even 
though I wasn’t the one who leaked it, I’m still to blame for it.” 


Harley sighs deeply. “Peter... I know dad thinks that the same person who hacked the tablet also 
hacked your phone or even dad’s phone, but...” Harley hesitates; he’d love to tell Peter that the 
tablet never actually got hacked, but he can’t. “I mean, no matter who did this, I don’t blame you 
for it. Yes, getting my report was wrong, but now, I can kind of understand why you did.” 


Harley forces his lips into a reassuring smile and continues. “Something really, really bad 
happened to you with the sex tape, and you tried to find an explanation for it. And when dad didn’t 
believe you, you were desperate to prove that I’ve always been a horrible person and a liar. Which 
is... somewhat reasonable, I guess. Again, I don’t blame you anymore, and although I wished my 
report never leaked to the public, I actually did all of those things. It’s my own fault that I got 
kicked out... just like you said when we were at the zoo.” 


“T’m still sorry for what I did,” Peter says after a while. “And... for accusing you of leaking the sex 
tape. I also should’ ve known that you would never film your father— you know...” 


Harley’s stomach clenches. “Yeah... I wouldn’t.” 


For a while, neither of them says a word. Then, Harley decides to make an effort. “I’m glad you 
managed to forgive dad. He hasn't been the same since the day you moved out. Everyone could see 
how badly he missed you. I don’t know if dad told you, but ’'m going to move out, so you’ll have 
plenty of time for yourselves soon.” 


“He told me, yeah, but I don’t want you to feel like you need to move out because of me.” 


“Don’t worry about that,” Harley says reassuringly. “Every couple needs time for themselves, and 
I’m old enough to get my own place anyway. I’m also going to continue to work full-time and earn 
as much money as I can to finance at least part of it myself.” 


At this, Peter shifts awkwardly. “I thought you're going to ESU?” 


“They revoked my admission after the Bugle’s article. But it’s okay,” Harley quickly adds when 
Peter winces. “/t’s not your fault. If you ask me, I think that whoever told those shitty lies about 
you to the Bugle last week is the same one who leaked my report.” 


Looking guilty nevertheless, Peter slowly nods his head. “Yeah... that’s what Tony and I think 
too.” To Harley, it seems like there’s more to it than Peter lets on — almost as if something else is 
worrying him deeply — but after opening and closing his mouth twice, the boy just sighs. “I don’t 
want to be rude, but I’m a little tired... Is it okay if I go to bed?” 


“Of course it is. Sure. I’m tired too, actually.” 


Flashing Harley a genuine looking smile, Peter stands up from the couch. “Okay. Thank you for 


accepting my apology.” 
“Thank you for accepting mine,” Harley says softly. 


Together, they walk into the hallway and climb up the stairs. Upstairs, Harley turns right, whereas 
Peter sheepishly asks him where the master bedroom is. 


“Fourth door on the right,” Harley chuckles. “Goodnight.” 
“Thank you. Goodnight.” 


As Harley watches Peter vanish into the bedroom, his heart clenches. He very obviously still has 
feelings for Peter, but even though it fucking hurts to know that Peter will fall asleep in Tony’s 
arms tonight, Harley knows that he needs to accept it. /t is what it is. For now, all that matters is 
that Tony — and Peter — can be happy again. 


And one day, maybe Harley will be happy too. 


Tony seems utterly relieved when Peter tells him that his talk with Harley went great. Since they’ re 
both immensely tired, they go to bed, but the second Peter wakes up the following day, he rolls 
himself on top of Tony. Their attempt to have angry make-up sex in the narrow, uncomfortable 
Lamborghini more or less failed yesterday. First, they didn’t have any lube; secondly, they were 
overcome by so many giggles because they kept on bumping against things. Eventually, Tony 
ended up pulling Peter into his lap, where they jerked each other off while kissing hungrily. 


Desperate to feel the older man inside of him again, Peter starts groping Tony’s cock as soon as the 
older man opens his sleepy eyes. It takes Tony a few seconds to come to, but once he realizes that 
Peter is so desperate with need that he’s about to hump his leg, he rolls them around with an 
aroused growl. Seeing Tony towering over him like that, his dark eyes burning with desire, sends a 
pleasant chill down Peter’s spine. Fuck, he missed this... 


Forty minutes later, they go downstairs to have breakfast. To Peter’s surprise, there’s a maid 
waiting for them in the large kitchen, providing them with coffee and freshly pressed orange juice. 
Tony explains that he always hires staff while staying in the mansion because he doesn’t want to 
cook or clean while he’s here. 


“For dinner, I have a famed chef coming over every day. You can choose what you want to eat 
tonight.” Winking, Tony hands Peter a menu with exquisite options. 


“Wow... I feel like I’m on a luxury vacation,” Peter jokes. 


“That’s the point,” Tony chuckles. “Oh, that reminds me... The others and I have already set a 
date for the Bahamas vacation, which, uh, will be the two weeks right before and right after your 
birthday. Hope that’s okay for you? You’re still invited to come, of course. And after that, we can 
go on our Europe trip with May. Or we can go as early as next week, whatever works best for 
you.” 

Smiling softly, Peter shakes his head. “Relax, Tony. Now that we’re back together, we have all the 
time in the world to go on vacations. If the others are still okay with me coming to the Bahamas, 
then Ill gladly join you, but apart from that, I think I should focus on finding a new job.” 


Tony sounds really guilty and embarrassed when he says, “That’s really admirable, but I hope you 
know that you can start at Stark Industries again, right?” 


“Thank you, but... I think it’s better that I don’t go back there until we’ ve found the person 
responsible for all those things that happened,” Peter says evasively. 


Cursing, Tony takes out his phone. “You’re right. We need to find that son of a bitch first. Matt 
knows the best private investigators in town, I’m sure they can help us.” 


After texting Matt, Tony asks Peter what firms he sent applications to and if he’s had any 
interviews so far. 


“T can’t fucking believe they all declined you,” Tony huffs once Peter has told him everything 
about his depressing job hunt. Looking even more guilty than before, he leans forward to grab 
Peter’s hand. “I’m really sorry you had to deal with that. Maybe it’s better if you just take some 
time off and enjoy your summer.” 


“But I need to pay my rent,” Peter protests. 


“T don’t want you to worry about that right now,” Tony smiles. “Let’s just enjoy this week, and 
then we talk about this again, okay? And if you really want to get a new job, I can help you find 


” 


one. 


Not wanting to betray Quentin’s trust, Peter conceals the fact that the man made him an offer and 
simply nods. “Okay. Thank you so much, Tony.” 


After breakfast, Tony insists on running a few tests on Peter’s phone to see if there’s any signs of 
hacking. To Peter’s and Tony’s relief, they don’t find anything, but Tony still gives Peter one of 
the older StarkPhones he had lying around in his workroom. 


“Maybe you should use this until I do a thorough inspection at the firm.” 


Even though Peter thinks that Tony is overreacting, he accepts it and exchanges his SIM cards. 
Then, they decide to inform their family and closest friends about getting back together. They 
know it’s early for that, but since they’re both sincere about this, why wait? 


As expected, May isn’t exactly enthusiastic about Peter forgiving Tony. 


“Are you sure that’s a good idea, honey?” she asks, sounding concerned and almost a little 
disappointed. “How do you know he won’t doubt you again? I really don’t want you to get hurt 
even worse than you already were.” 


“T just need to trust him,” Peter says. “Call me naive, but it feels so right to be with Tony again.” 
It takes him twenty minutes to convince May that he really, actually, full-heartedly wants this. 


Eventually, she sighs deeply. “You know I want you to be happy, Peter. If this is what you want, 
then I'll support you, but I need you to promise me that you won’t let things get out of hand again. 
If Tony or Harley mistreat you, you get out of there without hesitating, and you tell me when 
something, anything bad happens... okay?” 


“Okay. I promise.” For a second, Peter debates whether he should tell May about the proposal, but 
he decides against it. He doesn’t want her to freak out... 


He does tell MJ and Ned, though. Whereas Ned says that he’s extremely happy for Peter, MJ snorts 
so loudly that Peter can only hear a static sound coming out of the speaker for a second. 


“T can’t believe you’ ve forgiven Tony so easily. Did you forget what he did? He chose his fucking 


deadbeat son over you. Honestly, you should’ ve told him to stick that proposal up his ass and get 
lost. He’s not worth it, Peter.” 


Glad that they aren’t doing a video call, Peter rolls his eyes. “That’s easy for you to say. You don’t 
love Tony, but J do. Tony knows how badly he fucked up, and before the sex tape stuff happened, 
everything was wonderful and perfect between us. Well, except for anything related to Harley, but 
he apologized too.” 


“And you believe him?” 


“Yes. You even said it yourself that we might’ ve suspected the wrong person all this time. But 
even if Harley isn’t completely sincere about being sorry, I won’t have to deal with him for a lot 
longer. He will move out soon.” 


After ending the call, Peter and Tony finally meet up in the living room. It’s only then that Peter 
remembers that he forgot to confront MJ about blocking Tony, but it’s probably better to let things 
cool off, first. 


When Peter asks Tony how his calls with his friends went, the older man scrunches up his face. 
“They said they were happy for us, but Nat threatened to rip my balls off if I ever hurt you again.” 


Peter snorts with laughter. “Well... At least May isn’t who you should be worried about most, 
then,” he jokes before being overcome by guilt when he remembers that he never even replied to 
Nat’s kind messages. He really is the worst... 


“Why, what did she say?” Tony asks nervously. The man only dares to breathe a sigh of relief 
when Peter assures him that May will support them. “Thank god. Do you think she will be up for 
dinner next week? Or should I wait a little before inviting her again?” 


“Um... Yeah, maybe give it a couple of, uh, weeks?” Peter admits sheepishly. 


Tony seems a little contrite. “Yeah, maybe we should take it slow. Although... Steve told me to 
invite you to his birthday party on Sunday.” 


“Wait, that’s his birthday party? I thought it was a 4th of July party?” 


“He’s born on 4th of July,” Tony grins. “That’s why he got the nickname “Captain America’ while 
serving in the Navy.” 


Peter giggles. “Well, you can tell “Captain America’ that I'll gladly come. If that’s okay for you 
and for the other guests.” 


“Sure. As I said, they are all happy for us.” 


After calling Nat and apologizing for never replying to her (she says she totally understands and 
that she’s so happy that Peter found it in himself to forgive 'that idiot’), Peter lets Tony give him a 
tour of the mansion. Peter has never been in a house with so many bedrooms before, but what 
impresses him even more is the beautiful garden and the private beach section. 


It’s where they find Harley, chilling under a large sunshade, wearing nothing but sunglasses and 
swim trunks, reading a book. Is this actually happening or... ? 


“Mind if we join you?” Tony asks, smiling when Harley shakes his head. 


“Of course not.” 


While Tony walks back to the house to get their bathing things, Peter sits down in a beach chair 
next to Harley. “What are you reading?” 


The young man lifts his book to show Peter the cover. “Just a thriller. When I’m done with this, 
I’m gonna read the one you gave me for my birthday.” 


“To be honest, I never took you as much of a reader,” Peter admits. 


To his relief, Harley chuckles. “Actually, I was a real bookworm when I was younger. When I 
became a teenager, other things started to interest me more, but now that— I thought I could start 
reading again. And so far, I don’t regret it.” 


“Now that you what?” Peter inquires. He didn’t miss that Harley wanted to say something 
different. 


Harley hesitates. “I deactivated my Instagram account a few days after you did. I lost so many 
followers after the article was posted and got thousands of hateful comments and DMs... And even 
the few pointless brands that used to pay me for promotions terminated our contracts. So, yeah. My 
influencer career has officially gone down the drain.” 


“T’m truly sorry, Harley,” Peter says, who can’t help feeling guilty. “I know how much you wanted 
to do this.” 


Sighing, Harley sits up and takes off his sunglasses, fixing his dark blue eyes on Peter. “I told you 
to please stop apologizing for this. Yes, becoming an influencer was my dream, but those people 
didn’t unfollow me because of you or The Daily Bugle or the asshole who leaked my report. They 
unfollowed me because of what I had done. They are disappointed in me, just like my friends are. 
And the part of me that isn’t a self-absorbed dick actually understands.” 


“Maybe... Maybe you can try to make something good out of this,” Peter suggests. “Once things 
have settled down, you can apologize for what you did and, I don’t know, start doing charity 
campaigns for drug awareness or something like that.” 


Snorting, Harley digs his feet into the sand. “You know, the problem is that people never really 
cared for me that much in the first place. They only ever followed me because I was Tony Stark’s 
son. I always kinda knew that, but I tried to tell myself that it wasn’t true and that I, Harley Keener, 
mattered. But to most people, I didn’t. And... Remember what you said to me after the bathroom 
incident? About us finding out one day if I could really count on those that I called my friends?” 


When Peter nods silently, Harley flashes him a weak smile. “You were right. The only ones who 
haven’t completely ditched me after the article are Gwen and Harry, and they aren’t too happy with 
me either. It really upset me at first, but now I’m trying to tell myself that I don’t need fake friends 
anyways. Not that I blame anyone for being disappointed in me, but not one of them actually cared 
to even ask or confront me about it.” 


Peter doesn’t know what to say to that, but he’s spared an answer when Tony comes back. While 
he does feel really bad for Harley, Peter can’t help but be a tiny bit satisfied that he was right all 
along. 


The three men spend the sunny day going swimming and chilling on the beach. Later in the 
evening, Tony and Peter sit down in the sand to watch the sunset together, just like they did in 
Cuba. 


“T still can’t fucking believed that you proposed to me,” Peter giggles, leaning against Tony, who 


wraps his right arm around Peter’s shoulders even tighter. 


“To be honest, I can’t either,” Tony chuckles. “After Pepper, I never wanted to marry again. Not 
even Steve, who’d given me a broad hint more than once. But with you, everything has been 
different from day one.” 


Smiling, Tony moves his left hand to gently grab Peter’s chin and pulls him in for a kiss. Neither of 
them is surprised when Peter wants to take things further. Even though Tony tries to convince 

Peter that having sex on the beach is way less romantic than it sounds, the younger man doesn’t let 
himself be dissuaded from giving it a try. 


In the end, Peter has to admit that there really are more pleasant things in life than getting sand at 
places where it definitely doesn’t belong, but he doesn’t regret doing it one bit. 


On Wednesday, they have breakfast together with Harley. Peter is relieved that he’s finally able to 
be relaxed around the other man, and as it seems, Harley feels the same way. Yet, when Tony 
suggests going golfing, due to the lack of beach weather, Peter scrunches up his nose. 


“Golfing? That’s like... the rich, old men cliché sport.” 


Whereas Harley bursts out laughing, Tony pouts. “You’re just saying that because you haven’t 
tried it before. And you, stop cackling,” he snaps at Harley, but not without grinning himself. “Tt 
was you who introduced me to golfing a few years ago, remember?” 


“Yeah, because my mom’s ex-boyfriend, another rich, old man, got me into doing it,” Harley 
chuckles before turning to Peter. “I know it sounds boring as fuck, but you should try it. It’s fun.” 


Not wanting to be a bore, Peter eventually agrees. He does have reservations about getting spotted 
together, but Tony assures him that the golf course Harley and he sometimes go to is a very private 
and exclusive course. 


“There are no paparazzi allowed in the whole area, and the other guests are too self-absorbed or too 
famous themselves to care about anyone else. And even if someone talked, would it matter? 
Because if you don’t want to risk anyone knowing that we’re back together just yet, then we can 
stay home and play some pool or something.” 


Or fuck on the pool table... Mentally adding this to his bucket list, Peter grins and shakes his head. 
“T’m generally okay with ‘people’ knowing. I’m just a little concerned about one of them.” Peter 
doesn’t want to say stalker in front of Harley. “But... You know what, I don’t care. He’s about to 
find out anyway, and I’ve been hiding enough the past couple of weeks.” 


Whereas Tony flashes him a proud, yet slightly worried smile, Harley furls his brows in confusion. 
“What, or rather, who are you talking about?” 


“The one who’s messing with us,” Peter says evasively. He doesn’t want Harley to know about the 
roses and creepy cards. 


Half an hour later, Tony and Harley carry their golf equipment out of the mansion. Just when Peter 
wonders how two large bags and three adults will fit into a Lamborghini, Tony leads them into a 
second garage containing an SUV. Since Harley climbs into the backseat without hesitation, Peter 
sits down on the passenger side. As soon as Tony starts the engine, loud hard rock music blasts out 
of the speakers. 


With a snort, Peter turns down the volume and dares to joke, “You know, my ears didn’t mind the 
break-up all that much.” 


“You are extraordinarily bratty today,” Tony growls, eyes sparkling wolfishly. 


Peter’s about to suggest a punishment, when he remembers that Harley is sitting behind them. “I’m 
just being honest,” he says instead, winking at Tony when he scowls. 


“And he’s right,” Harley chimes in from the backseat. “Your taste in music is awful, dad.” 


“Are you two seriously ganging up on me now?” Tony snorts. “These songs are classics. But okay. 
Fine. If you would rather listen to the crap that’s on the radio, so be it.” 


Ignoring Peter’s and Harley’s chuckles, Tony switches to a radio station and drives out of the 
garage. 


As it turns out, golfing isn’t as boring as Peter thought, yet he still doubts that it’Il ever become his 
favorite sport. The best part by far is that it allows Peter to blow off steam; once Tony and Harley 
have managed to teach him how to do a correct swing, Peter puts all the frustration, pain, and 
anger of the last couple of weeks into it, feeling content when the ball flies wide. 


If only he could smack away his problems like that... 


Next morning, while cuddling in bed, Tony suggests doing yet another activity. “Harley found a jet 
ski rental on a beach five miles north. It could be more fun for you than golfing.” Smiling fondly, 
Tony caresses Peter’s right cheek. “Or we stay home and just chill on the beach.” 


“No, jet skiing sounds awesome. Do you, uh, want to go by ourselves or should we ask Harley if he 
wants to tag along?” 


“That’s up to you,” Tony says softly. “I mean, he prompted the idea to me last week, but I’m sure 
he won’t mind if we want to spend some time alone.” 


Peter shrugs his shoulders. “I don’t care if he joins us. We’re really getting along well right now. I 
doubt this will take the whole day anyways, so we’d still have plenty of time for ourselves and... 
for you to show me the pool table and... your cue.” 


“Sure, we can play pool in the afternoon,” Tony smiles, only to frown when Peter rolls his eyes. 
“What? Did I say something wrong?” 


Peter grins. “You’re just really innocent sometimes.” 


“Innocent? What do you- Oh. ” Tony lets out a snorting laugh. “Since when are you that 
adventurous? First the Lambo, then the beach, then the whirlpool yesterday, and now, the pool 
table? What’s gotten into you?” 


“T wished your cock did,” Peter jokes, earning himself a playful smack on his asscheeks that makes 
him yelp. “Ow! What was that for?” 


“For being an ungrateful, needy brat,” Tony growls, rolling himself on top of Peter. “Seems like I 
didn’t spank you hard enough yesterday.” 


“Feel free to try again later tonight.” 


Groaning, Tony dives down for an almost bruising kiss that ends in a rough quicky. 


After taking a shower, they join Harley for breakfast and invite him to go jet skiing with them. 
Hooked, Harley agrees immediately. 


“Td love to. Thanks for asking me.” 


At the beach, Peter almost regrets his decision to come here; there’s a Jot of people at the beach, 
and more than a few turn their heads to stare at them. They haven’t even rented their jet skis yet 
when Tony gets approached for the first time and asked for a photo. 


Telling himself not to worry about it too much, Peter focuses on the instructions the renter gives 
them. Jet skiing is a /Jot more fun than golfing; at first, Peter is very cautious and doesn’t dare to go 
fast, but when the hour comes to an end, he feels brave enough to race Harley and Tony back to the 
rental service. After giving back the jet skies, Harley buys three big ice cream cones for them. 


Back home, they relax on the beach. It’s in the late afternoon that Tony receives a call from the 
firm. He takes a couple of steps away from Harley and Peter, and when he returns, he’s in a really 
bad mood. 


“Seems like we have the worst cyber attack in the history of cyber attacks. A particularely nasty 
DDoS attack incapacitated the main and the backup servers. Quentin and Scott are already working 
on it, but ’'m afraid I have to go to New York.” 


“Do you think this is a coincidence?” Peter asks, trying not to sound too worried. The fact that this 
is happening just a few hours after they were seen by a bunch of people is... suspicious, to say the 
least... 


“T do hope it is just a coincidence,” Tony sighs. “There aren’t any reports about us being on the 
beach so far and... we’ve always had cyber attacks, even before I met you. I doubt that this is the 
work of just one person, and according to what Scott and Quentin told me, this was probably 
planned days, if not weeks, in advance. This is on a whole other level than hacking a single device 
like a StarkPad. But I'll tell the security guard at the gate to be extra careful, just in case. And if I 
take the helicopter, ll be at the tower in about half an hour.” 


Yet, Peter still has a clawing, eerie feeling in his stomach when Tony kisses him goodbye fifteen 
minutes later. “Fly carefully, okay?” 


“Of course, baby,” Tony smiles. “See you later.” 


Together, Harley and Peter watch Tony climb into the helicopter and take off. Harley, who seems 
to sense Peter’s anxiousness, flashes him a soft, reassuring smile. “He’s a very careful flier. Come 
on, let’s go inside and ask Pierre to prepare dinner.” 


But Peter isn’t hungry. Even after Tony texted him that he landed safely, Peter continues to check 
his phone every other minute, expecting yet another shitty article full of lies. He wouldn’t even be 
surprised to find out that someone managed to film them fucking on the beach or something. 


Once the chef and the maid left to go home, Harley asks Peter if he wants to watch a movie with 
him. To calm himself down, Peter agrees, but he doesn’t really pay attention to the screen. 


Half an hour into the movie, the ring of the doorbell makes Peter jump. Alarmed, he looks at 
Harley. “S-Someone’s here.” 


Flashing Peter a confused and slightly sympathetic smile, Harley gets up from the couch. “Relax, 


Peter. If this was a robbery or something, they wouldn’t ring the doorbell. Also, Alejandro is a 
reliable security guard.” Arriving at the entrance door, Harley presses the button for the door’s 
video surveillance system. “If something’s shady, he usually checks in with us before letting— Holy 
shit.” Pupils dilated, Harley looks back at Peter. “It’s the police.” 


The... police? 


Before Peter can wrap his mind around it, Harley has opened the door. “G-Good evening, officers, 
what, uh, w-what can I do for you?” 


Peter’s heartbeat is increasing as he creeps closer to the doorway between the living room and the 
hallway. Did something happen to Tony? 


“Are you Mr. Harley Keener?” a male voice inquires. When Harley affirms, the man asks, “Your 
guard tells us that Mr. Peter Parker is currently residing here. Is this correct?” 


“Um...” Harley glances at Peter from the corner of his eye. “Yeah, but... May I ask what this is 
about?” 


Harley’s forced to move aside when the two officers step through the door and enter the house. 
One of them is almost intimidatingly tall and bulky; he must’ ve gained muscle rather fast because 
his uniform barely even fits him. 


The men’s eyes search the hall for a second before they focus on Peter walking through the 
doorway to their right. “Mr. Parker,” the larger one says once Peter comes to stand next to Harley, 
holding up his badge. “Southampton Police Department. We need to ask you to come to the station 
with us. You too, Mr. Keener.” 


Whereas Peter’s heart drops, Harley gulps. “What for?” 
“We'll tell you once we’re there. Come on.” 


But Harley doesn’t move. “Do you have an arrest warrant? I want to call my lawyer.” He tries to 
sound brave, but Peter can hear his voice shaking a little. 


“This isn’t an arrest, son,” the smaller guy says reassuringly. “We just need to ask you a few 
questions.” 


Because he doesn’t want to let Harley deal with this on his own, Peter gathers his courage and 
asks, “A-About what? Sorry, sirs, but this wouldn’t be the first time that someone made up a lie 
about us in, uh, an effort to ruin our reputation.” 


The first officer forces his lips into a smile. “If that’s the case, then I’m sure it will clear up soon. 
We can’t tell you what this is about because we don’t want you two working out a shared fake 
statement on the way to the station.” 


Feeling uncertain, Harley and Peter exchange a questioning look. “This isn’t a coincidence,” Peter 
quietly tells Harley. “Whoever is to blame for the cyber attack at Stark Industries wanted Tony to 
be gone. They probably called the police the second they heard that he arrived at the firm.” 


“If you don’t come voluntarily, we will come back with an arrest warrant,” the smaller officer 
interrupts, not sounding reassuring anymore. 


Harley swallows thickly. “Alright, we’re coming, but I won't say anything before I've talked to my 
lawyer.” 


But Peter shakes his head. Maybe he's read too many stories of cops tricking people into getting 
questioned without informing them about their rights, but he has a very bad feeling about this. “I- 
I’m calling Tony,” Peter says, turning to go back to the living room to fetch his phone. 


He hasn’t taken a full step yet when he hears Harley screaming. Heart skipping a beat, Peter jumps, 
but he’s barely started to spin around when he feels a sudden, blinding pain at the top of his head 
that sends him flying— 


He’s out cold before he hits the ground. 
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It’s 8:50 p.m. when Tony and his team of tech experts finally manage to gain control of the cyber 
attacks. Exhausted, Tony sends Peter a quick text to tell him that he’s almost on his way back 
home, but before he can leave the office, Quentin approaches him, looking nervous. 


“Tony, can I talk to you for a sec?” 

“Um... To be honest, I really want to head home, but you can call me once ’m—” 

“There’s something I need to tell you in person. Please, Tony, itll only take a couple of minutes.” 
Sighing, Tony agrees. “Fine. Just come up to the helipad with me.” 


Quentin waits until they’re in the elevator before he spits it out. “Jeanne had a relapse. It’s... pretty 
bad.” 


Tony winces a little. “Oh no... I’m so sorry, man. Is she alright?” For the millionth time, Tony 
wonders what kind of mental illness Jeanne is actually suffering from, but just like always, Quentin 
doesn’t open up about it. 


“Not really. I feel like I can't help her anymore because no matter what I do, she always gets sick 
again. And each time, it’s even worse than before.” 


Tony really feels bad for him. “Is this why you've barely been at work the last couple of weeks?” 


“Yeah,” Quentin sighs. “If I hadn't been there for her so much, I would've had to get her 
committed. But... Thing is, we both know it can't go on like this.” Beads of sweat have started to 
appear on Quentin’s forehead, and he pauses to take a deep breath before blurting out, “So we 
decided to move closer to Jeanne's family.” 


The elevator arrives at the rooftop, but Tony doesn’t move. “Her family? In... California?” 


Quentin drops his gaze. “Yes. There’s also an expert living close to them who already treated 
Jeanne when she was a teenager. If he can’t help her, nobody can.” 


“When will you move?” 


“In the next two to three weeks, probably.” 


Tony swallows thickly. Losing Quentin as head of R&D, especially so soon, will be a big setback 
for Stark Industries. “Wow, this... Do you have a new job already?” 


“No. I applied for a couple of jobs in Silicon Valley, and I had a few video interviews, but nothing 
is final yet.” Lifting his head, Quentin flashes Tony an apologetic and regretful look. “I’m sorry, 
Tony. Giving up this job is the last thing I want, but my fiancé’s health is more important.” 


“Don’t worry about it, I totally understand,” Tony says quickly, forcing what he hopes is a 
reassuring smile. “I don’t even want to imagine what you’re going through. Jeanne is very lucky to 
have you.” 


“And I’m lucky to have you as a boss and, more importantly, as a friend.” Quentin’s lips curl into a 
thankful smile. “Thank you for being so understanding.” 


“Of course,” Tony says softly, pressing the button for the elevator doors to open again. “Take care. 
If there’s anything you need, call me. Otherwise, we’ ll see each other on Monday.” 


Forty minutes later, Tony carefully lands the helicopter on the helipad of the mansion. Glad to be 
home, he unlocks the door with his fingerprint, frowning when neither the hall, nor the living room 
are alight. 


“Peter? Harley?” he calls, but is left without a response. Maybe they’re both upstairs... 


But Peter isn’t in the bedroom, and when Tony tries to call his phone, it goes straight to voicemail. 
A little worried, Tony heads to Harley’s room, only hesitating for a second before knocking. It’s 
9:55 p.m., so Harley shouldn’t be asleep yet. When Tony doesn’t get any reaction, he carefully 
turns the door knob and enters his son’s room, only to find it empty as well. What the heck? Are 
they still at the beach or something? 


A pit forms in Tony’s stomach as he tries to call Harley. He feels a tiny bit relieved when it starts 
ringing, and after the fourth beep, the call gets answered. “Hey, where are—” 


“Good evening, Stark.” 
Tony freezes. 


The male voice that came out of the speaker wasn’t Harley’s; it was deep and distorted, making it 
impossible to figure out who it could possibly be. 


Swallowing dryly, Tony asks, “Who are you and... why do you have my son’s phone?” 


The man chuckles; the distorting effect makes it sound so eerie that Tony’s skin breaks out in 
shivers. “You might want to look at the photo I just sent you.” 


“Wait, what— Cut the bullshit and let me speak to my son,” Tony demands crossly. Fear is surging 
through him from head to toe as he desperately tries to keep a clear head. Everything’s fine. This is 
probably just one of Harley’s friends playing a trick on him... 


“Easy, Stark... You don’t want anyone to get hurt, do you?” the man asks as emotionless as 
before. “Look at the photo, but don’t end the call. If you do, you’ ll deeply regret it.” 


No, this... this can’t be happening. 


Moving the phone away from his ear, Tony clicks on the message sent to him from Harley’s 
phone. His hands are shaking so badly that Tony’s afraid he’ll drop it. The second his eyes fall on 
the photo, Tony’s heart stops. 


No. 
Oh god... Please, don’t let this be real... 


Harley... and Peter... Their wrists and legs are tied together with zip ties, and they are squeezed 
into what looks like the trunk of a car, with Peter’s torso and head resting on Harley’s chest. At 
first glance, they’re unharmed, but their eyes are closed, meaning they’re either unconscious or... 


Letting out a choked up sob, Tony’s legs give out; the phone slips from his hands and he barely 
manages to catch it before it falls to the ground. This can’t be real. Ever since his first child was 
born, Tony has lived in constant fear that something like this could happen, but he never actually 
deemed it possible. Tony always assumed these things would only happen in movies or to families 
who weren’t as careful as they were, but never to them. 


The kidnapper speaking again snaps Tony out of it. “If you do as we say, no harm will be done to 
them, and we will return them to you safely. However, if you try to screw us over, they will pay the 
price for it.” 


Even though Tony’s mind is racing, wondering how this could’ ve possibly happened, he knows it 
will have to wait until later. “ll give you anything you want, just please don’t hurt them,” he 
croaks. 


The kidnapper chuckles. ““There’s a lot of things that we want, but first things first. If you call the 
police or inform anyone else about this, we’ ll kill one of the kids to show you how serious we 
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are. 


It was to be expected, but Tony’s stomach still churns. Now, it’ll show if the ransom and 
kidnapping training Tony completes every few years will prove itself useful. 


“T understand. What, um, can I call you, sir?” Tony asks as calmly as possible. 
The man snorts loudly. “I know what you’ re trying to do, so don’t bother.” 


“Okay, I just thought it would be better if I didn’t have to dub you ‘creepy voice’ in my head,” 
Tony tries, but when the man shows no sign of finding this funny, Tony becomes deadly serious. 
“Look, sir... I’m not stupid. I won’t alert or talk to anyone. I will do exactly what you want me to 
do, and in return, you will give me your word that you won’t hurt Harley or Peter. Deal?” After all, 
kidnappers usually don’t want to harm their hostages... right? 


“Sounds good,” the kidnapper says. “However, people in your situation still tend to do stupid 
things, so you have to understand that we can’t just trust you blindly.” The man pauses for a second 
before commanding, “Go to your living room. You’ll find glasses and a necklace in the drawer of 
the coffee table. Put them on.” 


So, Peter and Harley must’ve been taken from inside the house... What happened to Alejandro? 
Did the kidnappers k##4him knock him out or did they manage to slip past him somehow? 


If it weren’t for the adrenaline rushing through Tony’s veins, he wouldn’t have been able to get up 
and walk down the stairs into the hall and living room. Alert, he lets his eyes roam, but everything 
looks in order; no blood, no signs of a fight or a break-in, nothing. When Tony opens the drawer, 
his stomach churns once more; the necklace and glasses look like the expensive spy cams from 


Hammer Industries. 


The moment Tony puts them on, his suspicion is confirmed. “Perfect,” the kidnapper says; he 
must’ ve watched Tony putting them on. “In case you don’t know what those are: they are highly 
advanced spy cams. They allow us to watch your every step and make sure you don’t talk to 
anyone about this or try to find other ‘creative ways’ to alert the feds. Don’t take them off at any 
time, and don’t try to disturb the signal. Or else—” 


“I know,” Tony hisses. Since his legs are still trembling terribly, he sits down on the couch. “T 
already told you that I'll do anything you want. Just...” His head is pounding painfully. “Please let 
me speak to them. I need to know they’re okay.” 


“They’re sleeping peacefully right now. You’ll get a vital sign when the time is right. Until then, 
get us the things that we want.” 


Tony’s heart is beating faster when the man pauses yet again. “Whatever it is, I’m sure [ll find a 
way to get it for you,” Tony says, trying to win the kidnapper’s trust. “Nothing is more important 
to me than Harley and Peter’s well-being.” 


“Tn that case, I’m sure it won’t be a problem for you to fulfil our demands. We want 20 million in 
cash, 10 million in BitCoin, as well as the full records of the Stark Industry customer database and 
the infinite energy source you've been working on." 


Tony’s breath catches in his throat. How do they know about the arc reactor? The only people who 
know about it are the directors of the board because Tony told them three months ago that he had 
secretly been working on a clean, infinite energy source for almost five years. He hasn't even told 
his family or friends about it yet. 


Fuckfuckfuckfuck. 


The problem with the arc reactor is that — if it proves itself viable — it's simply invaluable and 
could be used for literally anything... for good and for bad things. Tony doesn’t even want to think 
what it could do if it fell into the wrong hands and was used for weapons or something equally bad. 
It's the main reason why Tony and his board of directors haven't gone public with it yet and only 
meant for it to be used with a new AI robot that Tony and some of the other departments have 
started to develop recently. 


Hoping to bait the kidnappers to accept more money, Tony offers, “H-How about I give you an 
additional 80 million in cash instead of the customer database and the, uh, energy source?” Tony’s 
request is met with silence. “Or... 100 million?” 


“The amount of love you have for your son and boyfriend is really impressive,” the kidnapper 
snarls, sending a wave of panic through Tony’s veins. 


“N-No, it’s just— It won’t take me long to get the money, but the other things are— it’s 
complicated.” 


“Stop trying to bullshit us. The energy source is worth more than the additional money you 
offered, and there’s no amount of money that would make up for the customer database. You have 
48 hours to fulfill all of our requirements. Don’t mess this up.” 


“W-Wait—” Tony says panicky, but the line goes dead. 


48 hours? Sobbing in earnest, Tony buries his face in his hands. Never before has he ever felt so 
helpless; so useless. What’s the point of being one of the richest and smartest men in the world if 


your loved ones are at the mercy of dangerous criminals, who seem to have planned this for god 
knows how long? 


Head becoming light, Tony can hear a faint ringing in his ears and his vision begins to tunnel. The 
mental image of Peter and Harley tied up in the trunk is dancing in front of his eyes, and before he 
knows it, he throws up all over the coffee table and carpet. 


If only he hadn’t left... Its now evident that the kidnappers were behind the cyber attack, making 
sure that Tony would be gone when they tried to get their hands on Peter and Harley. Peter was 
right in assuming that this wasn’t a coincidence; only that it didn’t have anything to do with... the 
stalker... 


Tony swallows thickly. 
Is there any chance that Peter’s stalker isn’t actually a stalker? 


But... no. This doesn’t make any sense... Why would a bunch of blackmailers leak sex tapes and 
personal information to the media? And, on top of that, send Peter roses? Since Tony was never 
met with blackmail demands, the publishing of the sex tape most likely had personal reasons... 
Which means that the kidnapping is completely unrelated to whoever has been messing with Peter, 
Harley, and Tony for so long... 


The vibration of his phone snaps Tony out of it. It’s a new text from Harley’s phone. ‘You should 
clean up the vomit before it dries.’ 


It’s a creepy reminder that they’re going to be watching his every step from now on. Even though 
Tony doesn’t give a shit about anyone seeing him naked, he decides to explore his options. ‘What 
happens when I need to use the bathroom?’ 


The answer is an incoming call. Seems like someone has a short fuse... 
Hoping that he didn’t already fuck it up, Tony nervously picks up. “I was just—” 


“Don’t test our patience, Stark. If you don’t want us to cut off your boyfriend’s cock, you better 
make sure we can watch you at any given moment. During the night, put the glasses on your 
nightstand, facing the bed. The batteries of the gadgets should last long enough, but if we tell you 
to charge them, plug them in, sit down in front of the camera lense, and show us your hands. We’ re 
also gonna send you a Trojan to monitor your phone activities. And just for the record, don’t 
bother to check your surveillance videos. We crashed your whole system before it could’ ve 
recorded anything.” 


With that, the man ends the call again. A few seconds later, Tony does indeed get sent a suspicious 
looking link that, after clicking, seems to download and execute an application infiltrating Tony’s 
phone. It shows once more that the people Tony is dealing with aren’t amateurs; they know exactly 
what they’re doing. 


Bottom lip quivering, Tony calls up the photo from earlier. He doesn’t even want to imagine how 
scared Peter and Harley were when they were taken, and even more so, how panicked they will be 
once they wake up and realize that they got kidnapped... 


Dissolving into fresh tears, the man drops the phone, wishing it was him who was tied up in that 
trunk. No matter what, he needs to cooperate and hope for the best. 


Anything else is too horrible to even think about... 


When Harley wakes up, his head feels heavy and his tongue is dry. Everything around him is dark 
and silent, and at first, Harley thinks he might have had one too many drinks and is suffering from 
a bad hangover. However, once he realizes that he’s sitting on a hard, cold floor and that he’s 
unable to move his hands, the memories slowly come back to him. 


The cops... Peter... Harley remembers how shocked he was when the shorter one of the two 
officers suddenly pulled out his gun and brought it down on Peter’s head, smacking him into 
unconsciousness. Not even a second later, the taller guy was aiming his gun straight at Harley’s 
head, ordering him to lie on the ground, face down. It all happened so fast that Harley can’t 
remember any details, but after he’d laid down, they grabbed his right arm and — most likely — 
injected something into his veins that knocked him out. 


He got kidnapped. 
They got kidnapped. 
Peter... Oh god, Peter! 


Panicking, Harley yanks and pulls at his hands, trying to get them free; they are tied to a cold, 
metalloid object that could be a thin pipe, but no matter how hard he tries, the tape (it feels sticky 
and makes a quiet rustling sound when he moves and twists his hands) doesn’t rip. 


Tears are streaming down his cheeks when Harley opens his mouth. “H-Hello?” he croaks. “P-P- 
Peter?” 


But Harley’s met with silence. Gathering all his courage, he tries to yell, but his voice immediately 
cracks, most likely due to the dryness in his throat. Hopefully, Peter is okay... Even if Harley’s 


Se for Peter hadn’t oars in the last ae of ae ianeiaet beat 


souldye stil been worried sick aches now. 


As Harley’s sitting there in the darkness, he slowly starts to breathe faster; he feels as though he 
couldn’t pump enough air into his lungs. Is he running out of air? Does this room even have a fresh 
air supply? Is this how he’s going to die? Tied to a pipe, doomed to suffocate miserabl— 


Harley winces when all of a sudden, the light gets turned on. His heart skips a beat, but at least the 
shock ripped him out of his looming panic attack. Eyes screwed shut, Harley carefully opens his 
lids, trying to slowly adjust his eyes to the sudden brightness. 


“H-Hello?” he tries again, and this time, he’s met with a silent groaning in front of him. Forcing 
his eyes open, Harley blinks a few times and squints, gasping when he sees— 


Peter. He’s lying on the plain mattress of a single, metal-framed bed standing against the wall 
opposite of Harley; naked, except for his underwear. There’s tape wrapped around Peter’s ankles, 
and, presumably, around his hands as well, which Harley can’t see because he’s facing Peter’s 
front. The teenager doesn’t seem to be awake, but he’s stirring. 


Harley takes a second to inspect the tiny room; he is indeed tied to the pipe of a small, inactive 
radiator attached to the wall. The walls and grounds are made of concrete, making Harley think 
they’re in some kind of basement... There is no window; the only source of light is a naked bulb 
hanging from the ceiling. Apart from the bed, there’s a toilet and a sink on the right wall next to 
Harley. The left wall has a robust looking door; it doesn’t have a handle, but it does have 
something that looks like a fingerprint scan. 


Focusing his attention back on Peter, Harley tries to wake him up. “Peter, w-wake up... please.” To 
make more sound, he lifts his leg and stretches it as long as he can. The room is so small that he’s 
able to touch the metal frame of the bed with the tip of his shoe, but it’s still too far to kick it. 
Instead, Harley stomps on the ground, repeating the action a total of five times until Peter groans 
again and slowly opens his eyes. 


The first thing Peter sees is Harley sitting on a dirty concrete floor, looking extremely frightened. 
Harley’s eyes almost pop out of his head, and he’s visibly shaking when he asks Peter, “A-Are you 
okay?” 


Dazed, Peter grunts and turns around, only to find that he’s trying to roll onto his hands, which isn’t 
exactly comfortable. Why can’t he move them? He’s tired and wants to sleep. But... he’s so cold 
and... where is his blanket and pillow? His head fucking hurts and ... what even is this place, and 
how did he get here? Where’s Tony? Once Peter realizes that his legs are oddly glued together, he 
looks down at his body. Why is he almost naked and... why is there tape wrapped around his— 


The memories hit Peter like a freight train. Two officers came to the house and wanted Peter and 
Harley to come to the station with them. Peter turned to go fetch his phone, but then he... got 
knocked out? Why would two policemen— 


They weren’t policemen. That’s why they were acting so oddly. The way they moved and talked... 
The barely fitting uniform... Why didn’t Peter question it earlier? 


Feeling panic spreading through his veins, Peter twists and turns until he’s facing Harley again. He 
quickly scans the room, but apart from the bed, a toilet, a sink, and a robust looking door with a 
fingerprint scan, there’s nothing there. 


““W-Where are we? What... What happened?” 


“T don’t know where we are,” Harley says desperately. “I woke up a few minutes ago... All I know 
is that the shorter officer knocked you out and that the other held a gun in my face. They forced me 
to lie down and injected me with something. That’s all I remember.” 


Peter’s stomach churns. They got kidnapped. 

“T... don’t think they were the police,” Peter points out. 

Harley blanches. “But... Oh god.” 

““W-Why do you think they took us?” Peter asks. Is the stalker behind this? 


However, what Harley suggests sounds a lot more plausible. “Probably blackmail. Dad forced the 
whole family to do a ransom and kidnapping training a while ago, and what I remember is that 
whatever happens, we need to try and stay calm. Kidnappers don’t necessarily want to hurt their 
hostages, even less so if we try to win their trust and sympathy. They usually release the hostages 
once they’ve gotten what they want. Dad won’t do anything to risk us getting hurt, I’m sure of it. 
He’ ll cooperate.” 


But Peter doesn’t know how to stay calm when he’s tied up on a bed wearing nothing but his 
underwear. Why did they strip him of his clothes? Did they... take a look at him? 


“We... We can’t just do nothing,” Peter pants, feeling his chest tightening. “What if they want to 
h-hurt us anyways? Or what if they already got what they wanted and just put us in here until we 
wake up and are able to free ourselves? We need to try and get out of here.” 


Harley bites down on his bottom lip. “That’s... actually a good point. Um. I-I already tried to get 
free, but the tape is too strong. Can you try to stand up and kneel down in front of me, maybe? I 
can try to chew through your tape.” 


Peter’s about to nod when— 

“Don’t waste your breath,” comes an amused voice from the door. 
The door leading into the room has soundlessly slid open, revealing— 
Peter’s breath hitches. 


The man looking down at them with a pleased smirk on his face is no other than Quentin Beck. 


He’s waited so long for this. 


When Peter was appointed to Quentin’s team back in January, it didn’t take long for Quentin to get 
infatuated with the smart, lonely boy from Queens. Since Peter always claimed that he was single, 
Quentin decided to be cautious and not risk scaring the teen off by approaching him too 
aggressively. Not only is Quentin 17 years older than Peter, but he didn’t even know if the boy was 
gay or not; not to mention that that Quentin himself had gone to great lengths to remain in the 
closet for all his life. Therefore, Quentin’s plan was to take things slowly and, after a few weeks of 
getting to know Peter as his boss, cautiously befriend the teenager over time. 


That’s why Quentin saw red when Harley told him that Peter was in a relationship, and not with 
just some random guy Quentin could get rid off easily, but with Tony of all people. All of his 
future plans, all of the waiting... it had been for nothing. It’s not that Quentin had never liked Tony. 
For five years, they were very good friends, but when Tony refused to promote Quentin to 
chairman last November without any proper reason, Quentin secretly started to dislike the man. 
Finding out that Tony didn’t only take away Quentin’s chance to move up the ladder, but also his 
chance to get together with the love of his life as well... And that was the last straw that broke the 
camel’s back. 


Fortunately, Harley — the spoiled simp — trusted Quentin blindly and let him in on his plans to 
break Tony and Peter up. Harley might have claimed that he only wanted Tony and Peter to break 
up for Tony’s sake, but Quentin was able to look through Harley’s real intentions from the 
beginning. After all, Quentin knows what it’s like to be secretly in love with someone... Sure, it 
wasn’t great to find out that yet another person was trying to get their dirty hands on Peter, but it 
was the perfect opportunity for Quentin to pull the strings and manipulate someone else into doing 
all the dirty work without even realizing it. 


However, Tony’s and Peter’s relationship managed to withstand more than Quentin expected. No 
matter how many obstacles Harley and he put in Tony’s and Peter’s way, they managed to remove 
it. And then, Harley caved in because he claimed to Jove Peter and that he didn’t want to hurt 
someone he loved. 


Bull. Shit. 


Sometimes, you need to ‘hurt’ the person you love in order to make things better. Just like Jeanne 
had to be ‘silenced’ after she’d caught Quentin cheating with that male escort six years ago... 


Knowing that Quentin would be on his own after Harley had caved in, he decided to spice things 
up and send the sex tape not just to the DailyBugle, but to the NYPD as well. Even though Tony 
managed to wriggle his ass out of the affair and ended up not blaming Peter for the video and his 


arrest, the damage inflicted to Tony’s reputation was a small win for Quentin. 


Since Tony still trusted Peter after the sex tape, Quentin had to try to find yet another way to tear 
them apart. The Trojan that Quentin installed all those months ago on Tony’s phone turned out to 
be very useful for that. Not only did it allow Quentin to listen to Tony’s discussions and fights with 
Peter, he also gained access to Harley’s MIT report that Peter sent Tony. 


When leaking the report finally led to success, Quentin tried to show Peter that there were plenty of 
other fish in the sea, and that he was worthy of someone who wouldn’t let him down. But instead 
of being open-minded and excited about it, it seemed to scare Peter off. Luckily for Quentin, the 
police didn’t even bother to check the flowers Quentin had dropped off at Peter’s home because if 
they had found the small bugging device Quentin molded into the bottom of the vase, they 
probably would’ ve taken Peter’s report about being ‘stalked’ a little more seriously. 


After talking Tony into dismissing Peter, Quentin thought he’d have all the time in the world to get 
closer to the boy. Trying to force Peter to ask him for help by taking away all his other job options, 
Quentin prompted J. Jonah Jameson to publish yet another article. From that moment on, Quentin 
followed Peter — or had him followed — everywhere he went, making sure to catch him at the 
perfect time. 


And at first, his plan worked perfectly. After saving Peter from the men he’d paid to ‘harass’ the 
teen, Quentin intended to invite Peter to his house for dinner. However, when Peter suggested 
going to the diner at the other side of the street, Quentin was forced to change his plan to driving 
Peter home and confessing his love there. He didn’t see it as a setback, though... If Peter had 
rejected Quentin, the man would’ve simply sedated the boy and taken him to the basement 
anyways. 


But, just when Quentin was about to make his move, Tony had to appear out of thin air and ruin 
everything. Again. 


But it doesn’t matter anymore... In fact, Peter and Tony getting back together gave Quentin a new 
and better idea. Once Peter had gone missing, Harley would’ ve become too dangerous for Quentin 
anyways. He knew too much... So, Quentin decided to not only take Peter, but Harley as well. It 
also gave Quentin the opportunity to squeeze some ransom money out of Tony; including the 
highly secret energy source Tony had told his board about a few months ago. 


And this time, everything went just as it should: Luring Tony to the firm; Quentin's men 
overpowering the two Southampton policemen; tricking Tony’s guard by appearing in the stolen 
police car, wearing the stolen uniforms, and showing him the police badges... Now, Quentin is 
only a few steps away from getting everything he ever wanted and that he worked so hard to get. 


Plus, even more. 


As Quentin stares at Peter’s shocked face, Bambi eyes widened in fear and surprise, his pants 
tighten uncomfortably. 


Finally. 
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“You two should see your faces,” Quentin chuckles after a few moments of silence, stepping 
through the door so it can close behind him. “Aren’t you happy to see me?” 


No, this... this doesn’t make any sense, Peter thinks desperately. Quentin is one of Tony’s best 
friends. Why would he kidnap them? He’s always been so nice to Peter, especially after... 


... Oh god. 


All the inappropriate and creepy as fuck things Quentin said to Peter... the fact that he constantly 
tried to ‘befriend’ him... the sheer unbelievable job he offered... how he insisted on driving Peter 
home and coming upstairs where he wanted to tell him something ... and not to mention, all the 
insider information Quentin had about Tony, Harley, and about Peter... 


How could he have been so fucking stupid?! 


The guy who sent him the roses and tried to frame Peter for leaking the sex tape... it wasn’t just 
some guy from Quentin’s team, it was— 


“You. I-It was you,” Peter whimpers, trying to sit up with his tied legs and hands, but failing. “Y- 
You were the one who was messing with us.” 


Whereas Harley just gasps, Quentin snorts. His piercing blue eyes bore into Peter’s soul. “I wasn’t 
messing with you. I was trying to open your eyes, Peter.” Jaw clenching, Quentin slowly 
approaches them. “I wanted you to realize that Tony wasn’t worth it. All the public attention, the 
hate, the humiliation... the fact that he didn’t even trust you... But instead of being grateful for 
being freed of him and moving on, you decided to fucking crawl back into his arms.” 


Peter curses himself for being so blind and not telling Tony about Quentin’s creepy compliments 
and the ‘too good to be true’ job offer. Why didn’t he tell him? Instead, Peter even assured Tony 
that Quentin was only in his apartment because had to use the toilet... 


“W-Wait, what— I don’t understand,” Harley stutters from the floor, eyes widened. “Why do you— 
You need to help us, Quentin.” 


A knot tightens in Peter’s chest. Harley is in denial... He thought Quentin was one of the only 
friends he had left, so it’s only reasonable that he can’t wrap his mind around what’s happening. 


Shaking his head in disbelief, Quentin looks down at Harley snidely. “Sometimes it’s really hard to 
believe how fucking stupid and naive you are. Don’t you get it? I played you, Harley. I couldn’t 
have cared less about your stupid teenage crush.” 


Wait, what? 
Harley had a crush on Quentin? 
“What crush are you talking about?” Peter asks, feeling an odd shiver running down his spine. 


Looking at Harley with a nasty grin, Quentin asks, “Do you want to tell Peter or should I?” 
Without waiting for a response, Quentin focuses his gleaming eyes back on Peter. “Harley has the 
hots for you.” 


No. 
Please... no! 


A strange ringing starts to sound in Peter’s ears. From afar, he can hear Harley sharply drawing the 
air into his lungs. Breaking into a cold sweat, Peter shakes his head. This can’t be true, can it? It 
doesn't make any fucking sense. 


But... if it isn't true, then why isn’t Harley denying it? 


Unable to bury his face in his hands due to his tied hands, Peter screws his eyes shut, refusing to 
look at any of the other two men; especially Harley. As much as Peter wants it to be wrong, it 
actually would explain some of the young man’s behavior... Like Harley sending him the follow 
request on Instagram before he even found out about Peter and Tony... Or him cracking those 
awful flirty 'jokes' the day they first met. And... the fact that he sometimes stared at Peter with that 
odd look in his eyes... 


“You should’ve seen how jealous and desperate he was,” Quentin interrupts Peter’s thoughts, voice 
mocking. “Harley couldn’t deal with seeing his dad dating the boy he liked, so he got obsessed 
with the idea of breaking you two up. He didn’t even stop short of recording you getting railed by 
his daddy and leaking it to the Bugle.” 


At this, Peter lets out a distressed sob. So it was Harley who did this to them. 


Harley speaking for the first time since Quentin dropped the bomb makes Peter open his tearfilled 
eyes. 


“T didn’t leak the video,” Harley whispers tearfully, glaring at Quentin with disgust in his eyes. 
“You know that I had a change of heart about it. I tried to stop it, but you... y-you set me up, didn’t 


you? You never talked to your friend or tried to call it off.” 
Oh god... it was Harley and Quentin. Two of the handful of people that Tony trusted the most. 


“What friend?” Quentin snorts. “I don’t have a friend at The Bugle. Everything they published 
about Tony and Peter came from me. Including your school report.” 


Harley gasps. “That was you? But how... how did—” 


“Don’t tell me you've already forgotten about the Trojan.” Turning to Peter, Quentin explains, 
“When Harley wanted to expose your relationship to the public, we implanted a Trojan on Tony’s 
phone so that we could listen to your conversation during dinner.” 


It really was them all along... All of it... 
Whereas Peter shuts his eyes in horror once again, Harley whimpers, “You never deactivated it?” 


Quentin snorts disdainfully. “Are you crazy? Of course not. Until Tony smashed his phone two 
weeks ago, I had access to his microphone and all of his data. It was the perfect opportunity to 
gather vital information about board meetings and secret projects that I wasn’t being told anything 
about. Also... It helped me find out that my good friend actually thinks of me as a drama queen.” 


“But why? Why did you do all this?” Harley cries. 


“You still don’t get it?” Sighing, Quentin sits down at the end of the bed. Wriggling, Peter tries to 
get as far as away from the man as possible, but he doesn’t get far. Addressing Harley as though he 
was speaking to a child, Quentin says, “You aren’t the only one who is in love with Peter.” 


Even then it takes Harley a few more seconds to understand what Peter has already figured out 
minutes ago. 


“W-Wait, you... you love him too? Since when are you gay and... What about Jeanne?” 


Before Quentin can respond, Peter explodes. “L-Love ? What the fuck is wrong with you two?” he 
yells, voice cracking. “Neither of you Jove me! You’re... two f-fucking psychopaths who have no 
fucking idea what Jove even is! You t-tried to destroy my relationship with someone who actually 
loves me and... who trusted you!" Pausing because of the tears clogging his throat, Peter glares at 
Harley, croaking, "H-How can you do this to your own father?” 


“There’s nothing I regret more than what I did in the past four months,” Harley cries, flashing Peter 
a pleading, desperate look. “I realized how fucking despicable I’d been acting when we had that 
talk at the zoo. I know it doesn’t change what I did, but from that moment on, I tried to change 
myself. That’s why I didn’t want to stand in dad’s way when he wanted to make up with you.” 


But Peter doesn’t want to hear excuses. “And before that talk, you thought you were justified in 
trying to sabotage my relationship and ruin my life?” 


“No, I...” Swallowing, Harley bites down on his bottom lip. “Yes. At least, I tried to tell myself that 
I was justified. It hurt so much to... to s-see you with dad. I couldn’t take it. I... I never had 
feelings for someone like I had for you.” 


All of this is so horrible, so completely insane, that Peter doesn’t even know what to say. Before 
Tony, nobody even cast an eye at him, and half a year later here he is, tied up in some fucking 
basement and forced to listen to not just one, but two fucking lunatics confessing their phantom 
love to him. 


“You need help, Harley,” Peter mumbles after a short pause. “ Both of you.” Flickering his eyes to 
Quentin, Peter sniffs. “P-Please, Quentin... I know you’re, uh, a g-good person. This isn’t really 
you, so if you... if you let us go, then we can all just m-move on from this and forget it ever 
happened. Nobody has to know anything. Please. ” 


Unfazed, Quentin crosses his legs. “You don’t expect me to be that stupid, do you? Also, I already 
called Tony and told him my ransom demands. If he loves you two as much as he claims, then ’m 
going to be a very rich man soon.” 


Huh? Peter’s mind begins to whirl. This doesn’t add up... If Quentin kidnapped them for ransom, 
then where does all the ‘I did this for you because I love you’-crap come from? 


“So... You’re going to let us go?” Harley chimes in, sounding hopeful. 


“That depends on Tony’s cooperation. The two men who took you are watching his every move 
for me. If he fucks it up, they’ II tell me immediately.” 


However, Peter doesn’t believe Quentin. “You shouldn’t expect us to be that stupid either. If you 
had planned to let us go, you wouldn’t have told us any of this.” Even though he tries not to, Peter 
dissolves into tears. “O-Once you have the money, y-you’re going to k-kill us.” 


Harley lets out a broken sob; Quentin hisses, “Do you think ’m a fucking monster? I Jove you, 
Peter. Killing you is the last thing I want. And Harley... even though he’s a stupid, spoiled brat, I 
do care for him. He’s the closest I ever had to a nephew or... a little brother.” Eyes narrowing, 
Quentin looks at Harley, who has started trembling violently. “No. There are other ways to make 


sure that Tony will never find out about me after I let you go. But I can’t spoil all the surprises, can 
I?” 


Without any warning, Quentin stands up, startling his two captives. “Tony asked me for a vital 
sign. I'll be back in a sec. Don’t go anywhere.” Chuckling, he goes to the door and unlocks it with 
his finger, leaving Peter and Harley alone. 


As soon as the door has closed, Harley starts sobbing in earnest. “I-I’m s-so sorry, Peter, I didn’t 
realize that—” 


“Don’t fucking talk to me,” Peter spits. “D-Don’t you even dare...” 


To his relief, Harley does indeed shut up. Ignoring Harley’s sobs, Peter puts all his strength into 
trying to free himself, but there’s way too many layers of duct tape to rip them. If only he could try 
to bite them through... Not wanting to rely on Harley for help, Peter twists and turns until he 
somehow manages to sit on his calves and knees. Even though it took most of his strength already, 
he bends and stretches in an effort to move his hands past his bottom. In movies, this always looks 
so easy... However, his hands are tied too tightly, and the tied legs seem to make it impossible. 
After a few more minutes of struggling, Peter gives up, panting and sweating as though he just ran 
a marathon. 


“L-Let me help you,” Harley offers quietly. “Please, Peter... If you get to me, I'll try to bite 
through the tape around your hands.” 


Accepting that he can’t do it without Harley, Peter carefully tries to skid to the edge of the bed on 
his knees, but the soft mattress makes him lose his balance quickly. With a groan, he falls back on 
the mattress, leaving him no other choice than to roll to the edge of the bed. Closing his eyes, Peter 
pulls himself together and rolls down the mattress. Crying out, he lands hard on the concrete floor, 
pain shooting up his spine. 


“Are you okay?” 


Ignoring Harley’s question, Peter grits his teeth and makes a move to try and get back on his knees. 
However, he’s barely started to move when, from the corner of his eye, he can see the basement 
door sliding open. 


Fuck. 


“What do you think you’re doing?” Growling threateningly, Quentin marches forward with big 
steps and grabs Peter by his hair. Peter screams when he gets pulled up and thrown back onto the 
bed. “Nice try, but not good enough.” 


Taking a few deep breaths as if to calm himself down, Quentin looks from Peter to Harley. With an 
odd glimmer in his eyes, the man pulls a phone out of the bag he brought with him and crouches 
down in front of Harley. 


“As I said before I left, Tony asked for a vital sign. We should give him one, don’t you think?” 
“Um... I-I don’ t- S-Sure?” the young man stutters, brows wrinkled in worry and confusion. 


“You know, I do feel a little bad for doing this to you,” Quentin says in a bittersweet voice. “So, I 
thought of a way to make it up to you. How about I give you what you’ ve been craving?“ 


Harley’s bottom lip quivers. “W-What do you m-mean?” 
With the sweetest, fakest smile Peter has ever seen, Quentin says, “Why don’t we send Tony a 


video of you fucking Peter?” 


For a few seconds, nobody speaks. Shocked to the core, Harley and Peter gape at Quentin until the 
man seems to lose his patience. “What’s the matter? After all those months of jerking off to the 
idea of fucking him, you’re now hesitating?” 


“You... You can’t be serious,” Harley whimpers, stomach churning at the panicked, hiccupped 
breaths coming from Peter. 


“T am.” Quentin smiles. “If you want him, he’s all yours.” 
Disgusted, Harley shakes his head. “You’re f-fucking sick.” 
Unfazed, Quentin shrugs his shoulders. “That leaves more for me.” 


“No!” Harley screams, heart leaping into his throat as Quentin gets up and starts to move towards 
Peter. 


“Seems like Tony has to wait a little for his vital sign, huh?” The man says with a mean grin. 


Trembling worse than ever, Peter tries to get away, tears spilling as he chokes out, “Th-This isn't 
funny, Quentin.” 


Huffing, Quentin puts the phone back into the bag and takes out a bottle of lube instead. “Oh, I 
wasn’t serious. I would've never let Harley fuck you. It’s bad enough already that Tony besmirched 
you with his filth.” Unbuckling his belt, Quentin climbs onto the mattress. “I’ve waited so long for 
this, Peter. Ever since I first laid eyes on you.” 


*k*T rigger Warnings*** (Start) 
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Rolling on his back, Peter brings up his tied legs to kick Quentin, but the man catches them with 
ease. "N-No, you— Get your fucking hands off me!" Peter yelps, struggling with all his might. 


Feeling helpless, Harley desperately yanks at his restraints, but he's forced to watch Quentin 
manhandle Peter onto his stomach and hold him down by pressing his left knee into Peter’s lower 
back. 


“S-STOP!” Harley screams once Quentin grabs the hem of Peter’s underwear. “Please, I... I-Pll 
sleep with you!” 


“What?” Frowning, Quentin halts, staring at Harley with wide eyes. 


“Fuck me instead of him. Please! You can do whatever you want with me, but please don’t hurt 
Peter.” 


Whereas Peter lifts his head as much as he can, staring at Harley fearfully, Quentin throws back his 
head and laughs. “I’m really flattered, but what was it you once said about Peter?” Stopping his 
laugh at once, Quentin clenches his jaw. “Sorry, Harley, but I have high standards, and you don’t 
fulfill them. Not even close.” 


“Please, Quentin, I'll give you anything you want,” Harley begs on Peter’s behalf. 


Quentin’s voice is as cold as his eyes. “Too bad that this is what I want. No, Harley... You watched 
your daddy fuck Peter, and now, you’re gonna watch me make love to him. ” 


With one swift motion, Quentin yanks down Peter’s boxers. Breaking into panicked sobs, Peter 
starts to thrash around as much as he can with his tied limps, trying to throw Quentin off. 


“P-Please, don’t, Quentin, please, d-don’t do this, please l-let me—’ The rest of Peter’s desperate 
pleading gets cut off by Quentin forcing three fingers into his mouth, making him choke. 


“Come on, sweetheart, suck... Get them all wet for your new daddy. I don’t think you want me to— 
OW!” Howling in pain, Quentin tries to pull his fingers out of Peter’s mouth, but the boy is biting 
down hard. 


Go, Peter! 


However, Harley’s joy vanishes as quickly as it came. With a furious roar, Quentin fists his free 
left hand into Peter’s hair and yanks his head up. Peter cries out in anguish, consequently allowing 
Quentin to pull his bloody fingers out of Peter’s mouth. 


“You fucking bitch!” Seething with anger, Quentin lets go of Peter’s head and raises his left fist— 


Harley quickly shuts his eyes, but Peter’s screams and the sound of Quentin’s fist connecting with 
the side of Peter’s face — once, twice, thrice — are ringing in his ears. When Harley can hear 
Quentin getting off the bed, he squints through his lids and sees Quentin rummaging in his bag. 


“You know, I wanted to be nice and gentle,” Quentin mutters under his breath, taking out a roll of 
duct tape and a knife, “but if you want it the hard way, that’s fine with me too.” 


Returning to the bed, Quentin grabs Peter by the chin. 


The boy can’t do anything but whimper feebly. “P-Please, don’t...” 


Ignoring the blood that’s running down Peter’s nose and from his busted lip, Quentin puts three 
stripes of tape over Peter’s mouth. Letting Peter’s head fall back on the mattress, the man then uses 
the knife to cut off Peter’s boxers and the tape around his ankles. Grabbing the bottle of lube, 
Quentin climbs back onto the mattress and maneuvers Peter onto his back. Ignoring Peter’s 
muffled grunts and sobs, Quentin forces Peter’s legs apart and pulls down his own pants— 


Averting his gaze, Harley gives it one last try. “If you really loved Peter, you wouldn’t do that to 
him,” he whispers. 


Quentin snorts. “Look who’s talking.” 
Feeling fury and guilt rush through him, Harley spits, “If you do this, [ll fucking kill you.” 
“Don’t let me stop you.” 


A moment later, Quentin’s moan and Peter’s muffled cry of pain make Harley screw his eyes shut 
in horror. Quentin really did it. And he didn’t even prep Peter... 


“That’s what you get for being a fucking cunt,” Quentin hisses, chuckling nastily when Peter 
screams yet again. “God, your ass is tight... No wonder Tony tried to get you back.” 


Harley wishes he could cover not just eyes, but his ears as well. The sounds ripped from Peter’s 
gagged mouth are so excruciating that Harley can’t help but retch; it takes all his effort not to throw 


up. 
God, he’s so despicable. 


Peter is the one getting raped... he’s the one in pain ... And Harley is too much of a coward to 
even look at it. Not that he should ; he wants to spare Peter that humiliation, at least, but Harley 
can’t help despising himself more than ever. This is all his fault. Without him, Peter wouldn’t be in 
this situation. 


Harley should be the one getting tortured, not Peter. 


Once more, Harley tries to get free. In the ransom and kidnapping training, they taught him how to 
get out of duct tape, but the method would require his hands to be in the front of his body, not tied 
to a pipe behind his back, so all his efforts are for nothing. Therefore, the only thing Harley can do 
is start desperate mantras of ‘Please-Quentin-stop' and 'please-let-him-go-please’, but Quentin 
completely ignores him. 


For a while, the only things Harley hears are Peter’s sobs, Quentin’s moans and grunts, the 
squeaking of the mattress, and the sound of skin slapping against skin. Then, it stops, and because 
Harley thinks — hopes — it’s over, he carefully squints through his lids. 


Only to shut them close again right away. 


Quentin is still buried inside of Peter; he has the boy’s right leg on his shoulder, and from the short 
glimpse Harley caught, he’s started stroking Peter’s cock. 


And then, Quentin starts to mock Peter. “There you go, I knew you were into this. I listened to 
Tony fucking you so many times... I know what a cockwhore you are, Peter. Next time, I’m gonna 
make you cum on my cock... I saw you doing it on the sex tape... ’m gonna make you feel so 
much better than—” 


The rest of Quentin’s sentence ends in a pained groan. Even though Harley didn’t see what 


happened, he assumes that Peter found a way to kick Quentin, because what follows are sounds of 
struggling, grunting, and then, a few loud SLAPS. 


“Ts this what you need to get off?” Quentin yells, slapping Peter again. “Some hard blows to your 
face?” 


When Peter’s muffled sobs turn into wailing, Quentin just laughs. “What’s the matter, I thought 
you wanted it rough? ... Too much? You should’ ve thought about that before you decided to be a 
cunt and ruin our first time together.” 


Harley doesn’t know what happened next, but from the sounds of it, Quentin is turning Peter back 
on his stomach. A particularly pained scream from Peter makes Harley retch again, and he prays 
that Peter’s torment will be over soon. 


Just a few moments later, it indeed sounds like Quentin is back to thrusting, but it still seems to 
take forever until he finally snaps his hips forward with one last loud grunt. 


*k*T rigger Warnings*** (End) 


Harley only dares to open his eyes once he can feel Quentin kneeling right in front of him. The man 
isn’t looking at him; instead, he puts a long chain around Harley’s left ankle and connects it to a 
vertical bar of the bed’s footboard. After doing the same to one of Peter’s legs, Quentin comes 
back, kneeling down again. 


“You f-fucking asshole,” Harley cries, glaring at Quentin with all the hate he can muster despite 
tears streaming down his face. “You’re going to regret doing this to Peter. I'll make you pay for 
this, and if it’s the last thing I-” He chokes on the rest of his words when Quentin takes out his 
knife. 


“Don’t make promises you can’t keep.” Sneering, Quentin leans around Harley and cuts through 
the tape binding his wrists to the pipe. Before Harley can even think of headbutting Quentin or 
doing anything else to overpower him, the man has already stood up and pointed a gun at Harley. 
“If you want me to let you go when this is over, you better behave.” 


Then, Quentin walks to the door and unlocks it. Before he steps through it, he turns around again. 
“If you’re thirsty, drink some tap water from the sink. Make sure to use the toilet. If I see just a 
drop of piss anywhere, you’re going to clean it with your tongues.” 


Harley waits until the door has closed before bringing his aching hands in front of his body. His 
fingers are numb, and there are bruises on his wrists where the tape had cut into the skin. Since his 
fingers don’t work that well, Harley uses his teeth to get the tape completely off. 


Heart clenching, Harley then struggles to get to his feet and slowly approaches Peter. He still 
seems to be in the position Quentin left him in; on his stomach, his face turned against the wall, 
hands still tied behind his back. He’s crying and trembling, but apart from that, he isn’t moving. 
Trying not to look at Peter’s naked butt, Harley carefully sits down on the edge of the mattress. 


“P-Peter?” Harley tries, reaching out to touch the boy’s shoulder. 


Flinching, Peter tries to pull his shoulder away, but he seems too weak to move it more than an 
inch. Scolding himself, Harley quickly withdraws his hand. “S-Sorry, I... Can I try to untie you?” 


Apart from a few muffled sobs, there’s no sound coming from Peter. Since Harley doesn’t want to 
keep him like that, he decides to do it anyway. “I'll try, okay? I’m not going to hurt you...” Harley 
is aware of how hypocritical this must sound for Peter, but he would never do what Quentin did; 


not to anybody. 


To Harley’s relief, Peter doesn’t pull away when Harley starts to work on freeing the boy’s bruised 
wrists. Since his fingers are still a little numb, it takes Harley almost ten minutes to get the tape 

off. For almost a minute after he’s done, Peter doesn’t move, but then, he slowly rolls on his right 
side and lifts his body far enough to bring both of his arms in front of him. Harley can see that 
Peter makes amends to pull the tape off of his mouth, but his fingers seem to be as dead as Harley’s 
were. 


“L-Let me help you,” Harley offers, slowly leaning over— 
Only to let out a broken sob himself. 


The left side of Peter’s tear and snot streaked face looks badly bruised and bloody, and Harley can 
only assume that the right side doesn’t look any different. With shaking fingers, Harley grabs the 
edge of the tape and pulls it off as carefully as possible. Peter still whimpers and hisses, especially 
when it rips off from his busted lip. As soon as the tape is off, Peter curls up, the chain around his 
ankle clinking, and starts to sob in earnest. 


It’s heartbreaking to watch, and Harley has never felt more useless. In a desperate wish to do 
something, Harley walks over to the toilet — the chain is barely long enough to get there — and 
fetches some pieces of toilet paper that he dampens at the sink. 


“Do you want me to— Can I clean your face?” Harley asks softly, but his voice comes out half 
strangled and dead. 


When there’s no reaction, Harley leans over Peter just like earlier, but this time, the boy smacks his 
hand away. “D-Don’t touch me.” 


“T just want to help,” Harley says desperately. 


A pit forms in Harley’s stomach when Peter weakly croaks, “G-Get the f-fuck away from me,” 
before being overcome by another crying fit. 


Harley’s voice cracks when he whispers, “I’m so sorry.” 


Crying, he puts the wet toilet paper next to Peter in case he wants to use it after all. When he gets 
up from the bed to give Peter space, Harley can’t help but catch a glimpse of Peter’s bottom; a 
wave of nausea rolls through him when Harley notices blood and something else trickling-down 
Peter’s thigh and onto the bloody, stained mattress. 


Before Harley knows it, he’s taken off his shirt and draped it over as much of Peter’s body as 
possible. The cold air immediately leaves goosebumps on Harley’s skin, but he doesn’t care. If it 
wasn’t for the chain around his ankle, Harley wouldn’t hesitate to give Peter his pants as well. 


Sitting down on the floor, Harley quietly says, “Dad’s going to get us out of here soon, Peter. 
Everything’s going to be okay... I promise you.” 


Even though Harley knows very well that nothing will ever be okay again, he swears to himself 
that he will do everything in his power to get Peter out of here alive. He doesn’t know how, but he 
will. 


Even if it’s the last thing he does. 
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Tony didn’t sleep. The few times he managed to doze off were filled with nightmares, and apart 
from that, he lay wide awake, trying not to go insane with worry and self-hatred. More than once 
Tony checked his phone during the night, but the kidnappers didn’t try to contact him. 


At 5:00 a.m., Tony gets up and goes to his workroom to get a clear head. It’s incredibly hard for 
him to follow what he learned in his ransom and kidnapping training — which is to be cooperative 
and meet the kidnappers demands as best as possible — and not try to come up with ridiculous 
plans, such as: how to trick the non-stop surveillance to contact the authorities, try to trace back the 
calls, and try to retrieve the location of Harley’s or Peter’s phone with his own hacking skills. 


No, for now, Tony knows that it would be better to focus on getting the ransom. Money 
Laundering Acts make it more and more difficult to withdraw high amounts of cash, but Tony has 
around 15 million in cash stored in his numerous vaults; getting the other 5 million shouldn’t cause 
too many problems... At least, he hopes so. 


What Tony doesn’t understand is why the kidnappers want the database and the arc reactor so 
desperately. Sure, the arc reactor could solve a lot of problems in the world, but you need to 
understand it to be able to use it optimally. And since Tony doubts that the kidnappers want to use 
it to power their houses or cars, he can only assume that they’re going to sell both on the black 
market. But if money is the main reason, then why not accept Tony’s offer for an additional 100 
million? Even if the arc reactor is invaluable, the only one who'd have a need for it would be a 
rival company. Or terrorists. 


And about the customer database... Due to data protection laws all over the world, accessing and 
duplicating all 500 million entries isn’t as easy as it once was. Not to mention, if those records leak, 
Stark Industries will get the worst damage to public image in history and be hit by thousands or 
millions of data protection lawsuits. 


It’s why Tony thinks that there is some kind of personal aspect to the ransom demands after all. It’s 
almost like the kidnappers cared less about the money they can make out of the database and arc 
reactor, and more about the damage it will bring to Stark Industries and to Tony himself... Maybe 
a former employee or someone whom he fired? 


And then, there’s still the mystery of Peter’s stalker and all the other shit that happened to them. 
Maybe there is some sort of connection to the kidnapping, one way or another. Yesterday, Tony 
already searched the whole house for Peter’s phone to take it apart for the nth time, but it seems 
like the kidnappers took both Peter’s surrogate phone along with his actual one, as well as Harley’s 
and Peter’s laptops. 


Not wanting to think about the possibility that some obsessed creep could have Peter and Harley in 
his clutches, Tony packs everything arc reactor-related that he has at the mansion into a box. Then, 
he takes a few deep breaths and sends a text to Harley’s phone. ‘I need to go to the firm and 
penthouse to get what you asked for. I also need to go to my vaults and banks to collect the cash.’ 


It takes barely five minutes until he gets an answer. “Ok. Take off the glasses at the firm, but put 
them on again once you’re alone. DON’T TALK TO ANYONE ABOUT THIS. Take the car and 
don’t play music.’ 


There goes the possibility of taking advantage of the loud helicopter noise to alert the feds or one 
of his friends, at least... Rhodey and Carol have connections to the government and to Colonel Nick 
Fury, Director of a special forces FBI unit called S.H.I-E.L.D. Even though Tony knows they 
mostly deal with terrorists and stuff, they’d surely have an idea on how to help Tony without the 
kidnappers finding out about it. 


Tony feels relief wash over him when he drives past the gate and sees that Alejandro is alive and 
well, keeping guard at his designated spot until the end of his night shift. Was he in on this or did 
he just fail to pay attention? It’s hard to imagine how two adults could be abducted from a highly 
secured mansion that is surrounded by a large fence without the guard at the closed gate noticing 
anything. Unless... Did the kidnappers come from the beach? With a boat, maybe? Resisting the 
urge to address Alejandro, Tony just raises his hand in greeting and drives through the gate. 


Due to the heavy Friday rush hour traffic, Tony arrives at Stark Industries around 9:00 a.m. Just 
when he gets out of the car and walks towards the elevator, he bumps into Quentin. The urge to tell 
his friend what’s going on and ask for help is strong, but Tony can’t; he’s still wearing the bugged 
necklace. 


“Morning Tony,” Quentin greets with a smile, clutching a big Starbucks cup. “I thought you 
wouldn't be back to work until Monday?” 


“That was the plan, but, um, I couldn’t stop thinking about the cyber attacks,” Tony lies, refusing 
to look Quentin in the eye. “I, uh, feel like we were missing something yesterday, so I thought it 
wouldn’t hurt to take another look at it.” 


Quentin walks towards the elevators with him. “If you think so. Do you need any help?” 


Yes. Please! “No, thank you.” 


They line up behind three employees and wait for the elevator to arrive. Taking a sip of his coffee, 
Quentin leans over and quietly asks Tony if he’s okay. “No offense, but you look awful.” 


Forcing a smile, Tony does a flourish with his hand. “None taken. I had a rough night, but 
everything’s fine. Thanks for asking.” 


“Sure. To be honest, I didn't really sleep well either.” Quentin sighs. “But thanks again for being so 
understanding about... what I told you.” 


Nodding curtly, Tony steps forward; the elevator has arrived. When some more people follow suit 
at the Ground level, Tony and Quentin are forced to move further into the back. Only then did 
Tony notice that the three middle fingers of Quentin’s right hand are bandaged. 


“What happened to your hand?” 


Quentin scrunches up his nose. “My neighbor's dog bit me. It’s not too bad, but it was bleeding a 
little.” 


Tony winces. “Make sure to get an anti-rabies and tetanus shot, just in case.” 


They say goodbye when Quentin leaves the elevator at level 15. Once again, Quentin urges Tony 
to tell him if he needs his help, which Tony meets with a heartfelt, “Thank you”. 


Up on the top floor, Tony tells his assistant that he doesn’t want to be disturbed. Fortunately, Nat 
took the week off as well, so he doesn’t have to deal with her on top of everything right now. 
Natasha usually smells it when something’s up, making it almost impossible to lie to her. 


Locking himself into the office, Tony starts to work on duplicating the customer database. If all 
goes well, maybe he'll already have everything ready later tonight... That's a day earlier than what 
the kidnappers wanted, but Tony hopes that it won't matter to them. 


He just wants Harley and Peter back as quickly as possible. 


Peter doesn't know how long it's been since Quentin left. Ever since it happened, he’s been unable 
to think about anything but the incredible amount of pain and shame filling him from head to toe. 
Unmoving, Peter lay there for the last couple of hours (days ?), crying and shivering, wishing to 
just die peacefully. 


For as long as he can, Peter tries to ignore the desire to void his bladder in front of Harley. It's bad 
enough that the young man witnessed what Quentin did; Peter doesn’t need even more shame on 
top of that. 


However, Peter is eventually forced to accept the fact that he either has to move and use the toilet 
or piss himself and lose the last bit of his dignity he had left. Harley himself has used the toilet 
twice already... it can’t be that hard, can it? 


Gritting his teeth, Peter grabs Harley’s shirt that he used as a small blanket of sorts and rolls around 
carefully. The pain spreading from his bottom makes him groan and whimper. Not even a second 
later, Harley is by his side, looking extremely worn-out and tired. 


“Do you want to sit up? Do you need help?” Harley reaches for Peter, but Peter smacks his hand 
away. 


“F-Fuck you.” 


Peter knows that Harley is sorry; he knows that Harley desperately wants to help him, but it’s too 
little too late. Harley might not be the one who raped Peter, but if it weren’t for him, none of this 
would’ ve happened. 


But does it matter, really? No matter how badly Quentin manipulated Harley, the young man still 
stopped at nothing to break Tony and Peter up. Because he was jealous and almost as insane as 
Quentin. No, Harley doesn’t get to be sorry. He doesn’t get to ease his guilt by trying to make 
Peter’s suffering a tad less horrible. 


Yet, once Peter has finally managed to sit up, he regrets being too proud to accept Harley’s help. 
Not only does his bottom sting and burn like hell, but he also feels extremely dizzy. Clutching 
Harley’s shirt to cover his private parts, Peter struggles to his feet. As soon as he takes the first step 
towards the toilet, he stumbles, but Harley manages to catch him. Panic surges through Peter as he 
feels Harley’s hands on his naked body, and he instinctively starts to struggle. Harley immediately 
eases his grip, but he doesn’t let Peter fall. 


“E-Easy...” Harley whispers soothingly, half-supporting-half-dragging Peter to the toilet. 


Face burning and trembling all over, Peter allows Harley to carefully lower him onto the seat. To 
his relief, Harley hands him the shirt that he dropped before turning around. “I can cover my ears to 
make this a little, uh, easier. If you need my help or anything, just yell as loudly as you can, okay?” 


Ignoring him, Peter waits until Harley has indeed covered his ears. God, this is embarrassing... 
Heart pounding rapidly, Peter nervously inspects the ceiling. What if Quentin is watching them 
over a camera? Whimpering, Peter desperately covers his private parts and tries to imagine being 
at home in his own bathroom. It still takes ages until he actually manages to get it over with. 


Once Peter’s flushed the toilet, Harley turns back around and offers to help him up. This time, Peter 
reluctantly takes Harley’s arm with his left hand, all the while pressing the shirt to his groin with 
his right hand. 


“You need to drink.” Harley jerks his head at the sink. 


For a very quick moment, Peter catches himself thinking that his suffering would be over sooner if 
he died of thirst, but then, May’s and Tony’s faces appear in front of his eyes. He can’t just die and 
leave May all by herself. Ever since Ben died, it’s been just the two of them. She needs Peter. And 
Tony... He needs to know the truth about Quentin. Even though Peter has no idea if Harley and he 
will actually make it out of this alive, he can’t give up so soon. No, they need to try and get out of 
here. 


Deciding to forget about his hatred for Harley for now, Peter nods and turns towards the sink. 
Harley supports him while Peter leans down and drinks from the running faucet like a kitten. Once 
he’s had enough, he lets Harley guide him back to the bed. Sitting hurts too much, so Peter lies 
back down, propping himself up on his elbows. 


“Any idea on how we can get out of here?” Peter asks quietly, voice still croaky. 


Looking glad that Peter is talking to him, Harley says, “Not really. The chain is too short to get to 
the door, and there’s nothing we could use to pick the lock. I tried to loosen a screw and a pipe 
from the faucet and radiator, but it didn’t work.” 


Peter can feel fresh tears welling up in his eyes. “You said you'd get us out of here.”. 


Harley bites down on his bottom lip. “I know. And... I will. When Quentin comes back, [Il try to 
overpower him. If I manage to knock him unconscious, we can drag him to the door and use his 
fingerprint to unlock it.” 


“And how do we get out of the chains?” Peter wipes over his watering eyes. “If he doesn’t have a 
key with him, we’ll still be trapped. And then he’ ll get mad and... h-hurt us even more.” Voice 
breaking, Peter curls into a ball and wraps his arms around his knees. 


“Tl think of something,” Harley says, trying to sound confident, but failing. “Don’t worry...” 


After that, the two young men fall silent. Harley eventually curls up on the floor, wincing when his 
naked torso touches the cold concrete. Even though Peter knows he shouldn’t care, he offers 
Harley a spot on the dirty mattress. “I can’t sleep anyways. You can lie down, and I'll just sit on 
the end of the bed.” 


But Harley shakes his head. “Thank you, but... we both know that I don’t deserve it.” He hesitates 
before adding, voice coming out quiet and broken, “Peter, I... I knew you were locked up in my 
bathroom during my party.” 


It takes Peter a few seconds for it to settle in. “Oh my fucking god.” Groaning, Peter buries his face 
in his hands. Compared to the sex tape stuff, this is child’s play, but it still feels like Harley hit 
him. He was right all along. “S-So... You left me there on purpose?” 


“For the party, yes,” Harley says, voice dry. “And... just like you assumed, I later got wasted and 
forgot. We popped some pills and stuff, and then I went and spent the night with one of the 
producers in the hopes that it would convince him to feature me. I only remembered that you were 
in the bathroom when I got home. I really felt awful about it, but when I freed you, you snapped, 
and... instead of being understanding, I got mad as well.” 


“So you decided to lie?” Peter hisses, removing the hands from his face so that he can glare at 
Harley. “I would’ ve been less mad if you’d told me the truth.” 


Harley’s bottom lip quivers. “I know that now, but I was scared that you’d tell dad if you knew. I 
mean, you told him anyways, but by then, I had already started lying and didn't have the guts to 
come clean. Just... like with all the other things.” 


Even though Peter doesn’t really want to hear it, he asks, ““What other things?” 


Harley swallows thickly. “Well... You already know that I tried to set you up with Harry, but, 
um... I also tried to make you look like a clout chaser by convincing you to make your Instagram 
public, only to tell dad that you did it to get followers. I tipped off the paparazzi when you were at 
that restaurant with dad... I told the Bugle your name and fed them some false information. Those 
former classmates they quoted, that was me. Um... I also called the paparazzi to your home and 
made those fake deliveries. And... you were right about the Netflix documentary. It wasn’t me 
rejecting them, but the other way around.” 


A tear drops from Harley’s left eye. “I did begin to realize what a dick I’d been, but the day I came 
to apologize, I, uh, caught you and dad having sex. I’d thought I was over you, but when I saw you 
liked that, it made me want you even more than before. I knew my jealousy would never allow me 
to be happy for as long as you were dating dad, so I came up with a new plan. I... I wanted to leak 
your kinks to the public and make dad think that you tried to sell a sex tape to gain clout. I didn’t 
mean to leak the tape itself, j-just a description of what was happening. The only person who was 


supposed to see it was Quentin’s phantom friend at the Bugle. Quentin’s job was to send it to the 
Bugle from your computer while I was at the zoo with dad and Morgan, but then, you suddenly left 
the office to pick us up. Quentin barely managed to get it done in time. At the zoo, I finally, fully, 
realized what a fucking asshole I'd been. [ also... I actually started to fall for you. Before that, I 
only ever wanted you, but I never... I never /oved you, I think. Not until that day.” 


Sorely shocked, Peter can’t do anything but stare at Harley, who wipes tears out of his eyes. “I told 
Quentin to call it off, but as we now know, he never even tried to. He later claimed that someone 
from the Bugle still wanted to publish it, and that one of the editors must’ ve sent it to the police. I 
finally wanted to come clean afterwards, but Quentin... He gaslighted and manipulated me. He 
made me believe that dad would find out that he helped me, and that it would not only ruin my life, 
but his as well. He made me feel bad about it by saying that he only ever tried to help me, and I... I 
was stupid enough to believe him. I would’ ve never guessed what his true intentions were. I wish I 
could turn back time and undo all of it so that you wouldn’t get hurt. I... I’m s-so f-fucking sorry.” 
Burying his face in his hands, Harley starts to bawl his eyes out. 


Anger is surging through Peter as he looks at the picture of misery in front of him. “Stop feeling 
sorry for yourself,” he spits, clenching his fists. “You’re not that much better than Quentin. The 
fact that you did all of that to your father... Even after finding out about some of the shit you did, 
he still loved and trusted you. And you spit on it. Again. You’re a disgusting piece of shit, Harley.” 


“T-I know,” Harley sobs. “If— When we get out of here, I'll tell dad the truth. I don’t care if he 
disowns me or kicks me out again. I’ll get therapy and work my ass off to show him that I can be 
better than this. But if neither of you wants to see me again, then I will leave you alone. I promise 
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you. 
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You can stick your promises up your ass. 


Feeling dead inside, Peter lies down with his back to Harley and tries to find some sleep after all. 
However, the shock of Harley’s revelations, the discomfort, the bright light, and, eventually, the 
extreme hunger he’s starting to feel, keep Peter awake. 


What feels like countless hours later, the door slides open. Stomach clenching in fear, Peter curls in 
on himself and uses Harley’s shirt to cover as much of his body as possible. When he notices the 
bandage on Quentin’s right hand, Peter feels as much satisfaction as he feels regret. He should’ve 
bit them off... 


Cold eyes fixed on Peter’s face, Quentin steps forward, making sure to stay far enough away so 
that they can’t reach him due to the ankle chains. “I brought you dinner.” 


Dinner? Does this mean they haven’t even been here a whole day yet? It feels like it’s been a 
week... 


Since neither Peter nor Harley say anything, Quentin chuckles. “I would’ve come earlier, but Tony 
decided to go to work today. I thought it’d be better to be there just in case he needed my help with 
something.” Winking, Quentin rummages around in the bag he brought. 


“You’re so fucking despicable,” Harley says through clenched teeth, which earns him an angry hiss 
from Quentin. 


“Careful or I'll let you starve.” With a sinister look, Quentin pulls out a gun and a pair of handcuffs 
from the bag. “Put those on Peter,” he commands and throws the handcuffs at Harley. “Cuff him to 
the bed frame.” 


Horrified, Harley glances at Peter, then back at Quentin. “N-No.” 


With a sigh, Quentin unlocks his gun and points it at Harley’s face. “I can also shoot you and do it 
myself.” 


Swallowing thickly, Harley slowly moves towards Peter. “I-I’m sorry,” he whispers. 


Peter is tempted to tell him that it’s okay, but then he remembers that Harley doesn’t deserve to be 
comforted. Shivering, he allows Harley to cuff his bruised wrists to the metal bars of the 
headboard. Once he’s done, Quentin orders Harley to cuff his own right hand back to the radiator 


pipe. 


Only then does Quentin dare to come closer, and after making sure that Harley is tightly cuffed to 
the pipe, Quentin approaches Peter. 


*** Trigger Warnings*** (Start) 
(if you want so skip, scroll down to the end notes and read the chapter summary) 


With a hungry gleam in his eyes, Quentin climbs onto the bed, chucks Harley’s shirt away, and 
unbuckles his belt. “Are you hungry, sweetheart?” 


Shaking his head, Peter squeezes his eyes shut to fight off the wave of nausea that rolls through 
him. Please, no... 


Towering over him, Quentin cups Peter’s chin, preventing him from turning his head. “I know we 
were off to a rough start, but I’m willing to forgive you. Are you sorry for how you were acting?” 
When Peter doesn’t react, Quentin tightens his grip, hard enough to bruise. “Open your eyes.” 


Forcing himself to comply, Peter glares at Quentin with all the disgust he can muster. The man’s 
smug smile sends a shiver down his spine. 


“There you go,” Quentin mumbles, letting go of Peter’s chin. “Now, why don’t you tell me how 
sorry you are?” 


“The only thing I’m sorry about is that your mother didn’t abort you,” Peter hisses before spitting 
in Quentin’s face. 


With a growl, Quentin closes his left hand around Peter’s throat and starts to squeeze. It’s not 
gentle like Tony sometimes did it; it hurts and completely cuts off Peter’s airflow, making him 
wheeze pathetically. 


“You really are a fucking brat who wants a firm hand, huh?” Quentin whispers threateningly. 


Panicking, Peter tries to bend his knees to kick Quentin in the guts again, but the man sits down on 
his knees and squeezes even tighter. 


“S-Stop, please,” Harley begs from the floor, tugging at the handcuffs. 


It seems to irritate Quentin enough to let go of Peter’s throat and focuses his attention on Harley. 

“How about this: for every word you’re gonna say from now on, Peter’s gonna get a fresh bruise. 
So, if you don’t want me to hurt him, you better shut the fuck up.” Taking out his knife, Quentin 

turns his eyes back on Peter. The boy whimpers when Quentin presses the sharp blade against his 
throat. “Don’t bite me again.” 


There’s nothing Peter can do when Quentin lays down on top of him, crushing the smaller body 


beneath his own. Propping himself up on his right arm, Quentin leans down and kisses Peter, all 
the while pressing his knife against Peter’s throat. Unable to refrain from crying, Peter lets out a 
sob. Taking advantage of Peter’s slightly parted lips, Quentin quickly dips his tongue into Peter’s 
mouth, moaning loudly. With disgust, Peter can feel Quentin’s clothed hard-on pressing against his 
left thigh; it takes all his self-control not to bite the man’s tongue off. 


Groaning, Quentin eventually breaks the kiss. “Fuck...” Gasping for air, he stares at Peter with 
wide, watery eyes. “I love you so much, Pete.” 


It sends another wave of nausea through the boy’s body. Closing his eyes again, Peter swallows 
down the insults he wants to throw at Quentin, almost wishing that the man would just get it over 
with. He regrets thinking that when Quentin climbs off of him, only to return with a rag that he wet 
at the sink. 


“Let’s get you cleaned, first.” 


Almost affectionately, Quentin starts to wipe the dried blood off of Peter’s face and neck before 
moving further down. Whimpering, Peter presses his face against his right arm, trying not to cry as 
Quentin wipes the rag over his private parts. 


However, once Quentin touches the crack of his ass, Peter can’t stay calm any longer. “Please 
don’t,” he begs, tears spilling from his closed eyes. 


Unfazed, Quentin spreads his cheeks apart. “Aw, sweetheart, you seem to be a little torn... Let me 
make it up to you.” Smiling, Quentin places a disgusting kiss on Peter’s thigh before kissing his— 


Intuitively, Peter smacks his right leg against Quentin’s head and tries to throw the man off. He 
succeeds, but only for a very short-lived moment. Shaking with anger, Quentin straightens himself, 
grab’s Peter’s cock, and squeezes until the boy howls with pain. 


“You really want me to hurt you again, don’t you?” 


Knowing that Quentin will do to him whatever he wants, regardless of Peter’s cooperation, the boy 
decides to not put himself through any more pain than necessary. ““N-No, please... I-I’m sorry,” he 
says, voice coming out breathy, tearfully. “But please, Quentin... I-[ don’t want this.” 


“You do,” Quentin says darkly. “And I'll prove it to you.” 


Once again, Quentin climbs off the bed. As Peter fearfully watches him fetch his bag, he catches a 
glimpse of Harley. The young man is trembling, and there are tears running out of his closed eyes. 
The fact that Harley doesn’t want to watch Peter’s abuse probably shows that there’s still a wee bit 
of good in him, but Peter can’t find it in himself to care. He has more pressing problems right 
now... 


This seems proven when Quentin returns with the bag and takes out a roll of duct tape. Crying, 
Peter’s forced to endure Quentin tying his calves to his thighs, leaving him spread wide open and 
exposed; vulnerable; helpless. 


When Quentin leans down and wraps his lips around Peter’s cock, the boy tries to kick him again, 
but it doesn’t really work. With a defeated cry, he gives up and tries to think about anything other 
than what Quentin is doing to him. Peter doesn’t want it to feel good; he doesn’t want his body to 
react to it, but it happens. 


No matter how desperately Peter tries to fight it, he gets hard, face burning with shame. Only a few 
seconds later, panic surges through him when he feels Quentin’s finger touching his torn rim. 


“D-Don’t, please...” he tries again. Squirming, he tries to pull away, but with all the restraints and 
Quentin holding him down, Peter can barely move. Peter gains hope when Quentin actually stops, 
but he only does it to squeeze lube on his fingers. 


“Just try and relax, sweetheart. If you don’t, you will tear even more.” 


Seconds later, the man continues his blowjob and slowly starts to work Peter open, ignoring Peter’s 
sounds of protest. It burns a lot more than it should, but what makes it even worse is Quentin 
curling his finger against Peter’s prostate, making Peter jerk. Oh god, please, no. In order to 
suppress his moans, Peter bites down on his busted bottom lip, not caring when he tastes blood. 
Don’t let him know it feels good... Don’t let him know... 


However, once Quentin adds a second finger and starts to suck even more eagerly, Peter knows 
he’s fighting a losing battle. He’s always been extremely sensitive and quick to orgasm, and even 
though it takes Quentin a lot longer than it would’ve taken Tony to get him there, Peter eventually 
succumbs to the stimulation. Muscles clenching, he cums down Quentin’s throat with a choked 
sob. 


Tony would be so ashamed of him... 


Peter is so disgusted with himself that he doesn't even notice that Quentin stopped abusing him; 
until the man is suddenly towering on top of him. 


“See? I knew you wanted this.” He gives Peter a short, yet steamy kiss before straddling Peter’s 
chest and taking his own cock out. “How about you return the favor?” 


Desperately, Peter closes his eyes and compresses his lips. Fresh tears prickle in his eyes when 
Quentin presses the knife against Peter’s throat again. “Listen, you ungrateful brat. After the little 
stunt you pulled yesterday, I brought a ring gag with me. In case you don’t know what that is, it 
keeps your mouth open. I have no problem fucking your face, but since I just went out of my way 
to make you feel good, I’d prefer to see you put in a little effort and show me what a good boy you 
can be. So, you can either suck my fucking dick voluntarily or ’'1l make you. Your choice.” 


Whimpering in defeat, Peter opens his mouth. Anything is better than what Quentin just threatened 
him with. He still retches when he tastes Quentin’s cock on his tongue. 


“If you so much as scratch me with your teeth, [ll stick my knife up your ass. Do you 
understand?” 


Since Peter can’t really nod, he just hums in approval. After a few minutes of licking and sucking, 
Quentin forces Peter to deepthroat him by holding onto his hair and pushing in until Peter chokes. 
“That’s it, sweetheart... Get me all nice and wet.” 


Shortly thereafter, the man pulls out and climbs between Peter’s legs. Even though Peter’s still 
stretched from earlier, it hurts almost as badly as it did yesterday, most likely due to the fact that 
he’s already torn. 


Screaming and sobbing, Peter endures it somehow. To his relief, Quentin doesn’t try to make him 
cum again. He does give Peter’s cock a few lazy strokes, but he mainly focuses on his own 
pleasure. 


After spilling his seed in Peter’s ass, Quentin pulls out and kisses him for a third time. “Told you I 
can make you feel good... We’re gonna have so much fun in the years to come.” 


Did he just say... Years? 


Whereas Peter is too shocked to do anything but gape at Quentin, Harley asks fearfully, “W-What 
do you mean, years? You said you’d let us go if dad gives you what you want.” 


“T said I’d let you go. Singular.” Focusing his gleaming eyes back on Peter, Quentin gently cups 
the boy’s cheek. An unhinged smile plays on his lips. “Peter will stay with me forever.” 


Chapter End Notes 


More detailed Warnings: Anal and Oral Rape, Forced Orgasm, Violence, Humiliation. 
This time, it will be a little more detailed and from Peter’s POV, so please be careful!! 
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SUMMARY of the ***Trigger Warning*** part: 
Peter spit in Quentin’s face, so Quentin choked and threatened Peter with his knife. 


Then, Quentin kissed Peter. When Quentin was cleaning the dried blood from Peter’s 
face and body, Peter kicked Quentin. Quentin then tied his legs and performed oral on 
him. After bringing him to an orgasm, he forced Peter to repay the favor before raping 
him again. The chapter ended with Quentin admitting that he planned to keep Peter 
and only let Harley go. 

Everyone saw this coming, but okay * And because I already know that more people 
will yell at Tony and tell him to "use his brain" or "do more" or "realize that it's 
Quentin", I prepared a little TED talk in his defense lmao: 


© Quentin was with Tony during the cyber attack. Tony last spoke to him 40 
minutes before realizing Peter and Harley were kidnapped, so why would he 
think Quentin had anything to do with it? 

¢ Quentin is one of Tony’s “best friends”. I’d say he’s even closer to Quentin than 
he is to Scott or Bucky, who Tony only really knows through Steve. Scott even 
works at Stark Industries, just like Bruce does. Tony doesn’t really have more 
reason to suspect Quentin than Scott or Bruce lol (apart from the fact that he 
likes Bruce more and has known him longer). 

e The only “sus” thing Quentin ever did was appear in Peter’s apartment, but 
Peter himself played it down. Tony doesn’t know of any of the creepy things 
Quentin said to Peter or that he offered Peter a job (as stated in the last chapter). 
Tony doesn’t know what the readers do! 

e In kidnapping and ransom training you are advised to comply and meet the 
kidnappers demands, if you can (as addressed). 

e Imagine your loved ones being taken... Would you really risk them getting hurt 
because you go against kidnappers orders? Tony knows his every move is being 
watched. He can’t risk Peter or Harley getting hurt by trying to alert authorities 
or trace the phones or something (as addressed). 

e Due to the kidnapping demands, Tony (for now) mostly thinks that the 
kidnappers want money. He doesn’t 100 % see the connection to the alleged 
stalker (as addressed). Also, Harley was kidnapped too, which makes it seem 
even less likely that it was the stalker. 

e The thing is that the kidnappers have two hostages, so if Tony screws up, they 
could kill one of them and still have one hostage left. Or at least Tony thinks so, 
because he assumes they are strangers. 


e Tony isn’t Iron Man in this © He can’t do miracle hacks and what not. He’s just 
a clever human being who’s good with engineering... 


*drops mic* 


Thirty-Two 


Chapter Summary 


Tony is forced to make a horrible choice; Peter and Harley try to form a plan. 


Chapter Notes 


Thank you Gypsywoman13 for beta-reading and cracking me up with your comments 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Tony was forced to spend the night in the penthouse. By the time he had finally duplicated the 
database and had gathered everything related to the arc reactor, one of the small private banks 
where Tony has a money vault was already closed. The service line wasn’t able to help him; he 
demanded to be forwarded to the director of the bank, but the man was unreachable. So, the only 
thing he could do was wait for the next day and fetch the money as early as possible. 


On Saturday at 9:20 a.m., Tony drives back to the penthouse and calls the kidnappers. The call 
goes straight to voicemail, so he sends them a text. ‘I got everything that you wanted. If you tell me 
where to go, we can do the exchange immediately.’ 


While waiting for the kidnappers to text back, Tony tries to think of something he could do that 
would ensure Peter’s and Harley’s safety in case the kidnappers screwed him over. He already 
considered tracing Harley’s phone, but he has no plan how to do it without the kidnappers seeing 
him over the spy cams. Maybe he can try to hide a small GPS tracker in the box with the arc 
reactor? 


Since he barely ate or slept the last two days, Tony nods off a bunch of times, but once his phone 
rings, he’s wide awake. His heart skips a beat when he sees Harley’s name on his display. 


Sliding his trembling thumb over the screen, Tony picks up with a nervous, “I got everything.” 


He’s met with a snort. “We can read, Stark. Before we do our exchange, how about you already 
transfer the BitCoin to our wallet as a sort of... goodwill gesture?” 


Tony’s stomach clenches. “How do I know that this isn’t what you’ve actually wanted all along?” 


“Trust me, it isn't,” the man chuckles. “As I told you before, for us, the energy source and database 
are worth just as much as the money. But sure, if you don’t want to risk losing ten lousy millions 
over the lives of your son and boyfriend, then—” 


“T never said that,” Tony snaps at him. “But so far you haven’t even given me proof that they’re 
still... that you didn’t hurt them.” He didn’t have the heart to say ‘still alive’. “Let me talk to them 
and you’ll get the BitCoin. Please.” 


“Hm.” The kidnapper is quiet for a few moments. “I’m afraid we can’t let you talk to them, in case 
they find a way to give you a hidden message or something, but... how about you send us a text 
that you want them to say, and we’ll send you an audio recording of them reading it? This way, 
you ll know that we didn’t pre-record anything. No tricks, Stark,” the man warns. “Just a simple 
message.” 


“Deal.” 


Ending the call, Tony desperately tries to think of a way to send Peter and Harley a hidden 
message, but he doesn't know what he could possibly tell them. He literally knows nothing, and if 
Peter and Harley can only read out what Tony sent them, then they can’t tell Tony anything 
significant either. Therefore, Tony settles on sending them some words of comfort. 


T want them to say: >Please hang in there for a little longer. I'll get you out of there soon. I love 
you two so much. <' 


The answer comes immediately. 'Good thing none of us have lactose intolerance. That shit's cheesy 
as fuck.' 


Feeling anger seething up inside him, Tony closes the message app. Just wait... Once he has 
Harley and Peter back, he’ll get their fucking asses... 


To distract himself from waiting, Tony scrolls through some pointless news websites. He growls 
when he sees that fan photos from Thursday have started to appear on some celeb websites, 
including the fact that Peter was allegedly spotted as well. The Bugle even wrote a surprisingly 
short article about it, claiming that Tony was trying to spread false rumors about a rekindled 
relationship with Peter to get PR for a new StarkPhone that’s supposed to come out in a week. 


Ten minutes later, Tony finally receives the recordings. As soon as he hears Harley’s scared, 
tearful voice, Tony’s heart clenches painfully. Peter’s message isn’t less heartbreaking; he sounds 
rougher than Harley, and when he says “I love you two so much’, Peter’s voice breaks and he 
Starts to cry. 


He’s not the only one. As soon as it’s over, Tony starts to sob bitterly. Despair seizes hold of him 
like never before, and he wants nothing more than to crawl into his phone and pull the two boys 
into an endless, bone-crushing hug. 


It doesn’t take long before Tony gets another text, calling for him to transfer the BitCoin, as 
agreed. Even though Tony is still extremely anxious about walking into a trap, he gets it over with 
and prays that he didn’t just make the biggest mistake of his life. 


After about ten minutes, Tony’s phone rings again. It’s not the kidnappers, though... It’s May 
Parker. 


Fuck. 


It’s almost as if she could sense something was up... What should he do? Should he answer or... 
just ignore it? Tony hasn’t yet come to a decision when a text message pops up at the top of the 
screen. ‘Assure her that everything is fine.’ 


They really weren’t exaggerating when they said that they were watching him closely... 


Feeling his heartbeat increase rapidly, Tony clears his throat and answers the call, trying to sound 
as casual as possible. His voice is still raspy when he says, “M-May... Hi, um... Long time no 
hear, how are you?" 


“Hi, Tony, the woman says tersely. She does sound a little tense... “I’m just calling because I 
haven’t been able to reach Peter. I’ve called him ten times since yesterday afternoon. Is he with 
you right now? Can I speak to him?“ 


Shit. “Um... A-Actually, I’m in the city,“ Tony says. “We, uh, had a cyber attack at the firm, so I 
had to come here on short notice, but...” Assure her... “Peter is fine. He, um... He dropped his 
phone in the sea yesterday, so I guess this is why you haven’t been able to reach him. I would text 
my son and ask him to give his phone to Peter so that he can call you back, but he’s at a friends, I 
think, so I-“ 


“You know what, it’s fine,“ May interrupts Tony’s confused rambling. “Please just tell Peter to call 
me back when you see him. I want to make sure he’s okay.” 


Relieved, Tony says, “Sure. I don’t know when I'll be home, but I'l] make sure Peter will call 


” 


you. 


Fortunately, the woman seems satisfied. “Thank you. Well, I, uh, have a weekend shift, so... See 
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you. 


Tony knows it’s an excuse so that she doesn’t have to talk to him, but he’s grateful for it. Saying 
his goodbyes as well, he ends the call, feeling guilty on top of being miserable now. 


Shortly thereafter, the kidnappers call him. 
“Well, that worked out fine, didn’t it? We should work together more often,” the man jokes. 
“Just tell me where you want me to go,” Tony hisses. “I want to get this over with.” 


“You know, I’m a little disappointed. I always expected you to be excessively sarcastic and good at 
repartee, but in reality, you’re just an oversensitive pussy." 


Clenching his fists, Tony growls, “How about I hold your family at gun-point next time? If you 
even have anyone you care about, that is.” 


But the man just laughs. “You’d be surprised.” Then, he turns serious. “Be at the McDonald’s 
parking lot in Greenwich, Connecticut, at 11:00 p.m., and await further instructions.” 


Tony quickly glances at the stove watch. That’s thirteen hours from now... Does this mean they’re 
holding Peter and Harley captive far away? Or are they playing for time? 


“T can be there in an hour, if you want.” 


“11:00 p.m.,” the man asserts forcefully. “To ensure our safe getaway, we’ll give you back one of 
the hostages in exchange for the ransom demands. You can choose which one.” 


Wait, what? 


Tony’s heart stops for a moment. “W-What do you mean, one of them? What happens to the other? 
You said Pll get both of them back! You... You can’t—” 


“Don’t piss your panties, Stark. Of course you’ll get both of them back, but we aren’t stupid. If we 
give back both right away, who tells us you won’t call the cops on us the second we’re gone? Or 
what if you found a way to alert them already without us noticing? Or if you try to follow us? I 
mean, we don’t think you’ ll be stupid enough to hide a GPS tracker or a bug in the bags and boxes 
you'll give us, but we can never know, right?” 


There goes that plan too. Unless... Tony’s mind starts racing, but he can’t formulate a coherent 
thought right now. It will have to wait until later... 


“T won’t do anything like that.” Tony’s voice cracks. “I just want my family back.” 


“And we want to get away safely. The handover is the riskiest stage for us, so we decided to take 
advantage of the fact that we have two hostages. The kid that you’ ll get back first will know where 
to find the second one. He will be injected with a drug that will make him sleep for about three 
more hours after the exchange, so when he wakes up, we’ ll already be off to safety. I don’t think I 
need to tell you that in case you do pull a trick on us, the second kid will die.” 


“This is... This wasn’t part of our deal,” Tony pants, breaking into a cold sweat. “How do I know I 
can trust you not to kill the second hostage once you get the money?” 


The man almost sounds offended. “Why in the world would we do that? We aren’t monsters, Stark. 
We will only kill if we have to. Now, who’s it gonna be? We don't have all day.” 


“You can’t expect me to choose between my son and my boyfriend,” Tony croaks brokenly. 


“You only have to tell us who you want to see three hours earlier than the other. Unless you screw 
us over, you won’t lose either of them.” 


“Who says that you’re not screwing me over?” 


“We're going in circles, Stark,” the kidnapper growls, irritated. “We won't hurt your family unless 
you try to hurt us. We all have risks to take, so we need to trust each other. Who do you want back 
first? If you can't make a choice, we can also keep both and send you their location once we're 
safe.” 


“N-No, I- Wait, please.” 


Tony’s skin breaks out in shivers and a shudder runs through him, settling in his spine. Even 
though he desperately tries to not think of it as a ‘who would I save if I could only save one’ 
situation, it's the only thing he can think about. What if they do screw him over? In the unlikely 
case that this is in some way related to Peter’s stalker, there's less risk that they would kill him, 
right? So... He should probably go for Harley? 


However, a second after this thought has come to Tony’s mind, Peter’s scared face appears in front 
of him. Peter never hurt a single soul in his life. He's completely innocent... 


And while Harley is innocent too, he lied and manipulated in the past... 


But Harley is Tony’s son. His own flesh and blood. No loving parent would choose anyone over 
their child, no matter how disappointed they are — or were — in them... 


“You're really testing our patience,” the kidnapper interrupts Tony's distressing thoughts. “This is 
the last time I'm gonna ask: Who do you want back first?” 


“T... can’t do this,” Tony croaks, feeling tears welling up in his eyes. 


“Don’t be such a fucking pussy,” the man snaps. “If you don't give us a name in ten seconds, we’ ll 
give you back half of each.” 


Tony blanches. “You wouldn’t do that.” 


“Try us. As you pointed out, we already have ten million in BitCoin. That's enough money to 
kidnap your cute little daughter and start all over.” 


“You fucking bastard.” The first tear falls from Tony’s eye. 
Unfazed, the man starts to count, “Ten, nine, eight, ...” 


Tony’s stomach clenches as panic overcomes him. What is he supposed to do? Harley is his son, 
but... he loves Peter so fucking much... 
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Maybe, there is a chance to ensure he’Il get both, even if he makes a choice now. But, no... no, he— 
“*... Three, Two...” 

— he can’t fucking do this! 

“One...” 


“H-Harley," Tony chokes out at the last second before dissolving in tears. Deep down he knows 
that he shewtda-t can’t choose anyone over his own son. Not even Peter. “I-I want my son first. But 
you need to promise me that you won’t harm Peter and that you’ ll give him back to me too. 
Please.” 


“If you don’t fuck it up, you’ll have both of them back in a couple of hours,” the kidnappers says, 
sounding pleased. “Goodbye.” 


Even though the line goes dead, Tony desperately continues to press the phone to his ear. He 
knows that every parent would understand his choice, but he still feels like he betrayed Peter. 
Feeling worse than ever before in his life, Tony sinks to the floor, unable to do anything apart from 
crying. 


What has he done? 


The shock of finding out that Quentin didn’t plan to let Peter go kept both boys awake all night. 
Peter cried for hours, wondering how many tears a human could shed before drying out. Once, 
Harley tried to tell Peter — again — that everything would be okay, but Peter ignored him. What’s 
the point, really? 


When Quentin visits them again, Peter and Harley are extremely sleep deprived and hungry. 
Whereas Harley eventually ate the sandwich Quentin left them with, Peter didn’t touch his despite 
being tormented by hunger. Peter feels so sick that he probably wouldn’t be able to keep it inside 
of him anyways. 


This time, Quentin tells both boys to sit down on the bed. He orders Harley to cuff Peter’s left hand 
to the bar of the headboard and his own right hand to the bar of the footboard. Then, he comes 
closer and hands them two more sandwiches. 


“Here’s your breakfast.” Only then, Quentin notices that Peter didn’t even unwrap the one he got 
for dinner. ““Why didn’t you eat?” When Peter doesn’t react, the man growls, “You don’t want me 
to make you eat, do you?” 


Wrapping his fingers around the bar he’s cuffed too, Peter shakes his head, unable to stop the tear 


escaping from his right eye. 


“Good. Then both of those better be gone next time I come to visit you,” Quentin says before 
taking out his phone. Or actually, Harley’s phone. Peter recognizes the cover instantly; it’s the one 
he made Harley for his birthday. “Tony sent me a text that he wants you two to say, so he’ ll know 
you’re still alive. There’s no need for you to try and say anything else because I can just delete it if 
you do.” 


Peter’s stomach churns. How is he supposed to record something for Tony without crying? And... 
What does Tony want them to say? ‘Hi Tony, I’m still alive’? 


But the text turns out to be so much more than that... 


“Okay, one after another, say, ‘Please hang in there for a little longer. I'll get you out of there 
soon. I love you two so much’ ”, Quentin reads from the screen before pointing the phone at 
Harley. “You go first.” 


Both boys let out a choked sob. Tony took the chance to send them some words of comfort... 


Harley only just manages to get through his recording without breaking down, but Peter fails to get 
it done without dissolving into tears. It’s the last thing that Peter will ever say to Tony... And Tony 
doesn’t even know it yet. 


Quentin seems pleased with their performance. With a smile, he gives Harley a key to unlock the 
handcuffs. “You know the deal, throw the cuffs and the key back to the door when you’re done.” 
Then, he looks at Peter regretfully. “I wish I could stay and make love to you, sweetheart, but 
there’s some things I need to take care of first. 1] make it up to you later.” 


Winking, Quentin leaves the room. As soon as he’s gone, Peter starts to sob despicably. 


Harley is crying too when he carefully puts his arm on Peter’s left shoulder. “I... I think I have a 
plan.” 


Peter almost chokes on his tears. “W-What plan?” Hopefully, he stares at Harley with big eyes. 


“Next time Quentin tells me to put handcuffs on you and on myself, I won’t do it properly. In case 
he comes to check if I actually closed them, we have to act fast, but in case he doesn’t...“ 


“Then what?” Peter inquires when Harley hesitates. 


The young man looks extremely uncomfortable. “We have a better chance of overpowering him if 
you manage to throw him off guard and... weaken him first. If he... you know ... then... m-maybe 
you could try to bite off his tongue or...” It’s obvious what Harley means. 


Fear rushes through Peter. “I-I don’t think I can do that,” he whimpers, breaking into a cold sweat 
at the mere idea. 


“No worries,” Harley says quickly. “I totally understand. Then I will just try to attack him when 
the opportunity presents itself. Um. Y-Yeah. I just hope I can leave the handcuffs open without 
him noticing. And you need to be careful... Don’t tug at them too suddenly or they could snap shut 
regardless.” 


Nodding anxiously, Peter watches Harley uncuff them. Then, Harley shows him how he'll close the 
cuffs later and how Peter can get out of them without snapping them shut. 


Even though Peter feels even more nauseous than earlier, he lets Harley persuade him into eating at 
least one of the sandwiches. Since he knows he can’t possibly eat the second one as well, Peter 
offers it to Harley, who reluctantly accepts it. 


After what feels like only a couple of hours, Quentin comes back. To their surprise, he doesn’t 
throw the handcuffs back at them. Instead, he throws them a roll of duct tape and orders them to 
gag themselves. 


“Why?” Harley dares to ask, which earns him a warning growl from Quentin. 
“Just do as I say. You can take it off again in a few minutes.” 


Exchanging a nervous glance, Peter and Harley do as they’re told. Quentin orders them to come 
closer, so that he can inspect their faces from a safe distance. 


“Perfect. Now, I’m gonna make a phone call that could be of interest for you. I want you two to 
stay completely silent. If I hear one sound or if you take the tape off, I’m gonna end the call. So 
don’t even try. Okay?” 


Feeling nervous, the two boys nod and watch Quentin plug a device into Harley’s phone, probably 
a gadget to distort his voice. Putting the call on speaker, Peter and Harley listen to it ringing once; 
even though Peter expected it, he can barely suppress a loud sob when Tony’s voice comes out of 
the speaker, sounding tired and nervous. 


“Yes?” 


Quentin’s lip curls into a mean smile as he says, “We think we’ve given you enough time to think, 
Stark. Which hostage do you want back?” 


Wait, what? Is Quentin seriously— 


“You can’t expect me to choose between my son and my boyfriend,” Tony says brokenly, 
confirming Peter’s worst fear. When Peter glances at Harley in horror, he sees that the young man 
is glaring at Quentin with watery eyes. 


Quentin snorts. “We can. I told you that we don’t want to get arrested after the exchange, so we 
need to keep one as leverage. Maybe we’ll let the second hostage go after a couple of months... or 
maybe we’ll kill them. That’s the risk you have to take.” 


When Tony stays quiet, Quentin prompts, “Just think about who you don’t want to die at any 
cost.” Flashing an evil grin at Peter and Harley, he adds, “If you claim to love both equally, then 
we can make the choice for you.” 


This fucking asshole. 


“N-No, I— Wait, please,” Tony says, sounding panicked. However, it barely takes him two seconds 
to make his decision. “H-Harley.” It sounds like Tony began to cry. “I-I want my son back—" 


“Perfect,” Quentin says, a pleased smile playing on his lips. “We’ll ring you up with the details 
later.” Ending the call, he winks at Peter, who started to cry quietly. 


Deep down, Peter expected nothing else from Tony. He’s a father, after all... Of course he would 
choose his son; his own flesh and blood. In fact, Peter wouldn’t even blame Tony if he chose 
Harley despite knowing about everything that he did. And... if Peter is completely honest with 
himself, he thinks that he’d probably have chosen May over Tony as well. Not because he doesn’t 


love Tony enough, but because May is the only family he has left. His guardian... His surrogate 
mother. He wouldn’t be able to watch her die or put her in jeopardy, not even for Tony, whom he’d 
just gotten back together with a few days ago. 


And yet, hearing Tony pick Harley still hurts. 


“Aw, there’s no need to cry, sweetheart,” Quentin says softly. “Don’t worry, I wouldn’t have given 
you back. I just wanted to know if Tony loves you as much as he claims. Now that we have proof 
that he doesn’t, you can focus on moving on with me.“ 


“You’re a fucking dick,” Harley growls, ripping the tape off his mouth. There are tears streaming 
down his face. “Dad loves Peter just as much as he loved Steve or Pepper, despite only dating him 
for half a year.” 


“Then why did Tony choose you without even batting an eyelid?” Quentin asks with a mean grin. 


“Because I’m his son, whom he swore to protect and keep safe. And... because he doesn’t know 
how awful I am.” 


Quentin does a flourish with his hand, as if to wave off what Harley said. “That’s bullshit, and we 
all know it. I mean,” he looks at Peter provocatively, “didn’t Tony claim that he never wanted to 
be without you ever again? That he wants to be with you till death do you part? What’s the point 
of proposing to you if he doesn’t even hesitate to choose his deadbeat son over the alleged love of 
his life?” 


Whereas Harley lets out a surprised gasp, Peter pulls the tape off of his lips. “Why don’t you stop 
talking and get it over with?” he hisses, wiping the tears off his face. 


Quentin frowns. “Huh?” 


After flashing a quick, meaningful glance at Harley, Peter glares at Quentin with all the hate he 
can muster. Now or never. “You promised me a good fuck earlier. So, what are you waiting for? 
I'd rather get raped than listen to your fucking bullshit for even a second longer.” 


Face distorted in fury, Quentin marches forward, snorting like an angry bull. “You... 
From the corner of his eye, Peter can see Harley squaring his shoulders, so he straightens his back— 


But just when Quentin comes into range, the man freezes and takes a sudden step back again, 
swaying as he does so. “You... I’m not that fucking stupid, you know,” he growls before letting 
out an unhinged laugh. “I know everything about your 'plan'. You’re not going to bite my cock 
off.” 


Cold fear rushes through Peter as he involuntarily shrinks back. Quentin eavesdropped on them. 
There must be a hidden camera or a bug in here after all... And even if Quentin didn’t hear 
everything, he certainly heard too much. Fuck. 


As Quentin is taking some deep breaths to calm himself down, Peter can see a few muscles in the 
man’s face twitching disturbingly. Why did they never notice how emotionally unstable Quentin is ? 


“You know, Peter...” Quentin pants, wiping a few pearls of sweat from his forehead. “All of this is 
your fault. If you hadn’t always led me on by wearing those tight ass jeans, then I wouldn’t have 
fallen for you so badly. And if you hadn’t lied to me about being single, then I wouldn’t have 
gotten my hopes up. I wanted to take it slow and give you time to get to know me first, but when I 


found out that you lied to me, I was left with no other choice than to show you what it actually 
means to date an old, rich, and narcissistic asshole like Tony. But no matter what I did, you only 
ever had eyes for him. You stood me up and were too arrogant to accept my help and compliments, 
even after your break-up. And then, you fucking crawled back into Tony's arms the first 
opportunity you got. Do you know how that made me feel? All I ever did was love you, and you 
didn’t even give me a chance.” 


A wave of nausea forms in Peter’s guts. How fucking delusional can a person be? “This is what 
you call Jove? Kidnapping me? Beating me? F-Forcing yourself on me?” 


“If you hadn't always pushed me away, then I wouldn't have had to do any of this,” Quentin insists, 
ignoring what Peter said. “Tony wouldn't have needed to pay ransom. Harley wouldn't have been 
kidnapped. You wouldn’t have had to be locked up in here. But you forced me to do all of this, 
Peter. You alone. And what for? For a man who doesn’t even love you as much as he claims.” 
Quentin’s lips turn into a disturbing smile. “But now that Tony made his choice, you and I can 
finally move on. I also think that we should send Tony a nice video, so he will always remember 
what he gave up for his lying brat of a son.” 


A knot tightens in Peter’s chest and he can feel the sandwich churning in his stomach. Quentin’s 
gonna send Tony a video of him raping Peter, isn’t he? 


Yet, Quentin’s next command surprises Peter just as much as it does Harley. “Harley, take off your 
pants and sit on the edge of the bed.” 


“W-What? Why?” Harley asks fearfully. 

“T have the perfect idea to make the reunion with your daddy all the more exciting.” 
Oh god... Is he going to rape Harley now? 

In a panic, Harley looks at Peter, then back at Quentin. “N-No, I... What do you—” 
“T won’t ask again,” Quentin snaps, taking out his gun and unlocking it. “Move.” 


Trembling terribly, Harley moves to the bed and struggles to get out of his pants. Due to the chain 
fixed around his ankle, he can only pull them down to his feet. 


“Your underwear too,” Quentin orders. 


Peter quickly averts his gaze. He’s almost gotten used to only wearing Harley’s shirt wrapped 
around his midst by now, but Harley has yet been spared the shame of getting naked. 


When Harley’s done, Quentin flashes Peter a hard look. “We all have to make sacrifices, Peter. I 
hope you understand.” 


“U-Understand what?” Peter asks, feeling another wave of nausea rush through him. What the fuck 
is he talking about? 


Quentin’s mouth twists into a nasty smile. “Drop on your knees and suck Harley off.” 
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Harley feels like Quentin smacked him across the head with a baseball bat; and judging by the 
shocked, scared look on Peter’s face, he isn’t the only one. 


“This is... No, y-you’re fucking sick,” Harley mutters, standing to pull his pants back up. 


“Don’t you dare—” Quentin begins, only to yell furiously, “Take those pants off right fucking 
now!” 


But Harley is done. “I won’t,” he hisses, zipping himself up. “I won’t do this to Peter. No way.” 


Snorting like an angry bull, Quentin takes out his gun and aims it at Harley’s face. “You will or Pll 
shoot you.” 


Clenching his fists, Harley forces his lips into what he hopes is a confident, superior smile. “You 
won’t. If you kill me, you won’t get your fucking ransom.” 


For a few seconds, Quentin just stares at Harley with narrowed eyes, but then, he smiles sweetly. 
“You know, Tony and I never specified the state in which you are to be returned in. The deal is to 
give you back alive, but I never promised Tony that I wouldn’t cut off all of your fingers.” The 
smile turns into a mean grin as Quentin takes a careful step closer. “Do you want to be a cripple for 
the rest of your life?” 


Whimpering, Harley tries to take a step back, only to realize that he can't; the bed is standing right 
behind him. “B-But...” Think, Harley, think... “But I-I thought you don’t, uh, want anyone to 
besmirch Peter? If you really love him, then you surely won’t want me to touch him.” 


Quentin sighs deeply; there's a hint of regret glistening in his eyes. “Trust me, I would do it myself, 
but I can’t risk showing even an inch of my skin on video, and... I don't want my dick getting 
bitten off either. I never said this was easy for me, but I did say that we all have to make sacrifices. 
And it’s not like I would allow you to fuck Peter.” 


It isn’t easy for Quentin? And... he calls it a sacrifice for him? 
He is completely insane, Harley thinks, too flabbergasted to do anything but gape at Quentin. 


“Your hesitation makes me think I should cut off your useless cock rather than your fingers,” 
Quentin growls threateningly. “If you can’t even get it up for your alleged object of desire, then 
what do you still need it for?” When Harley still doesn’t react, the man yells again. “Take off your 
fucking pants!” 


“T... P-Please, Quentin,” Harley whimpers, trying to swallow the lump of bile in his throat. “Please 
don't—" 


“Just do it,” a quiet, shaking voice interrupts. 


It takes Harley a few seconds to realize that those three words came from Peter. Tears are running 
down the boy’s cheeks, and his Bambi eyes look empty; broken; dead. 


“Aw, look at that,” Quentin chuckles. “He wants it. Harley, pants down. Peter, on your knees. And 
remove that fucking shirt.” 


Peter is the first to move. His fingers are shaking when he removes Harley’s shirt from his waist 
and comes closer, dropping on his knees in front of Harley. As soon as Harley reaches for his fly, 
Peter closes his eyes, clearly not wanting to see what— 


“Uh-uh. You both keep your eyes wide open,” Quentin orders, stepping a little closer to see better. 


He should be in reach now, but with Peter blocking Harley’s way, and with a loaded gun pointed at 
him, Harley doesn’t want to risk anything. 


Therefore, Harley does what Quentin commanded. 


*** Trigger Warnings*** (Start) 
(if you want so skip, scroll down to the next separator) 


After pulling his pants and underwear down to his ankles, Harley sits down on the bed and spreads 
his legs as much as he can, allowing Peter to move closer. The boy’s bottom lip is quivering and he 
lets out a broken sob as he anxiously glances at Harley’s soft cock. 


“T can’t give orders during the recording, so listen closely,” Quentin begins, taking out Harley’s 
phone. “Peter, you suck that cock as if it’s the best one you’ ve ever had. Just imagine that it’s 
mine,” Quentin adds with a chuckle. “Harley, once you’re fully hard, grab Peter’s hair and tilt his 
head up. I want you two to make — and keep — eye contact. Then, I want you to fuck Peter’s throat. 
Make him choke and don’t hold back on your moans. If either of you stop, cry excessively or break 
out of character, we'll do it all over again. I don’t care how long this takes.” 


Harley’s stomach churns. This will completely destroy Tony... 


When Peter reaches for Harley’s cock, Harley chokes out a broken, “I’m sorry,” before biting down 
on his bottom lip, hard enough to draw blood. 


Unable to stop his tears from falling, Peter leans forward. Slowly — very slowly — and hesitantly, he 
wraps his quivering, busted lips around Harley’s cock... Only to be overcome by a crying fit. 


“Stop... Cut!” Quentin calls, annoyed. “Calm the fuck down, will you?” 


It takes Peter five minutes until he can give it another try. This time, he manages to keep his tears 
somewhat in control, but it still seems to take a lot of effort before he dares to swirl his tongue 
around the head of Harley’s cock. 


Against Harley’s will, he gets hard fast. What Peter does feels amazing ; yet, he can’t bring himself 
to grab Peter’s hair, which makes Quentin stop once again. 


“ Cut! Harley, I told you to fuck his face and moan. Is that so fucking hard?” Huffing, Quentin 
squares his shoulders and sniffs. “Let’s wait until you’re half soft again and give it another try. Oh, 
and when you cum, shoot half of it down Peter’s throat and the rest on his face.” 


Sitting on his calves, Peter looks up at Harley desperately. “Just do what he says,” he whispers. 
“Please. I just want to get this over with.” 


Stomach clenching, Harley nods. 


When Peter goes to work again a few minutes later, Harley tries to tell himself that Peter is doing 
this voluntarily... just like he did in all those countless fantasies Harley had in the past couple of 
months. He imagines sitting in his room in the penthouse and tries to tell himself that Peter is just 
some cute, nerdy boy he met at college or at a party. Unfortunately, the fact that Harley can’t close 
his eyes destroys most of the illusion, making it quite difficult to escape reality. 


Once he’s back to full hardness, Harley bites the bullet and forces himself to fist his left hand into 
Peter’s hair. As Quentin ordered, Harley gives it a tug and tilts Peter’s head back. As Peter squints 
at Harley with his red-rimmed, swollen eyes, Harley leaks a drop of pre-cum, and he desperately 
tries to swallow the bile in his throat. 


Why does this turn him on? He’s such a disgusting piece of shit... 


Flashing Peter an apologetic look, Harley grabs Peter’s hair tighter and snaps his hips forward with 
a groan. Fuck. The way Peter’s throat constricts around his cock does feel even better than Harley 
imagined. He never even had someone deepthroat him before... 


Hating himself more than ever before, Harley decides to try and end this as quickly as possible. 
Fisting Peter’s hair with his right hand too, Harley gets up and starts to fuck Peter’s throat. Even 
though he tries to be as gentle as possible, he does what Quentin asked and thrusts far enough to 
make Peter choke and gag. 


With tears streaming from his eyes and drool dripping down his chin, Peter lifts his arms and grabs 
Harley’s thighs, holding on tightly as he allows Harley to abuse his throat. Remembering Quentin’s 
orders, Harley makes sure to moan loudly, even if he doesn’t feel like it at all. 


The guilt, the shame, the disgust, and the pressure of the situation make Harley — and therefore, 
Peter’s torture — last longer than it would have under different circumstances. When Harley’s 
orgasm finally approaches, he forces himself to do what Quentin wanted and shoots the first few 
drops of his cum down Peter’s throat before pulling out and squirting the rest onto his face. Most 
of it lands on Peter’s nose and lips, but two drops also land on his left, now closed, eye. 


For a few more seconds, they both stay in position, frozen. From the corner of his eye, Harley can 
see Quentin leaning forward even further, making sure to get a close-up of Peter’s face. If it 
weren’t for the pants still pulled down around his ankles, Harley would’ ve tried to attack Quentin 
right then and there. But instead, he’s forced to stand still until Quentin ends the recording with a 
bright smile. 


“Aaand cut. Harley, you should consider doing porn after this. Maybe it’ll finally help you get 
some sort of career.” Chuckling nastily, Quentin puts Harley’s phone away. “Seriously, this was 
great. Tony will love to see his boyfriend — pardon, ex -boyfriend — covered in his son’s cum. And 
if any of you piss me off, then I might just upload this on the internet as well.” Letting out a 
snorting laugh, Quentin takes a few steps back. “Well, I gotta get everything ready for the 
exchange. See you later.” 


*** Trigger Warnings*** (End) 


As soon as the basement door slides shut, Peter jumps up and rushes to the sink, where he 
excessively starts to clean his face and mouth. Harley doesn’t blame him one bit. He feels dirty 
himself, and he’s the one who used to fantasize about Peter — though voluntarily — sucking him off. 


“T’m so sorry,” Harley says once Peter is done rinsing his mouth. 
“You had no choice,” Peter says tonelessly, wiping over his face with toilet paper. 
“T don’t know why the fuck I even got it up and... and...” Harley’s voice breaks. 


Sniffing, Peter picks up Harley’s shirt from the floor and ties it around his waist again. “It happens. 
It happened to me too when Quentin— It doesn’t mean that you wanted it. I don’t blame you, so 
please don’t worry about it.” 


The way that Peter suddenly sounds lifeless and ‘unfazed’ scares Harley. 


“But... you should blame me,” Harley says, drowning in guilt. “I fucking used to fantasize about... 
about this.” 


For a second, Peter closes his eyes, looking as though he was in pain. “Did you fantasize about me 
doing this against my will?” he eventually asks, quietly. 


“No, of course not. Not at all,” Harley asserts. 
“Well... Fantasies are fantasies.” 
“But I did it. I could’ ve tried to—” 


“You tried, and it didn’t work. You wouldn’t have done this to me if Quentin — and /— didn’t tell 
you to do it, so please stop blaming yourself,” Peter insists, sitting back down on the mattress. 
“This is like when you told me to stop blaming myself for your school record.” 


“Sorry, but... that’s a bad comparison. If it wasn’t for me, you wouldn’t even be locked up here.” 


“As much as I like to tell myself that this is true, I don’t think it is. Not after what Quentin said 
and... did to me.” Peter swiftly glances at Harley before looking at his fingers, where he started 
picking his nails. “While Tony and I were separated, I got all these rose bouquets with creepy love 
messages... And the day Tony came to apologize, I ran into Quentin a few hours earlier. He invited 
me to dinner where he offered me a generous job that I highly doubt was even real, and then he 
insisted on driving me home after we’d finished eating. When we got to my place, he claimed that 


he had to use the bathroom and came up with me... My gut feeling told me that something was 
wrong, but I didn’t realize that it was because of him, you know? And just before Tony knocked on 
the door, Quentin claimed he wanted to tell me something. He was sweating and looked very, very 
nervous... I think he was about to make a move back then, and after what we know now, I don’t 
think he would’ ve taken ‘no’ as an answer.” 


A shiver runs down Harley’s spine. “Holy shit... That’s creepy as fuck. Thank god dad came in 
time.” 


“Well, I’m still sitting here now, ain’t I?” Peter smiles weakly. “And if Quentin had been able to 
make his move on Monday, then you probably wouldn’t have been taken too.” 


“We don’t know that,” Harley says. “I knew so much... If you had gone missing, I would’ ve told 
dad everything about the tape and stuff, so he would’ ve found out that Quentin helped me and... 
Fuck!” Harley groans when he realizes how he could’ ve prevented this from happening. “If ’d 
come clean, then dad would’ ve gotten suspicious of Quentin a long time ago.” Desperately, he runs 
his fingers through his hair. “This really is completely my fault.” 


“Shoulda, coulda, woulda...” Peter says after a while, sounding annoyed. “If I had told Tony about 
all the creepy things Quentin said to me, then he might’ ve gotten suspicious too. There’s no point, 
Harley. What happened, happened. There’s nothing we can do about it now.” 


“So... You don’t hate me?” Harley asks quietly. 
“Oh, I do. Just not for anything that happened in this fucking basement.” 
With that, Peter turns his back towards Harley and faces the wall. 


For a while, neither of them speak. The first hour or so, Harley hears quiet sobs and sniffs coming 
from Peter every now and then. He too cries a little, tormented by everything that happened today 
— the message to Tony, the distressing phone call, Peter being forced to suck him off... There has 
to be a way to get out of here; or at least, get Peter out of here. The problem is that Quentin has a 
bug or a camera hidden in the room, so he is now alerted about them planning to overpower him. 


Only when Harley thinks back to when Quentin mocked Peter about Tony not loving Peter as 
much as he claimed, does he remember something... He completely forgot about it until now... 


Voice raspy, Harley quietly asks Peter, “Is it true that dad proposed to you?” 
A few seconds pass before Peter croaks, “Yes.” 

Oh god. 

“What, um... w-what did you say?” 


“T... I said I needed more time.” Without warning, Peter breaks into gut-wrenching sobs. “I thought 
we'd have all the time in the world to b-be together and get m-married.” 


And just like that, Harley’s heart fucking breaks. This is so awful and... unfair. No matter what 
Peter says, Harley believes that if it weren't for him, none of this would've happened. Yet, he’s the 
one who might get out of here, whereas Peter... 


Before Harley knows it, he’s sitting next to Peter on the mattress, carefully placing his hand on the 
boy’s trembling shoulder. “You will.” 


“Huh?” Crying, Peter rolls around, wiping over his eyes. 


Not wanting to risk Quentin eavesdropping on them again, Harley lowers his voice until it’s barely 
a whisper. “I... I have a new plan.” 


Peter looks at him tautly. “What is it?” 


Harley’s stomach clenches. It’s the only way... “You have to kill me.” 


Peter doesn’t think he heard right. For a moment, the boy just gapes at Harley over his shoulder, 
but then he pulls himself into a sitting position to properly face Harley. ““W-What?!” 


Looking scared, yet determined, Harley leans forward to whisper in Peter’s ear, “If I’m dead, 
Quentin has to give you back or dad won’t give him the ransom. I know we don’t have any 
weapons, but you can strangle me if you choke me hard enough.” 


“No, this... what the fuck?” Even though Peter whispers too, he leans back a little to glance at 
Harley in horror. “You can’t be fucking serious.” 


“Tam. And... with everything that I know, Quentin might kill me anyway after or during the 
exchange, so I have nothing to lose.” 


“Y-You don’t know that,” Peter whispers, shaking. “Quentin claimed he’d make sure that you 
won’t talk. M-Maybe that’s why he shot that video. And... If you really think he might kill you for 
knowing too much, then he wouldn’t give me back either just to get the ransom. Also, you know 
that he thinks he loves me. He won’t let me go, no matter what.” 


“But... We could try, Peter,” Harley says desperately. “After everything that I did to you...” A tear 
drops from his left eye. “I-I won’t be able to live with this guilt. Please, Peter. We need to try. I 
don’t care if my death ends up being for nothing.” 


“No, you... you’re crazy. This... No. Just no. We won’t do this.” Peter vigorously shakes his head. 
“But” 


“No buts!” Peter yells, only to wince when he realizes how loud he was. He can feel tears 
prickling in his own eyes too. “T-Tony... he needs you, Harley. He can’t lose both of us. And... 
Morgan needs you too.” 


“But [ma liar and... a disgrace,” Harley breathes. “Once dad finds out what I did, he will hate me 
anyway.” 


“Then don’t fucking tell him,” Peter snaps, not bothering to lower his voice anymore. 


Harley vigorously shakes his head. “No, I... If I get out of here, then I must tell him. I swore to 
myself that I would.” 


“Well, you can’t.” Peter swallows thickly. “It’s great that you want to come clean now, but it 
would break Tony. When you get out of here, you won’t tell him anything, you hear me? Not 
about your crush on me, not about the tape, nothing. If you can, tell him about everything that 
Quentin did, but keep your name out of it.” When Harley continues to shake his head, Peter grabs 
him by the shoulder. “ Promise me, Harley. Promise me that you won’t tell Tony.” 


“T... [can’t—” Harley starts, but Peter cuts him off. 


“Yes, you can. I don’t care if you feel guilty. You’re going to have to live with it, just like I have to 
live with what happened here. You owe me, Harley.” Starting to cry bitterly, Peter presses his 
forehead against Harley’s. “Y-You fucking owe me.” 


Dissolving into tears as well, Harley suddenly wraps his arms around Peter. To his own surprise, 
Peter doesn’t pull away; instead, he finds himself hugging Harley back, burying his face in the 
young man’s naked shoulder. 


It takes a load off Peter’s mind when Harley croaks, “O-Okay. I... I promise I won’t tell him.” 
Relieved, Peter closes his eyes. “Thank you.” 


The fact that Harley wanted Peter to fucking ill him for the mere possibility that it could save 
Peter does mean something. It doesn’t change what Harley did, not at all, but it seems to prove that 
Tony was right: Somewhere deep down, Harley is a good kid. A spoiled, arrogant, and lost kid, but 
his heart is in the right spot. It’s just unfortunate that it had to take all of this for Harley to act like 
it. 


They hug for about a minute. When they break apart, Peter sniffs and wipes over his still leaking 
eyes. “P-Please tell Tony that I love him and that I wished I could’ ve married him one day.” 


“Peter—” Harley starts, looking pained and broken, but Peter once again cuts him off. 


“Tell him, please. And... And tell Aunt May that I’m sorry for leaving her alone and that she... 
that she’s like a mother to me. Tell her that I will never forget what she did for me, and that I'll 
love her for as long as I... f-for as long as I live. And tell MJ and Ned that they were the best 
friends I could’ ve ever asked for.” 


Crying, Harley seems to struggle with himself for a few moments before he says, “Sure, I will tell 
them, and... when you see them again, you can tell them a second time.” Harley then takes Peter’s 
trembling left hand in his own; his eyes seem to bore into Peter’s soul. “You can’t give up, you 
hear me? No matter what Quentin does, you need to pull through. Please don’t fight him, just... do 
whatever he wants so he doesn’t hurt you too badly. There’s no need to be ashamed. We will get 
you out of here, I promise. And... even if Quentin ends up killing me, I know that dad will do 
everything he can to find you. Trust me, Peter.” 


Even though Peter has no hope inside of him, he nods. “Okay. Thank you, Harley.” 


They keep on sitting there, glancing at the door every other second, awkwardly holding hands. For 
some weird reason, it calms Peter down a little. 


After another hour or so, the light suddenly goes out, leaving the room completely dark. Panicking, 
they both jump up, and Peter clutches to Harley’s arm tightly. 


From the door comes Quentin’s snarling voice, “Good to know that sucking dick makes you all 
cuddly, Peter.” How can he see them? Is he wearing night vision? “Unfortunately, I have to break 
you two up now. Say your goodbyes.” 


Harley pushes Peter behind him. “S-Stay behind me,” he whispers anxiously. “When he comes 
closer, I'll try to jump him.” 


Quentin seems to have other plans, though. They hear him taking a few steps forward, but then he 
stops. How far away is he? Peter doubts he’s in range yet, but how will he try to get them if not— 


Without warning, there’s an odd ZAPPING sound and Harley starts screaming. His body seems to 


jerk and he tumbles back against Peter, which causes Peter to fall onto the mattress, where he gets 
buried under Harley’s heavy, shaking body. 


What the— 


Fast footsteps indicate that Quentin is running towards them, so Peter desperately tries to push 
Harley off of him. But it’s too late. As soon as the steps come to a stop, Harley whimpers and 
gasps, and just a few seconds later, Peter feels a painful sting at the side of his own neck. 


In an instant, his lids feel very heavy; Peter tries to lift his arms and reach around Harley to grab 
where he suspects Quentin is, but his arms feel heavy too; he can barely move them. 


The last thing Peter hears is Quentin’s nasty laughter. 


Tony nervously checks the clock. //:0/ p.m. He’s been waiting in the McDonalds parking lot in 
Greenwich, Connecticut, for twenty minutes now, but so far, the kidnappers haven’t contacted him. 
The only person who called him an hour ago was May. Again. Tony claimed that he still wasn’t 
home, and fortunately, she seemed to believe him. 


At 11:03 p.m. Tony finally gets a message with coordinates. After putting them into the car’s 
navigation system, Tony can see that he has to drive a few miles North, closer to the Babcock 
Preserve. 


When Tony arrives at the position twelve minutes later, he receives a phone call from the 
kidnapper, voice distorted as always. “After 500 feet, turn left and drive into the woods. There’s a 
small opening. Follow the roads until you arrive at the barriers. Don’t disconnect the call.” 


Tony allows the man to navigate him through the dark wood. It’s not exactly a road he’s driving 
on, but an uneven path. Good thing he chose to take the SUV... even more so because it’s 
bulletproof. 


After seven more minutes, Tony arrives at the barrier. In the lights of his headlights he can see a 
big Jeep standing behind it, flanked by two men. 


*Stop the car and get out,” the kidnapper commands. Tony didn't miss the fact that neither of the 
two men from the jeep are holding a phone; instead, they are holding weapons. 


*Why did you send these clowns?” Tony asks when he climbs out of the car, slowly approaching 
the men with shaking legs. Despite the warm summer night, the men wear ski overalls, ski helmets 
and ski masks. It's impossible to make out even one inch of their faces. ”’Too scared to show up 
yourself?” 


*Just a precaution,” the kidnapper growls. In case you are armed... Better tell me now. My men 
will search you.” 


*T'm not armed.” 


Tony still draws in air sharply as the two masked men step forward. While one of them searches 
Tony, the other keeps standing at a safe distance, gun raised. The whole situation is unreal and 
frightening. 


Perfect,” the kidnapper says once his guy is done, despite the man staying quiet. It tells Tony that 
he’s still being watched over the spy cams. Now give my men the ransom.” 


”Not so fast,” Tony growls, gathering his courage. ’’First, you're gonna give me back my son. Once 
he’s safe inside my car, I will give you the bags.” Not wanting to give the kidnapper a chance to 
object, Tony adds, “I have a lot more to lose than you do. If you don’t want to screw me over, you 
will agree to this. Also, you still have Peter, so you know I won’t try anything stupid.” 


The kidnapper sighs. “Fine.” 


Only a few seconds later, Tony is put on hold, and one of the men standing in front of Tony takes 
out his own phone. Tony assumes the man is given instructions because shortly after, the guy nods 
and motions the other one to follow him back to the car. 


Tony’s heart is racing as they open the back doors. Once they come back into Tony’s view, a 
relieved sob escapes his throat. Harley. He seems to be unconscious, as announced, but... he looks 
okay? There’s tape around Harley’s hands and ankles, but there are no visible injuries. 


“There you go. Told you we’d keep our promises,” the kidnapper snarls through the speaker. “Now 
give us the ransom.” 


“T said I'll give it to you once Harley is in my car,” Tony reminds him. 
With a sigh, the kidnapper says, “All right. Take his legs.” 


Putting Tony on hold once again, the kidnapper calls the man that is carrying Harley’s legs. The 
man puts them down and, after getting his orders, steps back, once again aiming his gun at Tony. 


Rushing back to his SUV, Tony first opens the back door before helping the second man carrying 
Harley. Once they have finally put Harley down on the backseat, Tony checks his son’s pulse; it’s 
a little slow, but not alarming. 


Sighing in relief, Tony asks the man on the phone, “How long will my son still be out for?” 
“As I told you, three hours, give or take. Now give us the ransom.” 


Fulfilling his part of the deal, Tony opens the trunk and points at the six heavy bags with the 
money. “There’s the money. 20 million in one-hundred-dollar notes. Each bag weighs around 73 
pounds. The energy source and the flash drive with the database is on the passenger seat.” 


“We have our own bags,” the kidnapper tells Tony. “Can’t risk you putting something in there that 
we didn’t ask for.” 


Tony’s stomach clenches at this. He expected that, but... 


Oh god please let the plan work. 
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Trembling, Tony takes the men to the passenger side. He hands one of them the flash drive and 
points at the small Vibranium safe that he stored the arc reactor in. 


“You have to transport the energy source in this or it could explode and — worst case — kill you,” 
Tony says, trying to keep his voice as casual as possible. “You gotta be extremely careful with it.” 


Whereas the men with the ski masks exchange a quick glance, the kidnapper on the phone snorts. 
“Oh yeah? Is that so, huh? Tell me, Stark, do you really think we’re stupid?” 


“Tf you think this is a toy, then yes, you are stupid,” Tony snaps, pulling his face into a grimace. 
“The palladium isotopes of the core possess nuclear properties, which makes this a small fusion 
reactor, you dipshit. Do you know how badly I’ve been sweating when you told me to drive on 
that uneven road? I only dared to do it because this multi-million dollar safe is airtight and made of 
Vibranium. It should contain the radioactivity if the core does indeed explode. You’re fucking 
welcome. ” 


The masked men shift from one foot to the other, and even the kidnapper on the phone hesitates for 
a few seconds. “Well... Whatever. If you think this scares me off, it won’t. Open it and let my men 
take a look around to see if it’s bugged or something. And... tell us the code.” 


“Sure. It’s 419228*.” 


Knowing that all three men are watching him closely, Tony enters the code. As he opens the safe, 
the two men immediately aim their guns at him, as though expecting Tony to have hidden a 
weapon in it or something. Taking out the glowing arc reactor, Tony presents it to the kidnappers, 
as well as the parts needed to get it to work, such as cables and the like. 


“Do you have an electronic device that I can demonstrate it on?” Tony asks. 


“Tt’s fine,” the kidnapper on the phone says. “I’m sure we will figure it out by ourselves. If it 
doesn’t work because you ‘forgot’ to give us everything, then your boyfriend might be missing a 
finger or two when you get him back.” 


Clenching his fists, Tony steps aside to let the men inspect the safe and the parts. Then, one of 
them takes Tony’s spy glasses and moves them around the inside of the safe, probably to film 


everything for their boss. 


Once they're all done with their inspection, Tony gently pushes the men aside. “To lock the safe, 
you gotta enter the pre-set code and a second star in the end,” Tony explains, pressing 4/9228**. 
He keeps his finger on the last * until he can hear a very faint beep-beep. 


His heart is pounding rapidly. 


Twenty minutes later, the two men have re-packed the money, taken a cursory glance at the 
database via the laptop they brought, and stored the bags and the safe in their Jeep. After getting 
another call to their phone, they climb into the car and begin to drive away in reverse. 


Tony gets in his car too. The kidnapper tells him to leave the glasses and the necklace on until 
Harley wakes up. “He will tell you where you can pick up your boyfriend. If you want to take your 
son to a doctor, wait until the three hours are up.” 


Taking a deep breath, Tony asks, “Can you please tell me Peter’s location now?” 
“No. Goodbye, Stark. It was a pleasure doing business with you.” 
“Wait—” Tony starts, but the line goes dead. 


Fuck. It was to be expected, but still... What if Harley doesn’t remember Peter’s location due to 
the strong sedation? Or what if they never even told him? Climbing into the backseat, Tony uses 
the knife hidden under his seat to cut through Harley’s binds. Only now he notices how dirty 
Harley’s clothes and skin are. Not wanting to imagine the place Peter is still captured in, Tony 
gently shakes his son in an effort to try and wake him up. Unsurprisingly, Harley stays fast asleep. 


Even though he wants nothing more than to get Harley to a doctor, Tony knows it will have to 
wait. He can’t risk the kidnappers fooling him... But first, he needs to get Harley away from this 
place in case there are more criminals lurking in the dark woods. 


After driving for about ten minutes, Tony is somewhat sure that he isn’t being followed. The 
kidnapper called him from an unknown number earlier, so Tony tries to call Harley’s phone. He’s 
not surprised when it goes straight to voicemail, so he lifts the necklace to his mouth and speaks 
directly into the microphone. 


Here goes nothing... 


“IT know you're listening, you fucking psychopath, so wash out your ears. When I locked the safe 
earlier, I activated a special safety mechanism. If you don’t enter a very specific code to unlock it, 
some hidden glands will spray acid and destroy everything inside. If you don’t want that to happen 
and lose the most valuable thing that I gave you, you better text me Peter’s location right fucking 
now.” 

As expected, his phone rings not even twenty seconds later. This guy really does seem to have a 
short fuse... 


Tony accepts the call and puts it on speaker, but not before unobtrusively pressing a tiny button on 
the on-board computer of his car. 


“You're bluffing,” the kidnapper spits in greeting, clearly seething with anger. “You wouldn’t be 
so stupid.” 


Tony tries to keep his voice calm. “Actually, I don’t think this is stupid at all.” 


“Tt is. Because we will kill your fucking boyfriend if you—” 


“You won’t. Not if you actually intend to give him back to me.” Tony’s stomach churns at the 
thought of Peter dying, but he desperately tries to ignore it. He must not act insecure now. “You 
claimed that you only still needed him because the handover was risky, right? But your men are 
gone, you are still watching me over the cameras, you still have control over my phone, and you 
know that I didn’t contact the authorities. I gave you everything that you asked for... Now it's your 
turn to prove to me that you aren't trying to set me up. If you let me get Peter now and make sure 
that he’s okay, I will tell you how to open the safe without triggering the acid.” 


For a few seconds, only fast breathing comes out of the speaker. Not wanting to give the man too 
much time to come up with something, Tony prompts, mouth feeling dry, “Since you’re such a big 
fan of countdowns, how about I give you five seconds to tell me his address?” 


“Or what?” the man hisses. 
“Or [ll end the call and make sure that you can never contact me again.” 
The man snorts. “Oh yeah? If you do this, then you won’t get Peter’s address either.” 


A lump fills Tony’s throat and a flash of heat makes his toes and fingers curl. Got you. “I thought 
Harley was supposed to tell me Peter’s address?” 


There’s a few seconds of silence before the man speaks again, sounding vastly irritated, “I meant 
that you wouldn’t get it now. Stop playing games, Stark. Give me the fucking code or Peter will 
close his eyes forever even before Harley opens his again.” 


But Tony lost every bit of hope. His gut feeling tells him that even if he gave in, they wouldn’t 
give Peter back. Maybe he’s already... No. He must not think that. They are keeping him to still 
have one hostage in case Tony tricked them. 


Even though Tony is close to falling apart, he forces himself to stay calm for a few more seconds. 
“If you’re smarter than you sound, then you know that killing Peter would be the stupidest thing 
you could do. You need him alive, because I will fucking hunt you down. Do you hear me?” 
Tony’s voice turns into a hiss. “I will hunt you and your men down until you're all rotting in a 
fucking cell for the rest of your miserable lives. I will put such a high bounty on your fucking head 
that even your mother will want to turn you in. The only way you can avoid this is to give Peter 
back to me right fucking now. Unharmed.” 


The kidnapper laughs, but it doesn’t sound confident anymore. It sounds desperate and completely 
unhinged. “Nobody knows who I am, so have fun doing that. However, since we're playing with 
open cards now, good luck trying to wake up your son. I don’t want to spoil the party, but I don't 
think you will succeed.” 


Panic crawls through Tony’s veins, spreading like ice. ““W-What did you do?” 


“T might have accidentally used a toxin that will put him in an infinite coma. Your boyfriend 
could’ ve had the same peaceful fate, but thanks to you deciding to fuck me over, I’m now going to 
kill him. Slowly. Goodbye, Stark.” 


The line goes dead, but Tony is frozen in shock, mind racing with everything he just learned. 
Forcing himself to snap out of it, Tony opens the window and throws out the spy glasses and 
necklace. Then, he takes the SIM card and the battery out of his phone to make sure that the 
kidnappers won’t be able to trace Tony anymore. 


Knowing that every second counts, Tony floors the gas and races to the nearest large hospital in 
White Plains. 


Pressing another button on his on-board computer that’s connected to his home security AI, Tony 
says, “J.A.R.V.LS., did you manage to record everything?” 


“Yes, boss.” 


“Perfect. I know it’s midnight, but please send a copy of the recording to Rhodey and Carol with 
the following message: ‘Peter and Harley got kidnapped Thursday night. I just got Harley back, but 
he’s unconscious and most likely injured. Please alert Nick Fury and the NYPD. Ask them to try 
and analyze the voice and track Harley’s and Peter’s phone signals.” 


Tony wants to inform them about the safe too, but he doesn’t want to risk alerting the kidnappers 
about it. What if they hid a bug in one of Harley’s pockets? 


So, Tony tells J.A.R.V.LS. to call Dr. Cho, Tony’s private doctor. She’s always on stand-by, so he 
is able to reach her despite the late hour. He quickly tells her about the kidnapping and that he’s on 
his way to bring Harley to the nearest hospital. 


“T hope they’ ll be able to fly him to our hospital in New York in the next hour or two. Please be 
there and make sure they give him the best treatment. Ill try to be there as soon as I can.” 


After ending the call, Tony also sends Bruce a message and asks him to call him back first thing in 
the morning. Even though Bruce always points out that he isn’t ‘that kind of doctor’, he knows a lot 
about toxins, so maybe he can help Harley... If the kidnapper was even telling the truth, that is. 


Oh please, let it be a lie... 


Arriving at the hospital in White Plains, Tony parks directly in front of the gate. He tries to carry 
Harley inside to not waste any time, but the boy is too heavy. Luckily, two paramedics leave the 
hospital a few moments later. Noticing Tony’s struggles, they immediately come to his aid and 
help him carry Harley inside, where Tony tells the starstruck front desk lady on the nightshift to 
check Harley for injuries and, if he’s deemed fit for transport, fly him to the Presbyterian hospital 
in a helicopter. 


“ll cover all costs,” he says, writing the hospital a 500,000 dollar check. He doesn’t tell the nurse 
that a kidnapping occurred, but he demands personal security for Harley. Then, he writes down his 
temporary number on a piece of paper. “I can’t stick around, but if there’s anything you need, call 

this number.” 


Back in the car, Tony calls upon a simple application that allows him to trace the GPS signal of the 
safe. Tony exaggerated tremendously when he claimed that the arc reactor could explode any 
second if not transported in the safe. In reality, it's far more simple than that: Since the Vibranium 
safe can’t be cracked with ordinary tools, any potential burglar would be forced to take the whole 
thing with them. Therefore, Tony had a non-detectable tracker built-in when he got it made in 
Wakanda. 


Hopefully, it works... 


Tony sighs in relief when J.A.R.V.I.S. shows him a black dot moving south on Highway Number 
1. Seems like they’re driving back to the city... 


Just when Tony starts the engine, Rhodey calls him. “Tony, I just got your message. What the—” 


“There’s no time to talk,” Tony cuts him off. “I just dropped Harley off at the White Plains 
Hospital. Pll send you a link to a GPS tracker hidden in the kidnapper's car. Please forward it to 
Fury and his men, but tell him that they must not interfere. I hope they’ Il lead us to Peter. Or... to 
the head of the operation, at least.” 


“Shit, Tony,” Rhodey whispers, sounding horrified. “You don’t intend to follow them, do you? Let 
SHIELD and the FBI handle this... Please. Stay with Harley.” 


“T can't. It’s my fault that they still have Peter.” 


Not wanting to give Rhodey a chance to argue with him, Tony ends the call and turns the car 
around to follow the kidnappers. Due to Tony’s short break and the detour to the hospital, they are 
far ahead, but they seem to drive at a moderate speed, probably to avoid attracting unnecessary 
attention. 


After a little over thirty minutes, the GPS signal comes to a stop. Asking J-A.R.V.I.S. to zoom in 
on the map, Tony glances at the screen. Hunts Point... 


Just a few seconds later, an unknown number calls Tony. Heart skipping a beat, Tony accepts the 
call. “Yes?” 


“Mr. Stark, this is Colonel Fury. General Rhodes gave me this number.” 


“Mr. Fury...” Tony sighs in relief. “Thanks for calling me so late. Did Rhodey tell you what 
happened?” 


“He did. I immediately got into my car and called some of my agents. I also informed the FBI and 
the NYPD. They’ re sending a helicopter and four teams to the location of the GPS signal General 
Rhodes forwarded to me. The kidnappers seemed to have come to a stop at what looks like a 
garage or a small warehouse.” 


“Yeah, I know, I’m following them. I'll be there in about... twenty-five minutes.” 

“Stark, I don’t want you near this,” Fury appeals urgently. “This is far too dangerous for a 
civilian.” 

“They still have my boyfriend,” Tony protests. “If anything happens to him... They threatened to 


kill him. If they’re hiding him there, then you must not alert them that we’re onto them.” 


“T know, Stark. This isn’t the first hostage situation that ve dealt with. The NYPD and the 
helicopter will be there in a couple of minutes, and they’re going to handle this with care, okay? 
And I need you to stand down and not get yourself — or your boyfriend — into any unnecessary 
danger. ” 


Even though Tony doesn’t intend to stay away, he agrees and asks Fury if they had any luck 
tracking Peter’s and Harley’s phones. 


“My men are still working on it.” Assuring Tony that he will keep him informed, Fury ends the 
call. 


Speeding up, Tony tries to get to Hunts Point as quickly as possible. 


Twenty minutes later, Tony steers his car off the freeway. To his horror, the first thing he sees 
when he gets closer to his destination are a shit ton of emergency lights. Fuck. Is this Fury’s 
definition of ‘handling it with care’? 


Two blocks away from the location, the road is blocked by an NYPD car. On the verge of losing 
it, Tony gets out of his car and explains to the grumpy looking officer who he is, demanding to be 
let through. 


But the officer shakes his head. “Sorry, sir. I have orders not to let anyone pass.” 


Shaking with anger and fear, Tony climbs back into his car to call Fury. “What the fuck is going on 
here? The streets are blocked and there’s emergency lights everywhere. I thought you said—” 


“T was just about to call you, Stark,” Fury says, sounding a little irritated. “Special Agent Miller, 
who is in command until I’m there, informed me that the two men you described were already 
leaving the building when the first cars from the NYPD arrived. The officers used unmarked 
vehicles, so they were able to follow the men's Jeep unobtrusively. The helicopter is also following 
them at a safe distance. However... A pedestrian they talked to said that they had heard a gunshot, 
so Agent Miller decided to send some of his men—” 


“T-Is he dead?” Tony interrupts, shaking. Black dots are starting to dance in front of his eyes. 


“There was nobody there,” Fury says soothingly. “But they found two bags with money, a safe, 
and a flash drive. We assume the kidnappers just dropped off the ransom and took off again.” 


Right now, Tony doesn’t give a shit about the arc reactor and database being, presumably, safe. 
Even though Tony is relieved that they didn’t stumble across Peter’s dead body, his heart still 
clenches with worry. “So... How do we find Peter?” 


“Let’s not give up hope just yet. Maybe the men will lead us to him.” 
But what if they don’t? 


Only ten minutes later, Rhodey arrives on scene. A wave of nausea rushes through Tony when his 
friend takes him aside, looking extremely upset. 


“What happened?” Tony asks, voice shaking. 


Rhodey bites down on his bottom lip. “Fury just updated me and... The kidnappers suddenly sped 
up and are now trying to flee. The NYPD is still onto them, but...” Rhodey sighs. “The agents who 
are inspecting the building found some surveillance cameras. We think the head of the operation 
saw the FBI raiding the place and alerted the two who handled the handover.” 


Tony curses loudly. “I told them to be fucking careful!” 


“Tony... They had to go in and see if Peter was in there. Actually, he still might be, for all we 
know... Maybe there’s a hidden basement or a room somewhere. Or maybe they took him with 
them.” 


But twenty minutes later, it’s confirmed that Peter isn’t in the building. The police checked every 
corner, even using thermal vision, but there were no signs of a human being kept in a hidden room. 
They also didn’t find any clues about Peter’s whereabouts. 


Tony gains hope when Rhodey tells him that the police managed to stop the kidnapper’s car with a 
roadblock. Until Fury calls and tells Tony that Peter also wasn’t in the car. 


“But they managed to arrest the two guys,” Fury explains. “I expect them to arrive at headquarters 
in the next hour. I'll do the questioning myself.” 


“Can I be there?” Tony asks with little hope. “I have a plan on how to get them to talk.” 


“Once we are done with our interrogations, your lawyer can come to the headquarters to ask 
additional questions. If the D.A. doesn’t object, then maybe you can be present too, but we’ll see. 
For now, you gotta let us handle this. P’ll keep in touch.” 


Tony allows the bags with the money, the safe, and the flash drive to be taken into custody for 
inspection. At 2:26 a.m. Tony finally receives a call from Dr. Cho, who tells him that Harley 
arrived at the Presbytarian safely. 


Rhodey tries to convince Tony to leave and check up on Harley. “I'll stay here. In case they find 
anything, I’m going to call you immediately.” 


At first, Tony wants to argue, but then he realizes that Rhodey is right. There’s nothing Tony can 
do right now and... Harley needs him. So, Tony thanks his friend and pulls him into a tight hug. 


At the hospital, Dr. Cho tells Tony that Harley does indeed seem to be in some sort of coma and 
that they’ve started to run a lot of tests. 


“Nothing is final, yet. Maybe he will wake up on his own in a couple of hours, and if not... we 
have a few options.” When Dr. Cho notices how tired Tony looks, she suggests that he go home. 
“There’s nothing you can do for Harley right now.” 


But Tony doesn’t even think of going home. Instead, he stays in the hall, anxiously waiting for 
news. Unfortunately, the only news he gets are some late-night ‘breaking news’ from some 
websites who have gotten a whiff of the police operation at Hunts Point and the police chase. They 
even found out that it seems to be related to Tony and his family in one way or another. 


At 5:00 a.m., Dr. Cho tells Tony that they still don’t know more. “Harley’s vital signs are okay, so 
far, but he suffers from hypothermia and from a light malnutrition. We found signs that suggest that 
Harley was attacked by a stun gun, and we also know that he was injected with something thrice 
because there are three puncture sites on his neck. One could be from when he was taken on 
Thursday, the other two seem to be only a few hours old.” 


Then, she hands Tony a flash drive. “The hospital in White Plains found this in Harley’s pants. 
Should we give it to the police or do you want to take a look at it first?” 


Heart skipping a beat, Tony grabs it. Could it be from the kidnappers? Is there any chance that 
there’s information about Peter’s location on there? As fast as he can, Tony runs down to his car 
and plugs the USB into his fully functional board computer. 


There’s only a single file on the flash drive... an untitled video. Voice raspy, Tony asks 
J.A.R.V.LS. to play the file. 


Only to freeze in shock. 
No... Oh god... No, please... 


Harley and Peter... they are both naked, and Peter... Tony’s stomach churns. Peter's face is badly 
bruised and he is kneeling between Harley’s spread legs, reaching for his— 


Too horrified to look at it, Tony squeezes his eyes shut. This can’t be happening. The 
kidnappers... they forced them to... 


Dissolving into tears, Tony buries his face in his hands. He couldn't save them. Not from the 


violence inflicted on them, not from the abuse, not from being taken in the first place... And now, 
Harley is in a coma and Peter is mesttikelydeadstill missing. 


Crying out in anguish, Tony starts hitting the steering wheel, over and over again, until the pain in 
his hands lets him see a little bit clearer. 


He can't just sit here and cry. 


Even though showing this to anyone and finding -outjust how bacitrealyisis the last thing Tony 


wants, he knows he has to get it to the FBI as soon as possible. Every video has metadata that holds 
important information... like the location it was recorded from. 


Maybe the kidnappers didn’t know about it and didn’t erase this vital information. And even if they 
did that, maybe there is something else on the video — anything — that will reveal where Peter and 
Harley were held captive. Or who took them... 


Unless the two arrested kidnappers talk, this is the only hope Tony has left. 
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“Wake up, Tony.” Groaning, Tony opens his heavy lids. His eyes fall on Pepper, who looks down 
at him worriedly. “Have you spent the night here, again?” 


Ignoring her question, Tony struggles to get up from the chair he did indeed fall asleep in. His eyes 
widen in alarm when he notices that Pepper is alone. “Where’s Morgan?” 


“Happy is getting her hot chocolate at the vending machine,” Pepper says calmly. “I had a feeling 
you’d be here and... you know what happened last time.” 


Oh yes, Tony remembers. He had been sitting at Harley’s bed all night, drinking. When Pepper and 
Morgan came to visit in the morning, he was so drunk and emotional that he ended up scaring his 
daughter terribly. 


“T told you. Jt won’t happen again,” Tony mumbles, avoiding Pepper’s gaze. 


The woman sighs before pulling Tony into a warm embrace. “Go home and get some sleep. 
Morgan and I will keep watch. If Harley wakes up, [ll call you immediately.” 


Tony swallows thickly. He didn’t miss that Pepper said, ‘Jf Harley wakes up’, and not, ‘When 
Harley wakes up’. It’s what everyone has changed to lately... The doctors, Tony’s friends, fans, the 
media... And if Tony is completely honest with himself, he can’t blame them. 


It’s been five weeks. 
More precisely, five weeks and two days. 


Nobody has been able to determine what venom Harley had been poisoned with exactly. Not Dr. 
Cho, not Bruce, not any Doctor from New York, and neither the medical and chemical experts 
Tony had flown in from countries as far as India and Germany. They all assume that it’s a non- 
lethal, yet still dangerous variation of a Nowitschok nerve toxin, but not one of the antidotes they 
tried on Harley worked. 


The doctors also studied similar cases, where in some instances, a cure had been found by 
experimenting and changing formulas of existing antidotes; however, in other cases, nothing had 
worked, and the victims were doomed to be in a coma for weeks, months, or even years before 
they suddenly woke up. A lot of them had suffered extreme after-effects that crippled them for the 
rest of their lives. 


Therefore, the only thing Tony can do right now is wait and hope for the best. It’s the same shit 
that SHIELD advises him to do with regards to Peter. There hasn’t been a single trace of him. 
Nothing. Not in the warehouse, not on any of the surveillance videos the FBI watched... nowhere. 


Refusing to believe that Peter is dead, Tony offered the public a reward of 50 million dollars for 
clues about Peter’s whereabouts. Fury warned him about doing it, but Tony didn’t listen; the result 
was hundreds and thousands of calls, emails, and letters to the FBI and Stark Industries, each 
containing more useless information than the next. 


The two men who were arrested after the exchange — Brock Rumlow and Jack Rollins — weren’t 
able to tell the FBI anything helpful either. At first, Tony didn’t believe that they had no idea about 
Harley’s toxin or Peter’s whereabouts, but no matter what deal the D.A. offered or how much 
money Tony presented, they still insisted on their story: 


‘On June 30th, only two days before the kidnapping, Rumlow and Rollins responded to a request 
sent to them on a shady darknet website. The guy, who promised them thirty thousand dollars in 
advance, as well as a share of five million each from the ransom cash money, called himself 
Mysterio and always wore a motorcycle helmet when he talked to them via video. They never saw 
him in person. 


For the kidnapping, Mysterio summoned Rumlow and Rollins to an abandoned property on Dune 
Road, the 14-mile long street in Southampton that Tony’s mansion is located on, and told them to 
report an incident to the local Southampton Police Department. Rumlow and Rollins stunned the 
two policemen that came to the property, took their clothes, badges, guns, and the car, and drove 
to Tony’s mansion a few miles away. 


Grief-stricken, Alejandro admitted that he didn’t question the men’s authority when they showed 
him the badges and claimed that they had to speak to Harley and Peter about an incident. From 
his spot at the gate, Alejandro had no direct view of the house, and since the kidnapper had 
managed to shut down Tony’s old surveillance system with a hack, the guard was completely 
unaware of the kidnapping. 


After stunning Peter and Harley, Rumlow and Rollins stuffed them into the trunk of the police car 
and drove back to the abandoned property. There, they took a photo of Peter and Harley — the one 
that Tony received as well — and sent it to Mysterio as proof. Then, the two men drove to an 
alleyway of an industrial area on Long Island, where they put Peter and Harley into yet another 
car; one that belonged to Mysterio. 


Rumlow and Rollins claimed to have no idea when Mysterio came to pick it up. They said they 
immediately drove to a nearby motel, where they waited for Tony to get home and put on the spy 
cams. From then on, the two men took turns watching over Tony, but they knew that the video also 
got streamed to Mysterio, who called them every now and then to give orders. 


On the day of the exchange, Mysterio summoned Rumlow and Rollins to a location near 
Greenwich, where the car from the day of the kidnapping was waiting for them already, with 
Harley sleeping in the trunk. They were ordered to do the handover with their own Jeep and, 
afterwards, drop off the ransom at the warehouse in Hunts Point. The two men took their shares 
and left, but only half an hour later, Mysterio alerted them about the FBI and NYPD raiding the 
warehouse. The rest is history.’ 


Fury’s agents spent countless hours looking at dozens of surveillance cameras in the area, but they 
weren’t able to find out who drove the car to the location where the kidnappers picked Harley up 
from. The licence plate that Rumlow and Rollins had taken down, ‘just in case’, turned out to be 
fake, and the FBI wasn’t able to find any witnesses either. The FBI’s best tech experts took apart 
the kidnapper’s phones and laptops, but Mysterio knew how to cover his tracks. He had even 
thought of deleting the metadata of the video he had given Tony. And even though the FBI 
managed to crack the complicated encryption Mysterio used for his calls and texts, it didn't lead 


them anywhere because Mysterio used servers located in Uzbekistan and Russia to communicate 
with Rumlow and Rollins. 


Unable to accept it, Tony asked Scott and Quentin for help, but they weren’t even able to crack the 
encryption in the first place. Yet, Tony has never been more grateful for his friends. If it weren’t 
for them, he wouldn’t be able to pull through. They all were — and still are — so supportive... 


Pepper and Nat make sure that Tony eats and sleeps, and all of Tony's friends alternately drop by 
the hospital every other day. Quentin, Scott, and Bruce also were a big help with tracking down 
former employees that got fired, and Quentin assisted Tony in interviewing dozens of employees 
currently working at the R&D department. The only time Quentin hadn’t been there was when he 
had to fly to California for five days to get some things settled. Unfortuantely, in the end, neither 
he nor Tony were able to find a suspect regarding Peter’s roses or the sex tape. Tony still doesn't 
know if the kidnapping and the stalking are related, but it would be the first — and only — lead that 
they have. 


Clearly affected and upset by Harley’s state, Quentin offered to stay in New York for a while 
longer, but Tony refused. He already felt guilty enough that Quentin spent so much time sitting 
next to Harley’s bed or assisting Tony with his stalker hunt instead of being with Jeanne. In order 
to ease his conscience, Tony offered to help Quentin with the move, but the man kindly declined, 
saying that everything would be taken care of by Jeanne’s wealthy parents. 


Thinking of Quentin reminds Tony that he still hasn’t checked up on him and how he’s settling in. 
It's been almost two weeks now since Quentin moved, and Tony hasn't even asked yet if Quentin 
managed to get one of those jobs that he applied for. He should really give him a call... But not 
today. Today, there’s someone else that Tony needs to check up on. Someone, who’s going 
through the same pain Tony is, and who shouldn’t be alone on this particular day. 


Breaking the hug, Tony thanks Pepper for her offer to stay with Harley. “There actually is 
somewhere I need to go, but if you don’t have time to stay here, it’s fine. When Harley wakes up, 
the doctors or the guards will call me anyway.” 


“No, we’ ll stay,” Pepper says, flashing Tony a soft smile. “You should really get some sleep, 
though. If you want, you can stay with Morgan and me for a few days. She’d love to spend some 
time with you again.” 


Even though Tony feels guilty for neglecting Morgan lately, he knows that this isn’t the only 
reason why Pepper offered to let Tony stay. For the first three weeks after the kidnapping, Tony 
alternated between sleeping at the-hespitak Nat’s and Bruce’s, and at Rhodey’s. In the fourth 
week, Tony decided that it was time to go back to the penthouse, but he can’t stand being there for 
too long; everywhere he looks, he sees Harley and Peter, When he is alone there, the grief becomes 
too unbearable and he starts to drink. And since Pepper has known Tony for so long, she surely 
notices the warning signs... 


“Thank you, Pep, but I don’t want to be a burden,” Tony mumbles. “I’m a 45-year-old man. It’s 
about time that I take care of myself again.” 


Pepper doesn’t seem convinced. “This isn’t about age, Tony. My offer stands, and... I also hope 
that you’ll give Nat’s suggestion another thought.” 


Nat’s suggestion... Therapy... 


Tony sighs. “I will, I promise.” 


It’s not that he doesn’t mean it, but he’s afraid; afraid of talking about the pain; afraid of talking 
about his fears and how badly he fucked up; afraid of talking about what he saw on that video that 
regularly haunts him in his nightmares... 


Tony has never even watched the whole thing. He tried, but he wasn’t able to go through with it. 


Tony doesn’t blame Harley for what Tony did see, even ifiticeked as though Harleywas 


thereughhy enjoying himself but he doesn't think he'll ever forget seeing his son grabbing Peter’s 
hair, and— 


Don't. Do. This. To. Yourself. Again. 


Shuddering, Tony says goodbye to Pepper. He makes a detour to the vending machine, where he 
gives Morgan a long hug and a few kisses. He also tells her that he loves her and promises to visit 
her soon. 


Thirty-five minutes later, Tony parks in the no-standing area in front of an apartment complex. 
Taking a few deep breaths, Tony then walks up to the door and presses the button for apartment 
21. 


“Hello?” comes a tired, quiet voice out of the speaker. 
Clearing his throat, Tony says, “It’s Tony. Can I come up?” 


A second later, the door buzzes. Taking the stairs, Tony moves to the fourth floor and down the 
hallway. When the door to apartment 21 opens, Tony’s heart clenches. 


May Parker looks as bad as Tony feels. Her eyes are puffy and red, and there are wet streams 
glistening on her cheeks. It’s been a while since he saw her — three or four weeks — and since then, 
she seems to have lost even more weight. 


She doesn’t ask why Tony is here. Instead, she steps back and opens the door wider to let him into 
the apartment. “Is there any news?” she asks, sounding both anxious and hopeful. 


“No,” Tony says quietly. “I just wanted to check up on you. How, um... How are you holding up?” 


Fresh tears escape May’s eyes as she shrugs her shoulders. “Not too good. MJ and Ned called me 
earlier and... they said they’d come over later so I wouldn’t be alone, but I... I just...” She sobs 
brokenly. “It’s hard. Especially today. I miss him so much, Tony.” 


Tony swallows thickly. “I miss him too,” he whispers, debating whether or not he should offer a 
hug. He desperately wants to comfort May, but they’ve never exactly been close. Even though 
Peter getting kidnapped wiped anything else from May’s mind, Tony knows that she’s still holding 
a grudge for everything that happened around the time of the breakup. 


Before he can make up his mind, May turns around and walks over to the coffee table, where she 
blows her nose. “When Peter’s parents died, Ben and I promised that we would take good care of 
Peter,” she says with a sniff. “But Ben is gone, and now, Peter is too. I... I feel like I failed 
everyone. And I’m trying to tell myself that Peter is in a better place now, where he is reunited 
with his uncle and parents, but there’s still this part inside of me that can’t let go. The part that 
wakes up every day thinking that ‘today is the day that Peter will come back to me’. But isn't that 
selfish?” May glances at Tony desperately. “To hope that he’s still alive, when he could be 
suffering? I mean... They found Peter’s blood on your son’s shirt.” 


Not just his blood... 


Just like Tony never told May about that godforsaken video, he also made sure that she didn’t hear 
about the traces of sperm — from Peter and from an unidentified male — that were found on the 
shirt. Even though the FBI doesn’t see it as proof that the unthinkable happened, it’s highly 
unlikely that Peter’s and someone else's sperm got on Harley’s shirt before the kidnapping 
occurred. The FBI also found semen in Harley’s pants, but it fortunately was just his own... 
probably from after the act that got recorded on video. 


“Tt’s not selfish,” Tony says, despite having wondered himself if he was selfish for wanting Peter 
to be alive. “You love him, so it’s only natural that you don’t want him to be dead. It doesn’t mean 
that you are okay with him suffering. You just want him to be okay and come back to you... Just 
like I do.” 


May flashes Tony a weak smile. “Thank you for saying that. How have you been doing?” Her 
expression softens. “How is Harley?” 


Sitting down on the couch, Tony gives her an update about the doctor’s lack of progress. “Since 
the toxin doesn’t seem to be lethal, not even in the long run, they do have hopes that Harley will 
wake up one day, even if they can’t find an antidote or a cure,” Tony concludes. “The question is 
what state he’ Il be in when he does... The longer his coma lasts, the more likely it is that it will 
have severe after effects.” 


“T’m so sorry,” May says sympathetically. “I don’t even want to imagine how it feels to have your 
son right there in front of you, but being unable to help him.” 


Tony gives a soft nod. It’s awful, but at least, he still has Morgan. Whereas May doesn’t have 
anyone anymore... 


For a while, neither of them speaks. 


Eventually, May clears her throat. “I’m going to clear out Peter’s apartment next week, and... I was 
wondering if there’s anything you’d like to have? Like... Some stuff that you gave Peter or that 
reminds you of him?” Her voice cracks. 


“Why are you clearing out his apartment?” Tony asks, stomach clenching. Even if it’s a shithole, it 
is still Peter’s home. 


Fresh tears are glistening in May’s eyes and her cheeks turn a shade of pink. “Not everyone is 
blessed with endless wealth, Tony. I’m a nurse... A nurse who hasn’t been at work a lot lately, and 
who can barely afford her own rent.” 


Tony has never felt more insensitive. “I didn’ t—’ he begins, but cuts himself off. May surely 
doesn’t want his pity or sympathy, so instead of saying sorry, he says, “Look... I would be lying if 
I said that I knew how hard this must be for you. I don't. And I have no idea how I could word this 
without sounding like an arrogant, insensitive asshole, but let me support you, May. Let me pay the 
rent for Peter’s apartment... Please.” 


May is quiet for a while. Then, she sighs deeply. “I appreciate the offer, but I can’t accept it. Even 
if— when Peter comes back, I don't want him to live on his own again. At least not for the first 
couple of months. Also... I want Peter’s things home with me. To... To get a little bit of him 
back.” 


The way May is looking at him breaks Tony’s heart. “I understand. That’s... very reasonable. If 
you need my help with it, just tell me. And since you asked, there is some stuff that I would love to 
have. If you're okay with me taking them.” 


“Sure,” May sniffs. Glancing at the clock, she adds, “After cleaning up the mess that the police 
made, I haven’t felt— I haven’t been to Peter’s apartment again. I still have a few more hours until 
Michelle and Ned come over, so... Do you wanna go?” 


“Now?” When May nods sadly, Tony takes a deep breath. Why not... The day is already done for 
anyways. “Okay. Let’s go.” 


They take Tony’s car. The way May sits down on the expensive leather seat, looking as if she was 
afraid to break or stain anything, painfully reminds Tony of Peter. It took the boy a while to allow 
himself to be fully comfortable and to relax in Tony’s cars and in the penthouse. 


Fifteen minutes later, Tony and May walk along the corridor to Peter’s apartment. A shiver runs 
down Tony’s spine when his eyes fall on the remains of the police line still taped to Peter’s door. 
Just six weeks ago, he dropped to his knees right here and proposed to Peter... 


Tears are building in Tony’s eyes as he desperately tries to keep himself together. Next to him, May 
takes a deep breath and unlocks the door with the spare key; her fingers are trembling. 


“The police made a real mess when they searched Peter’s apartment,” the woman explains, 
stepping aside to let Tony in. “They cleared out every drawer and closet and scattered everything 
on the floor. Books, folders, notebooks, clothes... It took Ned, MJ, and I hours to tidy it up.” 


“Why didn’t you call me?” Tony asks. “I could’ ve helped too.” 


“T did call,” May says with a sigh. “But it was the day when you told me that some Indian expert 
would be examining Harley. I felt like you already had enough going on.” 


No wonder Peter turned out so kind and good-hearted... May and Ben did such a wonderful job 
raising him. They didn’t fail him. Quite in contrast to Tony... He spoiled and pampered Harley 
way too much. And, even worse, he failed to keep Harley safe. Just like Tony is the one who failed 
Peter. Not May. 


Barely able to keep himself together anymore, Tony hands May a few of the bags that they brought 
and walks over to Peter’s desk. He doesn’t know why, but Tony packs as much of Peter’s college 
notebooks that he can find. Once he’s ready, he’s going to look through them, not just to finally see 
Peter’s neat handwriting again, but to remember what a genius his young boyfriend 4was is. 


Not only a minute later, May dissolves into tears for the first time. Sobbing in earnest, she’s sitting 
on Peter’s sofa bed, clutching a plushie to her chest. Feeling completely overwhelmed, Tony shifts 
from one foot to the other, but then he decides to make an effort and walks over to the crying 
woman. Very carefully, Tony sits down next to her and puts his arm around her shoulders. 


To his relief, May doesn’t pull away; instead, she leans closer and presses her face into Tony’s 
neck, allowing the man to pull her into an actual embrace. Only when Tony’s vision blurs does he 
realize that he started crying too. Neither of them speaks, but they provide each other physical 
comfort until they’re both ready to continue. 


Apart from the notebooks, Tony also packs Peter’s favorite action figure, and one of the other 
plushies that Peter, according to May, used to sleep with for a couple of years when he was a child; 
he packs a signed book from a Physician, a bunch of framed photos, including the couple-photo 
collage Peter made, and the cartoon drawing they got done at Central Park. While looking through 
Peter’s fan merch, Tony also comes across an old signed autograph card from Tony himself. 


When May sees Tony looking at it, she lets out a sad chuckle. “Peter got it from one of your 


employees when he and his high school class were on a field trip to Stark Industries, freshman 
year.” 


Feeling awkward, Tony puts it back against the shelf. “Peter told me about the trip... He said that 
it made him want to work there one day.” Fresh tears are clogging his throat. “And I fucking fired 
him. Just because I was jealous and... because I didn’t trust him anymore. If I hadn’t done that, 
then... maybe this would’ ve never happened.” 


“Don’t do this to yourself,” May says quietly, voice shaking. “After Ben had died, Peter and I went 
crazy wondering, ‘What if’. We tormented ourselves, and... It doesn’t help anyone. You can never 
know what could have happened. It only prevents you from healing and from moving on.” 


“But we both know that if Peter had never started to date me, then he wouldn’t have been publicly 
embarrassed, bullied, stalked, and kidnapped. If I had never approached him in the first place, then 
Peter would be here right now... celebrating his 20th birthday with you and with his friends. You 
can’t argue against that, May.” 


May wipes tears out of her eyes. “And if/ hadn’t asked Ben to get me some eggs at the store six 
years ago, he might still be here too. Trust me, Tony, I was mad at you for a long time... For 
breaking Peter’s heart and, yes, for exposing him to this publicized life and the dangers that come 
with it, but then I remembered how happy you made Peter. I will never forget how brightly his 
eyes were shining whenever he talked about you. You were his first love, and I will always be 
grateful that he got to experience it. You never know what would’ ve happened if you hadn’t 
approached him. Maybe he would be here today, but maybe not. Nothing can stop one’s destiny... 
If Peter’s fate was to die young, then—” Letting out a broken sob, May’s voice trails off. 


Unable to refrain from crying as well, Tony pulls May into another hug. How can one person be 
put through so much and still be so fucking strong? 


Ten minutes later, Tony feels a desperate need to use the bathroom. On his way back, his eyes fall 
onto the tiny shelf standing right next to the entrance door, and suddenly, Tony can hear Peter’s 
voice echoing in his head. ‘Ned gave it to me after the police basically told me that they didn’t give 
a shit about the stalker.’ 


Where’s the ball pen? Tony completely forgot about it until now... And he doesn’t remember Fury 
or any of the SHIELD or FBI agents in charge ever telling him anything about finding a spy cam in 
Peter’s apartment. 


“Did anyone ever mention a spy cam to you?” Tony asks May, who frowns. 
“A spy cam? Like... for surveillance?” 


“Yeah. Peter had one sitting on this shelf the day when we got back together. Ned gave it to Peter 
in case the stalker tried to break into his apartment.” 


May shivers. “As you know, Peter never even told me about the stalker, so...” Then, she glances at 
Tony anxiously. “Do you think someone broke in and... took it?” 


“No idea.” 


Feeling slightly unsettled, Tony takes out his phone and calls Fury. The man answers after the 
seventh call, and to Tony’s surprise, he immediately knows what Tony is talking about. 


“Tt was a ball pen, right? An FBI agent found it when they searched Peter’s apartment.” 


“Why didn’t you tell me about it?” 


° 


“T’m pretty sure that I told you that the FBI was looking at video surveillance from Peter’s place.’ 


And now, Tony remembers as well. However, he had assumed that Fury was talking about a 
camera from the outside or inside the apartment complex. “Oh. Yeah, I think you did. Um. So, 
nothing of interest was on the videos?” 


“No,” Fury said. “If I remember correctly, the last recordings were from a week before the 
kidnapping.” 


“Are you sure?” Tony asks with a frown. “I was there on Monday, three days before the 
kidnapping, and Peter mentioned getting notifications from the PIR sensor.” 


Fury hums. “I’m not that familiar with those spy cams, but normal surveillance cameras will still be 
able to send notifications of detected movements even if nothing gets recorded. But since I’m in 
the office anyways, let me take a quick look at the file.” 


Tony waits with bated breath until Fury speaks again. “Yeah... It says here that the SD card was 
full because Leeds, who it seemed to have belonged to previously, never deleted the videos taken 
at his dorm. Peter might not have known that the camera wasn’t able to record anything anymore.” 


“But those cameras offer Cloud service as well. Does your report say anything about that?” 


Tony can hear Fury clicking around with his computer mouse. “Yes, there was a written inquiry to 
Hammer Industries, but they told us there’s no account registered under Peter’s name or his email 
address. Seems like he didn’t use the Cloud service.” 


“Did your men check if he used Ned’s? As you said, the spy cam actually belongs to him, so 
maybe he let Peter use his account.” 


“Um...” After a few more clicks, Fury sighs deeply. “It doesn’t say here. I gotta speak to the 
agents who were responsible for it.” 


“Don’t bother, Pll just ask Ned myself,” Tony growls, ending the call. 


He asks May to give him Ned’s number. The boy doesn’t pick up, but he calls Tony back after five 
minutes. 


“Ned, it’s Tony,” Tony greets the kid. “Tony Stark. May gave me your number because I wanted to 
ask if you still remember the spy cam you gave Peter.” 


“Sure,” Ned says, sounding as lifeless as Tony felt. “Why? Do you think something of interest is 
on there? Because I, uh, already spoke to an officer about it when they questioned me, and they 
told me that they didn’t find any signs of a break-in or something.” 


“T know, but I was wondering if Peter also saved the recordings to a Cloud?” 


“T’m not sure... Peter couldn’t even afford to make an account for himself, so we used mine. We 
only changed my email to his in the notification settings. I used to have the Cloud service enabled, 
but Peter might have deactivated it because he said something about not wanting the battery to run 
out so fast. And the SD card is more reliable.” 


Or not... Tony’s heart clenches. “Can you give me the login data to your account? Please, it’s 
important.” 


He knows that he’s grasping at straws, but maybe there are more videos. Videos that could hold 


important information after all... Ormaybehe-sjust selish because heswantstosee-avideo-of 


a rn? ra 


Thirty seconds later, Ned sends Tony the login data. While May is sweeping through one last 
cupboard, Tony sits down on the sofa bed and downloads the Hammer Industries app that provides 
access to the spy cam’s Cloud. Using Ned’s data to log in, Tony waits until the videos have loaded 
in. 


His stomach churns when he sees that there are indeed videos from the day of the proposal, and 
after that. Those useless FBI asshats... In fact, the last few videos were even recorded on the day 
the police searched Peter’s apartment. The recordings start as soon as the PIR sensor detects 
movement and continue to record until ten seconds after the last movement. The only video that 
ends abruptly is the last, so Tony just assumes that the battery ran out. 


Tony can’t wait to get home and look at all of these videos. Even if it turns out that there really is 
nothing of interest on them, it would still feel like he’s finally doing something. 


Tony is about to put his phone away, when he glances at May. Since she’s still busy rummaging 
around the cupboard, Tony decides to torture himself and, at least, take a quick look at the videos 
from the day that he proposed. Tony and Peter shared a quick kiss before leaving the apartment... 
it would be painful, yet heartwarming to see. 


The first video of the day shows Peter leaving his apartment at 4:08 p.m., dressed in jeans, a white 
shirt, and a sports coat. Tony can already feel tears prickling in his eyes. The second video was 
recorded later in the evening at 9:51 p.m. For a second, Tony is surprised to see Quentin entering 
the apartment after Peter, but then he remembers that Quentin dropped Peter off and came up to 
use the bathroom. 


The next video shows Quentin running up to the door with a somewhat maddened look. After 
wrenching it open, the look on Quentin’s face quickly changes to a surprised expression, and even 
though the angle doesn’t show who is standing in front of the door, Tony knows that it’s himself. 
Then, Peter joins Quentin, looking just as surprised. After a few seconds of lingering in the 
doorway, Peter steps out into the corridor and pulls the door close behind him. That must’ve been 
when— 


What Tony sees next wipes everything else from his mind. 


Quentin doesn't walk away from the door after Peter has pulled it close... Instead, his jaw tightens 
and he bends down to spy through the peephole. 


... What the... ? 


And Quentin doesn’t leave it at that. After a few seconds, the man presses his ear against the door, 
listening for a few seconds before looking through the peephole again, clenching his fists as he 
does so. 


Tony doesn’t know what to make of it. Why did Quentin spy on them and why was he so... angry? 


Since Quentin seems to have frozen in place, the video stops ten seconds later. Tony barely notices 
how badly his fingers are shaking when he clicks on the next video, dated 10:17 p.m.. 


It starts with Quentin taking a step back from the door, shaking his head vehemently. For a few 
seconds, Quentin lingers in place, clenched fists trembling, before— 


Tony's heart stops as he watches Quentin furiously kick the wall next to the shelf, causing the 
video image to shake for a second. Wincing, Quentin then turns his head to the left, and even 
though there’s no sound, Tony suddenly knows... knows what happened as he’s hit by a flashback 
of his fiery make-out session with Peter. It got interrupted by a loud THUD and a CLINK coming 
from the apartment. 


If Quentin got so enraged by watching them kiss, then... 
Oh. God. 


Tony barely sees Quentin leaving the frame to pick up whatever it is that he broke; he barely sees 
Peter coming into the apartment a few seconds later. 


Nothing matters anymore. 


Nothing, apart from a truth so heartbreaking and shocking that Tony wishes to vaporize on the spot 
to avoid the horrifying consequences of speaking it out loud. 


“M-May...” Tony croaks as a wave of nausea rolls through him. He’s shaking so badly that he can 
hardly even sit straight anymore. “I think I found Peter’s stalker.” 


Chapter End Notes 


First of all, I apologize deeply for not wrapping this up because honestly, your support 
has been fucking amazing and you guys don’t deserve to be left on a cliffhanger. Not 
at all. Your support has been so amazing and I'll be forever grateful for it BUT 
there’s so much more to write about, and I don’t want to make this a 45+ chapter fic. 
So I'm making yet another series out of a story idea that was supposed to be enough 
for 10 chapters or so @©@_ Incase some of you are worried that this will become 
Deprivation 2.0: it won’t. I know there are similarities because Peter is - once again - 
being held captive by a psychopath, but it’s still gonna be different, I promise. 


That being said, I have no idea when I’m going to start part 2. It will still happen in 
2021, but first, I need a little break from this story and a) come up with a proper plot 
outline, while b) starting the winterironspider fic that ’ ve promised to write for 10 
months now (which will happen next Sunday) So... try to think of it as season 1 of 
a series that ended on the most annoying cliffhanger, but where the second season will 
already come in the next couple of weeks © Make sure to subscribe to me or the story 
if you want to get an email when I started the sequel Meanwhile, feel free to re- 

read this story or check out some other work of mine or flame me in the comments © 
Farewell and I hope to read from you again soon © 


Discord: nela-is-strange#3883 
Tumblr (tomandpeterthings) 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


